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DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Sir  Marmaduke  Mant-Mindr. 

Sir  Janus  Ambezter. 

Captain  Carveout. 

Lieutenant  Bottom. 

Ancient  You  no. 

Bloodhound,  a  usurer, 

Alexander  Bloodhound,  ) 

rj,     r»  I  ^  tcM>  sons. 

Tiif  Bloodhound,  ) 

Randall,  a  Welshman, 

Ear-lack,  a  scrivener. 

Sim,  the  el&wn, 

J OHN,  servant  to  the  Widow. 

Jarvis,  the  Widow's  husband^  disguised  likf  her  servant. 
A  Smith, 

Busy,  a  ConsiaSle. 
Watch, 

[Women.] 

Widow  Wao. 

Moll,  Bloodhounds  daughter. 
Widow's  Maid. 
Mistress  Cootb,  a  havcd, 
SuK  Shoethrels,  a  whore. 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


ACT  I.,  SCENE  1. 

Enter,  as  making  themselwa  ready,  TiM  BLOOD- 
HOUND, and  Sim  the  man, 

Sim.  Good  morrow,  Master  Tim. 

Tim.  Morrow,  Sim ;  my  father  stirring,  Simi 

Sim.  Not  yet,  I  think ;  he  heard  some  ill-news 
of  your  brother  Alexander  last  night,  that  will 
make  him  lie  an  hour  extraordinary. 

Tim.  Hum:  Tm  sorry  the  old  man  should  lie 
by  the  hour ;  but,  0,  these  wicked  elder  brothers, 
that  swear  refuse  them,^  and  drink  nothing  but 
wicked  sack ;  when  we  swear  nothing  but  niggers- 
noggers,  make  a  meal  of  a  bloat  herring,  water  it 


*■  Refuse  me,  or  Ood  rtfuse  me,  appears  to  have  been 
among  the  fashionable  modes  of  swearing  in  oar  author*s 
time.  So  in  ''The  White  Devil/'  act  i.  so.  1,  Flamineo 
says,  Ood  refuse  me.  Again,  in  "  A  Dogge  of  Warre,"  by 
Taylor  the  Water-poet,  Works,  1680,  p.  229— 

"  Some  like  DomiDicall  Letters  goe, 
In  leaflet  from  the  top  to  toe, 

Whose  Talours  talke  and  smoake  all ; 
Who  make  (Ood  sink  'em)  their  discoarse 

H^fuse,  Renounce,  or  Dam  that's  wone  :  i 
I  wish  a  halter  choake  all." 

A^ain,  in  "The  Gamester,"  by  Shirley,  Wilding  wiyH 
'  Refute  me,  it  I  did." 


A  IffATdfi  AT  MIDNIGHT. 

with  four- shillings'  beer,  and  then  swear  we  have 
dined  as  well  as  my  lord  mayor. 

Sim.  Here  was  goody  Pin,  the  fish  wo  man, 
fetched  home  her  ring  last  night. 

Tm.  You  should  have  put  her  money  hy  itself, 
for  fear  of  wronging  of  the  whole  heap» 

Sim,  So  I  did,  air,  and  washed  it  first  in  two 
waters. 

Tim.  All  these  petty  pawns,  sirrah,  my  father 
commits  to  my  managing,  to  instruct  me  in  this 
craft  tbat^  when  he  dies^  the  commonwealth  may 
not '  want  a  good  member. 

£tuet'  Mistress  Mary* 

Sim*  Nay,  you  are  cursed  as  much  as  he  ah^eady. 
Mis.  Maky.  0  brother,  'tia  well  you  are  up. 
Tim.  Why,  whyl 

Mis.  3Iaky.  Now  you  shall  see  the  dainty 
widow,  the  sweet  widow,  the  delicate  widow, 
that  to-morrow  morning  must  be  our  mother-in- 
law. 

Tim.  What,  the  widow  Wag  t 

Sim.  Yes,  yes;  she  that  dwells  in  Blackfnars, 
next  to  the  sign  of  the  Fool  laughing  at  a  feather,* 

Mis,  Mary.  She,  she;  good  brother,  m^e 
yourself  handsome,  for  my  father  wiU  bring  her 
hither  presently. 

Tim.  Nigger s-noggers,  I  thought  he  had  been 
sick,  and  had  not  been  up,  Sim. 

Sim.  Why,  so  did  I  too  ;  but  it  seems  the  widow 
took  him  at  a  better  hand,  and  raised  him  so  much 
the  sooner. 

Tim.  While  I  tie  my  hand,  prythee  stroke  up 
my  foretop  a  little  :  niggers,  an*  I  had  but  dreamed 


*  Nid  w  omitted  in  the  4**. — Coliier* 

*  See  [Rundolpb^B  Warkfl,  by  HasUtt,  |i.  17^.] 
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of  this  an  hour  before  I  waked,  I  would  have  put 
on  my  Sunday  clothes*  'Snails,  my  shoes  are  paie 
as  the  cheek  of  a  etewed  paotier ;  a  clout,  a  clout, 
Sim, 

Sim.  More  haste  the  worse  epeed ;  here's  ne'er 
a  clout  now. 

Tm.  \Vhat*s  tliat  lies  hy  the  hooks  I 

Sim.  Thisi  'tis  a  BUmner*s  coat' 

Tim.  Pry  thee,  leoil's  a  sleeve  of  that ;  he  ha^l  a 
noble  on't  last  night,  and  never  paid  me  my  bill- 
mone^* 

Enkr  Old  Bloodhoitnd,  the  Widow,  her  Maid, 

and  Mak,^ 

Blood.  Look,  look,  up  ^  and  ready ;  all  is  ready, 
widow.  He  is  in  some  deep  discourse  with  Sim, 
concerning  moneys  out  to  one  or  another. 

WiB,  Has  he  said  his  prayers,  sir  ? 

Blood.  Prayer  before  providence !  When  did 
ye  know  any  thrive  and  sweU  that  uses  it  1  He's 
a  chip  o'  th'  old  block  ;  I  exercise  him  in  the  trade 
of  thrift,  by  turning  him  to  all  the  i>etty  pawnSv 
If  they  come  to  me,  I  tell  them  I  have  given  over 
brokering,  moiling  for  muck  and  trash,  and  that  I 
mean  to  live  a  life  monastic,  a  praying  Hfe :  pull 
out  the  tale  of  Croesus  from  my  pocket,  and  swear 
'tiB  called  **  Charity*B  Looking-Glas8|  or  an  eathorta- 
tion  to  forsake  the  world." 

Maid.  Dainty  hypocrite  I  [Aside, 

Wro.  Peace ! 

Blood.  But  let  a  fine  fool  that's  well- feathered 
come,  and  i^'ithal  good  meat,  I  have  a  friend,  it 


J  Se«  note  to  "The  Heir/'  [toL  xL 

*  Stanfling  unaeeti  for  tlie  present. — CoUkr, 

*  The  4"  v*iM\B  Lonl\  loak  \ipm,  (tnd  rtttdtf^  Ac— CWA'rr*. 
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limy  be,  that  may  compft&sioiiate  his  wants.  Ill 
tmW  you  an  old  saw*  for't  over  my  chiminey  yonder— 

A  poor  man  seem  to  him  thati  poor^ 

A  nd  pta^s  thee  for  to  lend  ; 
But  teil  die  prodigal  {not  quite  gp^U) 

Thim  wUi  procure  a/rimd, 

Ww.  Trust  me,  a  thrifty  saw. 

Blood.  Many  will  have  virtuous  admonitions  oii 
their  walls,  but  not  a  piece  in  their  coffers  i  give 
me  these  witty  politic  saws  ;  and  indeed  my  house 
is  fui'nisljed  with  no  other. 

WiD,  How  happy  shall  I  he  to  wed  such  wie- 
<lom  ! 

Blood,  Shalt  bed  it,  shalt  bed  it,  wench ;  ehalt 
ha't  by  infusion.    Look,  look  I 

Enitr  a  Smtth* 

Smith,  Save  ye.  Master  Tim. 

Tim,  Who's  this  ?  goodman  File,  the  blacksmith  ! 
I  thought  it  \mi  been  our  old  col  her.  Bid  you  go 
to  bed  with  that  dirty  face,  goodman  File  ? 

Smith.  And  rise  with  it  toor  sir, 

Tim,  What  have  yoE  bumming  out  there,  good- 
man  File ) 

Smith.  A  vie^s  sir,  that  I  won  Id  fain  be  fur- 
nished with  a  little  money  upon. 

Tim.  Why,  hovr  \v\l\  you  do  to  work  then,  good* 
man  File? 

Smith,  This  is  my  spare  vice,  not  that  1  live  by. 


A  proverb  or  wiiw  ra.jwg.  So  in  The  Wife  of  Bath^fl 
Pmlrtgiie,"  I.  62 JO— 

"  But  iiU  lor  u ought,  [  jittte  not  mi  trnwr 
Of  hN  Prur(?rii<«,  tit;  of  liLii  oldf  taitK.  * 
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Tim.  Hum  !  yau  did  not  buy  this  spare  vice  of 
a  le4Ui  C4jurtier,  did  ye  t 

Smith.  No,  air,  of  a  fat  cook^  that  ^strained  ^  of 
a  smith  for's  rent. 

Sim.  0  hard -hearted  li^aii  of  grease  ! 

Tim.  Nay,  nay^  Sinij  we  mast  do^t  sometimes. 

Blood*  Ha,  tiirifty  whoreson  1 

Tim.  And  what  woijd  serve  your  turn,  good- 
man  FUe  ? 

Smith*  A  noble,  sir. 

Tim*  Wliat  i  upon  a  Bpare  vie©  to  lend  a  noble  f 
Sim.  Why,  sir,  for  ten  groata  you  may  make 
yourself  drunks  and  so  buy  a  vice  outright  for  half 
the  money, 
Tim.  That  is  a  noble  vice,  I  assure  you. 
Sim,  How  loug  would  you  have  it  I 
Smith.  But  a  fortnight ;  'tis  to  buy  stuff,  I  pro- 
test, sir. 

Tim.  Look  you,  being  a  neighbour,  and  born 
one  for  another  

Blood,  Ha,  villain,  shalt  have  all ! 

Tim,  There  is  five  shillings  upon't,  whieh,  at  the 
fortnight's  end,  goodman  File,  you  must  make  Byg 
shillings  sixpence, 

Sia^lTH,  How,  sir  I 

Tim.  Nay,  an*  it  were  not  to  do  you  a  courtesy  

Blood.  Ha,  boy ! 

Tim,  And  then  I  had  forgot  threepence  for  my 
bill^  so  there  is  fonr  shiriings  and  ninepence,^ 
which  you  are  to  tender  back  five  shillings  six* 
pence,  goodman  File,  at  the  end  of  the  fortnight 


'  Dmtraioed    So  in  "ThomAa,  Lord  Ci^iBW©H,**  1602- 
lib  rtLmittir«  f»\\f  wtirlU  tiftlT  9«  much, 

'  The  4"  remk  fmr  pence  ttrnJ  nincptuce,  Thb  play,  iti 
tb*^  fufuier  «(titioU£,  ih  very  iucutret:tly  pnntecl^ 


10 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT, 


Smith*  Well,  an'  it  were  not  for  earnest  neces- 
sity^ Ha^  boys  1  I  come,  I  come,  yon  black 

rascals,  let  the  cans  go  round.  [Emt  Smith. 

Tim.  Sim,  bec^iiise  the  man's  an  nonest  man, 
*I  pray  lay  up  his  vice,  as  Bafe  as  it  were  our 
own. 

SiBt.  And  if  he  misB  his  day,  and  forfeit,  it 
shall  be  yoiira  and  your  heira  for  ever* 

Blood,  What,  disbursing  money,  boy  I  Here 
is  thy  mother-inJaw. 

Sim.  Yonr  nose  dropa :  'twill  spoil  her  ruffi 

Tim.  Pray^  forsooth,  what's  a  clock  ? 

Maid,  0,  fie  upon  him,  mistress,  I  thought  he 
had  begun  to  ask  you  blessing* 

WiD.  Peace,  we'll  have  more  on't. 

[Walks  Umardt  hink 

Tim.  I  wonnot  kiBs,  indeed. 
Sim.  An'  he  wonnot^  here  are  those  that  will, 
forsooth. 

Blood*  Get  you  in,  you  rogue*         [Exit  SiM, 
WiD.  1  hope  you  will,  sir :  I  was  bred  in  Ire- 
land, where  the  women  begin  the  saltitation. 
Tim.  1  wonnot  kiss  truly. 
WlD.  Indeed  you  must 
Tim.  Would  my  girdle  may  break  if  I  do.* 
WiD*  I  have  a  mind* 
Tim.  Niggers-noggers,  I  wonnot. 


*  So  in  Mwwinger'a  '^M&id  of  Honom*/'  mi  it*  bo.  5, 
Sylli  aftf  (I,  Tke  King  ,  .  .  hnal-  girdlf^  hr€ukf  "  AgMn, 
FWiUfTsap,  ill  the    Firat  Part  of  King  Henry  IT*"— 

**tHHt  ttiOQ  IhlB*  ni  fe»f  theft  «a  I  fe»r  Ihj  i&lharl 
Naj,  kh'  If  I  flo,  Let  my  tfirdtt  t^eak  " 

To  ei  plain  the  phraae  **tJM»y       girdle  frr«ufe,"  it  should 
be  re(iif?rDbered  that  tfao  purM  wii  ancieotly  wom  hanging 
At  Ui£9  girdle^    Heoc«  the  proprie^  of  Triu  CflJo'a  com  plain 
that  while  Eonca  embiti<*«d  him  hia  "  purse  shook  danger- 
mmly."    See  **  Album4»iir»''  act  iii.  «j.  7  [i^i. 
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m  Nay,  iisy,  now  his  greut  oath's  pasi'd^ 
there's  no  talk  onX 
I  like  him  ne'er  the  worse;  there's  an  old  iaw  for't — 

A  kiss  firsts  n£Xi  the  feeling  Mtmei 

Crack       the  purs^strinf/s^  out  fly  iht  pen^* 

But  he  can  talk,  though  :  whose  hoy  are  you,  Timt 

Tim.  Your  boy,  forsooth,  father. 

Blood,  Can  you  turn  and  wind  a  penny,  Tim  I 

Tdl  Better  than  yourself,  forsooth,  father* 

Blood.  You  hare  looked  in  the  church-book  of 
late  ;  how  old  are  yoii,  Tim? 

Tim,  Two  and  twenty  years,  three  mouths,  thi^ee 
days,  and  three  quarters  of  an  hour,  forsooth ,  father, 

WiD.  He  has  arithmetic. 

Blood.  And  grammar  too :  what's  Latin  for 
your  head,  Tim  ? 

Tim.  CapnL 

WiD,  But  what  for  the  head  of  a  block  I 

Tm,  Caput  blockhead. 

Blood.  Do  you  hear  ;  your  ear? 

Tim.  jlwra. 

Blood,  Your  eye  1 

Tim.  Oculm. 

Blood.  That's  for  one  eye;  what's  Latin  for  two  ? 
Tim.  OcuhtB-Omlm} 

Widow.  An  admirable  accidental  grammarian, 
I  protest,  sir. 

Blood.  This  hoy  shall  have  all :  1  have  an 
elder  rogue  that  sucks  and  draws  me  \  a  tavern 
academian  ;  one  that  protests  to  whores,  and 
shares  with  highway  lawyers ;  an  arrant  un  clari- 
fied rogue,  that  drinks  nothing  but  wicked  sack. 

Enter  SiM  mui  Alexander  drunk. 
BiH.  Kerens  a  gentleman  would  speak  with  you. 


SI 
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Blood.  Lookjook;  now  he's  coiue  for  more  money, 
Wm,  A  very  hopeful  house  to  matiih  into, 

wenc!i  j  the  father  a  knave,  one  son  a  drunkai'd, 

and  toother  a  fooL  [Andt'. 
Tim.  0  monster,  father !    Look  if  he  l>e  Dot 

drunk  ;  the  very  aight  of  him  makes  me  loag  for 

a  cup  of  fiix,^ 

Alex,  Pi^y^  father,  pray  to  God  to  bless  me, 

[rt>  Tim- 
Blood.  Look,  look !  takes  his  brother  for  his 

father  I 

Sim.  Alas,  sir !  when  the  drink^s  in,  the  mt*s 
outi  and  none  but  wise  childi'6ii  know  their  own 
fathers. 

Tim.  Why,  I  am  none  of  your  father,  brother ; 
1  am  Tim  ;  do  you  know  Tim  ? 

Alex.  Yes,  umph— for  a  coxcomb. 

WiD,  How  wild  he  looks  [  Good  sir,  we*il  take 
our  leaves. 

Bu>OD.  Slialt  not  go,  faith,  widow :  you 
cheater,  rogue ;  must  I  have  my  friends  frighted 
out  of  my  house  by  yout  Look  he^  steal  no- 
thing to  feast  his  bawds.  Get  you  outj,  sirrah! 
there  are  constables,  beadles,  wbips,  and  the 
college  of  extravagants,  yclept  Bridewell,  yon 
rogue ;  you  rogue,  there  is,  there  is,  mark  that. 

Alex  Can  you  lend  me  a  mark  upon  this  ring, 
air?  and  there  set  it  dowa  in  your  book,  and, 
umph— mark  that. 

Blood.  I'll  have  no  stolen  rings  picked  out  of 
pockets,  or  taken  upon  the  way,^  not  L 

Alex.  FU  give  you  an  old  saw  for't, 

I  [3ix-4l]ij)mg  liefT,  w,  stronger  kind  tlian  that  previoiuJy 
ileAcribed  four-abilling.] 

'  Lookt  ht*li  fiUnl  nolhiti(/  to  fnut  hU  fmwdt,  k  tluf 
rtfHflirig  cjf  the  old  cojiy.—  tWrVr. 

*  Highway. 
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Blood,  There's  a  rogue  mo*iks  his  father  t 
isirrab,  get  yoii  gone.  Bim,  ga  let  loosie  the 
mmtiS. 

Sim,  Alasj  sir  I  bell  tear  and  pull  out  your  soii'k 
throat 

Blood.  Better  puU't  out  than  halter  stretch  it, 
Away,  out  of  my  doonj !  rogue,  I  defy  thee* 
Alex.  Must  you  he  my  mother-in-law  t 
WiD.  So  your  father  says,  sir, 
Alex.  You  see  the  worst  of  your  eldest  soft  ;  I 
abuse  nohody. 

Blood.  The  rogue  will  fall  upon  hen 
Alex.  I  will  tell  you  an  old  saw. 
WiD,  Pray  let*8  heiir  it. 
Alex.  An  old  mau     a  fjfdful  of  hottes^ 
And  wfm  C(m  it  dfnj/  f 
Jiy  whom  {umph)  ^  a  ymtng  wejich  tits  and 
groans 

Bi^D.  Did  you  ever  heai*  sucli  a  rascal  \ 
Comi^,  come,  let  %  leave  him :  ITl  go  buy  thy 
wedtling-ring  presently.  You're  be-st  be  gone, 
sirrah  ■  I  am  going  for  the  constable — ay,  and 
one  of  the  churchwardens ;  and,  now  I  think 
on*t,  he  shall  pay  five  shillings  to  the  poor  for 
being  drank  :  twelve  pence  shall  go  into  the  box, 
and  t'other  four  my  partner  and  1  will  share 
betwixt  us.  There^s  a  new  path  to  thrift,  wrench  } 
we  must  live,  we  must  live,  girl 

WiD,  And  at  kst  die  for  all  together. 
[Ejtmid  Bloodhound,  Widow,  Maid,  mul 
Man, 

Sim,  Tis  a  diamond.^  [AMult, 


^  These  inUirjectioiia  prubably  meftn  to  eipreaa  that 
A1exA]i<]i:?f  UicoupK  in  the  course  of  what  he^  ^yE,^Cttltkr^ 
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Tm.  You'll  lie  at  the  Fountain  *  aftei"  lUnner  i 

Alex.  While  'twill  mn,  boy. 

TlBL  Here's  a  noble  now,  and  111  brmg  you 
t'other  as  I  come  by  to  the  tavern ;  hut  Fll  make 
you  swear  I  ehall  drink  nothing  but  small  beer. 

Alex.  Niggers- noggers,  thou  shalt  not ;  there's 
thine  own  oath  for  thee :  thou  shalt  eat  nothing, 
an^  thou  wUt,  but  a  poached  spider,  and  drive  it 
down  with  sjTtip  of  toads.  [^ExtL 

Tim.  Ah  !  pry  thee,  Sim,  bid  the  maid  eat  my 
breakfast  herself.  [Exit. 

Sim.  H'  has  turned  his  stomach,  for  all  the 
world  like  a  Puritan's  at  the  sight  of  a  surplice, - 
But  your  breakfast  shall  l)e  devoured  by  a  stomach 
of  a  stronger  constitution,  I  warrant  you.  ^ExiL 

Enter  Caftain  Carvegut  ijnd  Lieutenant 
Bottom.* 

Capt,  No  game  abroatl  this  morning  1  This 
Coxcomb  pai'k,*  I  think,  be  past  the  best :  I  have 
known  the  time  the  bottom  'twixt  those  hills  has 
been  better  fledged. 

Lieut*  Look  out,  Captain,  there's  matter  of 
employment  at  foot  o*  th'  hilL 

Caft.  a  business  1 

Lieut.  Yes,  and  hopeful  There's  a  morning 
bird,  his  flight,  it  seems,  for  London  :  he  halloos 
and  sings  sweetly :  prythee^  let's  go  anil  put  him 
out  of  tuno. 


^  [A  tavern  so  called.] 

'  The  a. version  of  tlie  Puritajii  tu  A  /mrplice  m  alluded  tn 
in  man  J  at  the  old  ^otnedies^  S«6  several  infitonce-a  in  Mr 
Steevena'fi  note  to  *'  MVr  Well  lliat  En  da  Well,"  act  i.  sc.  X 

*  [Two  footpafli^^  who  mem  t^>  hnve  frequented  iher  fjnrlieiin 
of  Coomb  Park-  Sham  military  men  were  acj  ctimmon  ai 
tliAt  time  ai  now.  1 

*  Tbe  pnrk  belonging  to  Ooomb  Kauae. 
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Capt,  Thee  aud  I  have  crotchets  iii  our  pates  ; 
and  thoti  knowest  two  crotchets  mako  om  quaver;^ 
he  ahall  shake  for't.  [Mxmnf. 

Ent^  Randall. 

Ban.    Did  hur  7Wt  «€e  hnr  true  tamB^ 
A«  kttr  came  from  L^ttdon  f 
0,  if  hur  mw  rml  knr  fine  prave  !meis, 
Jiamicdi  is  (ptiie  undane^ 

Well,  was  never  mortal  man  in  Wales  could  hav*4 
waged  praver,  finers,  and  nimblers,  than  Eaiidalls 
have  done,  to  get  service  in  London 3 ;  whoo|n?j 
where  was  hur  now  ?  jast  upon  a  pridge  of  stone, 
between  the  legs  of  a  couple  of  pretty  hills^  but  no 
more  near  mountains  in  Wales,  than  Clim  of  the 
Clough'a  bow  to  hur  cozen  David 'a  harj^  And 
now  hur  prattle  of  Davie,  I  thiuk  yonder  come 

Eranciiig  down  the  bills  from  Kingston  a  couple  of 
ur  t'other  cozens,  Saint  Nichohia*  clerks  *  ^  the 
morning  was  so  red  as  an  eg^^  and  the  place  fery 
full  of  dangers,  perils,  and  Tiloody  buiinesses  by 
reports  :  augh  !  her  swords  was  t ra wn  ;  Cod  pleiis 
UB  [  and  hur  cozen  Hercules  was  not  stand  against 


1  Bat  two  quavers  make  ou©  crotoliet  \  this  aeemi  to  be 
false  T^fit,  hftviug  no  foundation  in  truth* — Pffffft. 

^  HigbwAfmcn  or  robber*  were  lomierly  caHed  Saint 
Nidinlat'  defkt.  See  notes  by  Biibop  Warbtirton  and  Mr 
8teeTen»  on  tbe  "  First  P&rt  of  King  Iftjurj  IV,/'  act  ii.  sc. 

So  Id  Dekker*&  Bdman  of  London/'  1615  :  "  The  t beef « 
tbAfc  commita  tb^  roWry^  and  ia  t^bi«fe  i^rke  to  Snint  Ni' 
^rdtu,  ifl  oalled  the  bigb  lawyer/' 

And  in  **  Looke  on  me  J -on  (ion/*  1*513,  Big,  C  :  "  Rer<* 
olotely  lie  Saint  Nkholtu  CUurktJtt  Unit,  with  a  goiHl  niir- 
tbeme  geldings  will  game  tnnte  by  a  hxilter,  tUrLn  an  hunf^jiit 
y^oinan  with  n    nine  ai  gtMid  horaejt/' 


in 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


tWiK  Whicli  tiliall  hitr  takt^  1  If  they  take  Ran- 
(lallB,  will  rip  KandalU  cuta  out ;  and  then  Randalls 
shall  s©e  Paurs  steeples  no  more  j  theri^fore  bur 
shall  go  directly  under  the  jirid^e,  here  was  hut 
standing  to  knees  in  little  fine  ct>ol  fair  waters ; 
and  by  cat,  if  hur  have  Randalls  out^  hnr  sliall 
come  and  fetch  Randall s,  and  hiir  wilh  were  hnr 
nineteen  KicboW  clerks.  [E^^, 

Entm*  CAFrAlN  and  LIEUTENANT, 

Lieut.  Whieh  way  took  he  t 

Capt.  On  straight,  I  think. 

Lieut.  Then  we  should  see  himj  man  ;  he  was 
just  in  mine  eye  when  we  were  at  foot  o'  th'  hill, 
and,  to  my  thinking,  stood  here  looking  towards 
us  upon  the  bridge. 

Oapt.  So  thought  I ;  but  with  the  cloud  of  dust 
we  raised  about  us,  with  the  speed  our  horses 
made,  it  seems  we  lost  him.  Now  T  could  stamp, 
and  bite  my  horse's  ears  off. 

Lieut.  Let'^^  spur  towarda  Coomb  Houae  ;  ^  he 
struck  that  way  \  sura,  he's  not  upon  the  road. 

Capt.  'Sfoot,  if  we  miss  him,  liow  shall  we  keep 
our  word  with  Saunder  Bloodhound  in  Fleet  Street, 
after  dinner,  at  the  Fountain  t  he's  out  of  cash  ; 
and  thou  know'st,  by  Cutter's  law,*  we  are  bound 
to  relieve  one  another. 

Lieut,  Let's  scour  towards  Coomb  House ;  but 
if  we  mias  him  % 


^  TbiA  anoieDt  f&brio,  which  ia  now^  deatrdjed,  waa  tila 
neat  of  the  Nevils,  Elurk  of  Warwick.  It  etood  s^bout  a  mil* 
from  Kingflton-upoU'TbiimeB,  Dear  Wobcy^fl  Aqueduota, 
which  convey  water  to  HaxaptDti  Court* — Hix^mM^ 

'  A  cutter  waa,  about  the  begitiDitjg  of  the  last  century,  m 
word  for  a  swaggering  fellow.    Thin  appear j  m  the  M 
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Capt.  No  matter  ;  dost  aee  yonder  barn  th' 
left  hand  t 

Lieut.  Wliat  of  that  ? 

Capt.  At  the  west  end  I  tore  a  piece  of  board 

And  etiiff'd  in  close  amongat  the  straw  a  bag 
Of  a  hundifid  i)OUud  at  least,  all  in  rotintl  skillinga, 
Wliich  I  made  my  last  night's  purchase  from  a 
lawyer. 

LiKUT.  Dost  know  the  place  to  fetch  it  again  1 
Cai*T*  The  torn  hoard  is  my  landmark ;  if  we 
miss  ihiSf 

We  make  for  that ;  andj  whilst  that  lasts,  0  London, 
Thou  labyrinth  that  pnzzlest  Btrictest  search, 
Convenient  inns -of- court  for  high  way- lawyers » 
How  with  rich  wine,  tobacco,  and  sweet  wenche^s, 
Well  canvas  thy  dark  case  ! 
Lieut*  Away^  let's  spur.  [Exeunt 

Enkr  Randalu 

Ean.  Spur  did  bur  call  Imr  1  liave  made  Ban- 
dalls  stand  without  poots  ia  fery  pitiful  pickles  ^ 
but  bur  will  run  as  nimble s  to  Londons  as  crey- 
bound  after  rabbits.  And  yet,  now  hur  remember 
what  hur  cozens  talkt,  was  some  wiser  and  some, 
too,  Randalls  heard  talk  of  paru  upon  left  hand, 
and  a  prave  bag  with  hundred  pounds  in  round 
shillingSj  Cod  pless  us  !  And  yomier  was  parutf, 
and  upon  left  hands  too  ;  now  here  wasj  questiona 
and  demands  to  be  made,  why  Randalls  should 
not  rob  them  would  rob  Randalls  1  Imr  will  go  to 


bkck^Htter  pUf  entitled  "  The  Voire  Mdd  of  BrUtoir/' 
ftigi  A       where  Sir  Qxjdfrey  ujb  of  Challener — 
'*  Uu  iriLS  a  mlUr  uirl  a  urmgh'erer/' 

He  ia  elee where  (aig.  A  4  J  callml  n  ^wj^ggming  felluw, — 
MS.  mdf.  in  Otdffii  I^migiiaim. 

vol-  XI IL  B 
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ams,  pluck  away  portls,  pull  out  pa^s,  and  show 
ur  cozen  a  round  pair  of  heels,  with  all  hur  roond 
ehil lings  j  mark  bar  now.  [EsriL 

Enter  CAPTAIN  and  LIEUTENANT. 

Lieut,  The  rogue  rose  *  right,  and  has  out- 
stripped  us.  This  was  stayiiig  in  Kingston  with 
nur  unlucky  hostess,  that  must  be  damlled,  and 
matle  drunk  next  her  heart ;  she  made  us  slip  the 
very  cream  o'  th*  morning :  if  anything  stand 
awkwanl,  a  woman's  at  one  end  on*fc» 

Capt.  Come,  we*ve  a  hundred  pieces  good  yet 
in  the  barn  ;  they  shall  last  us  and  Sander  ^  a 
nmnth'a  mirth  at  least. 

Lieut.  0  these  sweet  hundred  pieces  !  how  I 
will  kiss  you  and  hug  you  with  the  zeal  a  usarer 
does  his  bastard  mtmey  when  he  comes  from 
church.  Were*t  not  for  them,  where  were  our 
hopes  ?  But  come^  they  shall  be  sure  to  thunder 
in  the  taverns.  1  but  now.  just  now,  see  pottle- 
pots  thrown  down  the  stairs,  just  like  serjeants 
and  yeomen,  one  i*  th*  neck  of  another. 

Caft.  Delicate  vision  I  [Exeunt 

Enter  RANDALL. 

Ran,  Hur  have  got  hur  pag  and  all  by  the  hand, 
and  hur  had  ferily  thought  in  conscience,  had  not 
been  so  many  ronud  sillings  in  whole  worlds,  but 
in  Wales  :  'twas  time  to  supply  hur  store,  hur  bad 
but  thirteenpence  halfj>enny  in  all  the  worlds,  and 
that  hur  have  left  in  hur  little  white  purse,  with  a 
rope  hur  found  py  the  pam,  just  in  the  place  hur 
had  this.    Randalls  will  be  no  servingmans  now; 


'  [Old  copy,  r«*.  The  raBAniDg  fleema  to  be  ihiL%  Rand&II 
bad  gi>t  up  betimea.] 

*  I,*-.,  Alexander  llloocllifiUTid.— Pej^ififf. 
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hur  will  buy  her  prave  parels,  prave  swords,  prave 
taggers,  and  prave  feathers,  md  go  a-wooing  to 
prave,  comely,  pretty  niaida  Rob  Randalls,  be- 
cat  1  and  hiir  were  ten  dossen  of  cousins,  Randalls 
rob  bur;  mark  hur  now*  [E^^^L 

Elder  CAPTAIN  and  Lieutenant. 

Lieut.  A  plague  of  Friday  moruings  I  the  moat 
imfortunate  day  in  the  whole  week. 

Capt.  Was  ever  the  like  fate  ?  Woot,  when  I 
put  it  in,  I  waa  so  wary,  though  it  were  midnight, 
that  I  watched  till  a  cloud  had  massked  the  moon^ 
for  fear  she  should  have  seen^t. 

Lieut.  0  luck  I 

Caft.  a  gale  of  wind  did  but  creep  o'er  the 
bottom,  and^  because  I  heard  things  etir,  I  stayed; 
*twae  twelve  score  past  me. 

Lieut,  The  pottle- pots  wHl  sleep  in  peace  to- 
night. 

Capt.  And  the  sweet  clinks. 
Lieut.  The  clattering  of  pi  pea. 
Capt,  Tbe  Spanish  fumes, 
Lieut,  The  More  uniiej  bo^j  the  nimble  Ajtoft^ 
anon  J  nr,^ 

Capt,  All  to-night  will  be  nothing ;  come,  we 
must  shift.  'Sfoot,  what  a  witty  rogue  'twas  to 
leave  this  fair  thirteenpence  halfpeimy  and  this 
old  halter  ;  intimating  aptly. 

Had  the  hangman  met  us  there,  by  these  pre- 
sages, 

Here  had  been  his  work,  and  here  his  wages*^ 
Lieut.  Come,  come,  we  must  make  IViendjii. 


*  The  reply  of  drawijm  when  ihey  are  callt^l. 
^  [Se«  "  Popular  Aodqtiiiies  of  Great  firiUm/'  ii 
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£nUf  Bloodhound,  Tim,  and  Snt, 

Bl/)OD.  There,  sirrah ^  there's  hh  bond  :  rtin 
iuiu  till;  Stmnd,  'tis  six  week$  since  the  tallow- 
cluuidler  ftttched  my  hundred  marks  I  lent  him  to 
iet  liitn  up,  and  to  buy  grease  ;  thk  k  his  day,  V\l 
imve  his  bones  for't  else,  so  pray  tell  him. 

Tim.  Btit  an^  a  chatidler's  bones  worth  so  mach^ 
fsiiier  I 

Blcpod.  Oat,  coxcomb  ! 

Sm,  Wortli  3o  much  1  I  know  my  master  will 
nmke  dice  of  them ;  then  *tis  but  letting  J^laster 
Aleutider  carry  thein  next  Christmas  to  the 
Temple,^  he'll  make  a  hundred  mark^  a  night  of 
ihem. 


i  II  wm  fomaerlj  mua]  to  o«l«brAt«  Christmu,  at  the 
mwmX  mm  of  court,  witli  exti«onittiary  festWity.  Sotms^ 
tiai0i  pby#  or  mA«que«  w^re  p«rforTti&d  ;  ^ad  when  thsfl^ 
otniltad,  ft  grenter  degree  of  liosDt^  nppeaiitt  to  HaTs 
hmmi  MBsjmtd  to  the  Btudenta  th&ii  at  other  titdeii.  In 
•ocittioi  where  so  Diany  young  id  en,  poasesfled  of  high 
•pirita^  and  aboimduig  with  auperfluou^  Buma  of  money, 
wmv  mmmhM^  it  will  not  loem  woadurftjl  to  find  tlie 
Uberly  gratitaU  at  thin  a^iuioD  ifhoulil  W  pn>diicbiv«  of  many 
trr^ut%ritie«.  Among  utbers,  gammg,  in  the  refgri  of 
Jafiw«  I,,  wh«Q  tbM  ploy  woa  probably  vrritt«iif  liiid 
c;iLrric<l  to  sucli  an  «Ktr&figaxit  beigdi  a«  to  d^miuid  the 
tttt?r|MraiitioQ  of  Ihe  kfuda  of  ttotse  of  the  Hocieties  to  pre* 
vent  t|t«  ftvil  cotisequeticea  atteadiug  it.  In  ih*5  12tb  of 
Jatnei  I*  ^^rrleri!  for  reforroatioo  and  better  gov  eminent  of 
lite  innR  of  <Mijrt  mid  Ciiaucery  were  made  by  the  roMlm 
And  beiichfrv  of  the  fu^ir  houft^  of  court ;  among  which  it 
tlie  ftjlhiwinj^:  ^  For  that  diH^nrdeni  In  the  Chrtttiaat-titno, 
nmy  both  infect  the  iiiindi,  aod  prejudice  the  efitatea  and 
Iifrliia*i,  of  the  yaung  gentlemen  ia  the  i$auie  Btideties  :  it 
In  thnrefdre  ordered,  thult  there  ahalL  be  conimoiia  of  the 
br'i}ji#  keiii,  in  erery  luntfta  of  court,  during  the  CkFtHmftt  ; 
mi'i  that  nune  ahalL  piny  in  their  Hereral.  halla  ut  the  dice, 
except  he  be  a  getttlttman  of  the  an  me  society  ^  And  in  coni- 
moiit ;  «ud  the  beoefittf  of  the  boiea  ^o  to  the  butlem  of 
ev^ry  houae  reipeetively."  —  Diigdnle  a  •*  Orig.  JiiridV* 
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Tim.  Mass,  that*8  true. 

Blood.  And  run  to  Master  Ear-lack's  the  in- 


818.  In  the  4th  of  Car.  I.  (Nov.  17)  the  society  of  Gray's 
Inn  direct,  "  that  all  playing  at  dice,  cards,  or  otherwise,  in 
the  hall,  buttry,  or  bntlei's  chamber,  should  be  thenceforth 
barred  and  forbidden,  at  all  times  of  the  year,  tfie  twenty 
days  in  Christmas  only  excepted. — Ilnd.  p.  286.  And  in 
the  7th  of  Car.  I.  (7th  Nov.)  the  society  of  the  Inmr  Temple 
made  several  regulations  for  keeping  good  rule  in  Christmas- 
time, two  of  which  will  show  how  much  gaming  had  been 
practised  there  before  that  time.  "  8.  That  there  shall  not 
be  any  knocking  with  boxes,  or  calling  aloud  for  gamesters. 
9.  That  no  play  be  continued  within  the  house  upon  any 
Saturday  night,  or  upon  Christmas-eve  at  night,  after  twelve 
of  the  clock." 

Sir  Simon  D'Ewes  also,  in  the  MS.  life  of  himself  in  the 
British  Museum,  takes  notice  of  the  Christmas  irregularities 
about  thif  period  (p.  52,  Dec.  1620)—*'  At  the  saied  Temple 
was  a  lieutenant  chosen,  and  much  gaming,  and  other  ex- 
cesses increased  during  these  festival!  dayes,  by  his  residing 
and  keeping  a  standing  table  ther ;  and,  when  sometimes  I 
turned  in  thither  to  behold  ther  sportes,  and  saw  the  many 
oaths,  execrations,  and  quarrels,  that  accompanied  ther  dic- 
ing, I  began  seriously  to  loath  it,  though  at  the  time  I  con- 
ceived the  sporte  of  itselfe  to  bee  lawfull." — [**  Life  of 
D'Ewes,"  edit.  1845,  i.  161.]  "The  first  day  of  Januarie 
[i.e.,  1622-23]  at  night,  I  came  into  commons  at  the  Temple, 
wheere  ther  was  a  iieftenant  choosen,  and  aU  manner  of 
gaming  and  vanitie  practiced,  as  if  the  church  had  not  at 
all  groaned  under  those  heavie  desolations  which  it  did. 
Wherefore  I  was  verie  gladd,  when,  on  the  Tuesday  follow- 
ing, being  the  seventh  day  of  the  same  moneth,  the  howse 
broake  upp  ther  Christmas,  and  added  an  end  to  those  ex- 
cesses."— [Life,  ut  supr.f  i.  223.] 

To  what  excess  gaming  was  carried  on  in  the  inns-of- 
court  at  this  period  may  be  judged  from  the  following  cir- 
cumstance, tluit  in  taking  up  the  floor  of  one  of  the  Temple 
balls  about  1764,  near  one  hundred  pair  of  dice  were  found,  - 
which  had  dropt  at  times  through  the  chinks  or  joints  of 
the  boards.  They  were  very  small,  scarce  more  than  two- 
thirds  as  large  as  our  modern  ones.  The  hall  was  built  in 
the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  [See  on  this  subject  "  Popu- 
lar Antiquities  of  Great  Britain,"  i.,  where  copious  collections 
will  be  found  upon  this  subject.] 
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former,  in  Thieving  hme^  and  ask  him  wh&i  he  ha^ 
done  in  my  business.  He  get*  abundance  ;  and  if 
he  cany  my  cause  with  one  false  oath,  he  shall 
have  Moll ;  he  will  take  her  with  a  little*  Are 
you  gone,  sir  T 

Tim.  1^0,  forsooth. 

Blood*  As  you  come  by  Temple  Ear,  make  a 
Btep  to  th'  DeviL 

Tim.  To  the  Devil,  father  ! 

Sim,  My  master  means  the  sign  of  the  Devil ;  ^ 
and  he  cannot  hurt  you,  fool ;  there's  a  saint  holds 
him  by  the  nose. 

TiiM-  Sniggers  !  what  does  the  devil  and  a  saint 
both  in  a  sign  ? 

Sl5L  What  a  question's  that  ?  what  does  my 
master  and  his  prayer-bcyok  &  Sunday  both  in  & 
pew  f 

Blood.  "2  WeU,  well,  ye  gipsy,  what  do  we  both 
in  a  pew  I 

Sim,  Why,  make  a  fair  show ;  and  the  devil  and 
the  saint  does  no  more. 

Blood.  You're  witty,  you're  witty.  Call  to  the 
man  o'  th'  house,  bid  him  send  in  the  bottles  of 
wine  to-night ;  they  will  be  at  hand  i'  th'  morning* 
Will  you  run,  sir  ? 

Tim.  To  the  devil,  as  fast  as  I  can,  sir;  the 
world  shall  know  whose  son  I  am.  [MmL 

Blood.  Let  me  see  now  for  a  poesy  for  th© 
ring  :  never  an  end  of  an  old  saw  ?  ^Tis  a  quick 
widow,  Sim,  and  would  have  a  witty  poesy, 

Sim.  If  she  be  quick^  she's  with  chUd ;  whoso^ 
ever  got  it,  yon  must  father  it ;  so  that 

^  Tbii  tay^m,  witli  the  n&ttie  iiga  iib  aWve  deacribed, 
[«xiiited  tiU  I7S7,  Se^  Glffot^'v  B^n  JonsGftr,  1116,  ix. 
81-5.] 

>  Thift  quefftioB  ii  itsproperly  giv«n  to  Sim  in  the  1^  — 

Collier. 
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You  come  o'  OC  nkky 

For  the  widoufs  quick. 
There's  a  witty  poesy  for  your  quick  widow. 

Blood.  No,  no ;  rll  have  one  shall  savour  'of  a 
saw. 

SiBl  Why  then,  'twill  smell  of  the  painted 
cloth.i 

Blood.  Let  me  see,  a  widow  tntty  


Sim.  /*  pastime  pretty: — put  in  that  for  the 
sport's  sake. 

Blood.  No,  no,  I  can  make  the  sport.  Then, 
an  old  man  

Sim.  Then  will  she  answer,  If  you  cannot,  a 
younger  can.^  And  look,  look,  sir,  now  I  talk  of 
the  younger,  yonder's  Ancient  Young  come  over 
again,  that  mortgaged  sixty  pound  per  annum 
before  he  went ;  I'm  deceived  if  he  come  not  a  day 
after  the  fair. 

Blood.  Mine  almanac ! 

Sim.  a  prayer-book,  sir  ? 

Blood.  A  prayer-book;  for  devout  beggars  I 
hate ;  look,  I  beseech  thee.  Fortune,  now  befriend 
me,  and  I  will  call  the  plaguy  whore  in.  Let  me 
see,  six  months. 


Anc.  Yes,  'tis  he,  certain :  this  is  a  business 
must  not  be  slackened,  sir. 

Sim.  Look,  I  beseech  thee ;  we  shall  have  oat- 
meal in  our  pottage  six  weeks  after. 

Blood.  Four  days  too  late,  Sim ;  four  days  too 
late,  Sim. 

Sim.  Plumbs  in  our  pudding  a  Sunday,  plumbs 
in  our  pudding. 


Enter  ANCIENT  YoUNG. 


^  [See  Dyce'B  Middleton,  iii.  97,  and  v.  208.] 
*  [  A  line  of  an  old  song  altered.] 
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^NC  Master  BlcKKlbound,  as  I  take  it* 
Blood.  You*re  a  Btranger,  sir.  [Aside.]  You 
filiall  bt»  witnega,  1  shall  be  raitetl  at  cslse,  they  will 
eall  me  deviL  I  pray  you,  how  many  months 
from  the  first  of  May  to  the  sixth  of  November 
followiug  t 

Asc,  SLx  months  and  four  days,  just. 

Blood,  I  ask,  because  the  first  of  May  last,  a 

aoWe  gentleman,  one  Ancient  Youug  

Ancv  I  am  the  man,  sir* 

Blood.  My  spectacles,  Sim ;  look,  Sim,  is  this 
Ancient  Young  ! 

Sim,  'Twm  Ancient  Yonng^  sir. 
■  Bi-ooix  And  iii't  tiot  Ancient  Young  t 

Sl9i»  No,  sir,  you  have  made  him  a  young  an- 
cient. 

Blooi>,  0  Sim,  a  chair,    I  know  him  now^  but 
I  shall  not  live  to  tell  him, 
Aj^o,  How  fare  you,  sir  t 
Sim,  The  better  for  you  ;  he  thanks  you,  sir. 
Blood*  Sick,  sick,  exceeiling  sick. 
Anc.  O*  th'  sudden!    Strange  I 
HiAL  A  qualm  of  threescore  years  come  over 


Blood.  That  you,  beloved  you,  who,  of  all  men 
i'  th'  world,  my  poor  heart  doated  on,  whom  I 
loved  better  than  father,  mother,  brother^  sister, 
uncles,  auntis — what  would  you  have  I  that  you 
should  stay  four  days  too  late  I 

Aac,  I  have  your  money  ready  ; 
And,  sir,  I  hope  your  old  love  to  my  father^  


1  Thifl  Lb  the  reading  of  the  quarto,  but  Mr  Reed,  without 
uececBtty  or  notice,  chsiiged  it  tbuj  — 

*■  A  qiuLra  of  Uireescor?  poundi  a  ^mr  cuno  orer  bfi  itniDKli/* 
Sim  relertf  Ui  ilie  infinuity  uf  Hloodhouitd. — Col* 


Blood*  Na)',  nay,  I  am  noble,  fellow*  very 
noble,  a  vei^^  rock  of  friendship  ;  but— but  I  bad 
a  home  and  barn  burnt  down  to  the  ground  Biuoe 
you  were  here. 

Ano»  How? 

Blood,  How  ?  burned — ask  Sim. 
Sim,  By  fire,  sir,  by  fire. 

Blood.  To  build  up  which,  for  I  am  a  poor 
man — a  poor  man^  I  was  forced  by  counje  of  law 
to  enter  upon  your  land,  and  so,  for  lesa  money 
than  you  had  of  me,  I  was  fain  to  sell  it  to  another. 
That,  by  four  days'  stay,  a  man  should  U:i&e  his 
blood  !  our  livings  !  our  blood  !  0  my  heart !  0 
my  head  I 

Anc.  Pray,  take  it  not  so  heinous,  we'll  go  to 
him  ;  ril  buy  it  again  of  him,  he  won*t  l>e  too  cruel. 

Blood,  A  dog,  a  very  dog ;  tliere'i  more  mercy 
in  a  pair  of  unbribed  bailiffs*  To  shim  all  such 
solicitings,  he's  rid  to  York.  A  very  cut-throat 
rogue !    But  I'll  send  to  him, 

Anc,  An  honest  old  man,  how  it  movea  him  1 
[AiuieJ\  T\m  was  my  negligence.  Good  Sim, 
convey  him  into  some  warmer  room ;  and  1  pray, 
however  Fortune — she  that  gives  ever  with  the 
dexterity  she  takes— shall  please  to  fashion  out 
my  sufferings,  yet  for  his  sake^  my  deceased 
father,  the  long  friend  of  your  heart,  in  your 
health  keep  me  happy. 

Blood.  0  right  honest  young  man  !  Sim. 

Sim.  Bii\ 

Blood.  Have  1  doue't  well  J 
Sim.  The  devd  himself  could  not  have  doue't 
better. 

Blood.  I  tell  thee  an  old  saw^  sirr^ — 
Me  ikai  dtssenit^eg  in  wmlik  shad  not  want ; 
Tktjf  my  doovwhy^  cotttinff,  but  ihink  t^it  not  o«V. 
Thts  will  make  tl^e  pot  seethe,  Sim, 
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AkC!,  ^  Good  sir,  talk  tia  more,  my  moutb  mm 
over.  [Exeunt  BLCMiDHOUND  and  SiM.]  81eep, 
w&ke,  wortlij  beggar,  worthy  indeed  to  he  one, 
and  am  one  worthily.  How  fine  it  is  to  wanton 
without  affliction !  I  must  look  out  for  fortunes 
over  again  :  no,  I  have  money  here,  and  'tis  tlie 
curse  of  merit  not  to  work  when  she  has  money. 
Therti  wa  handsome  widow,  whose  wild-mad- 
jealous  husband  died  at  sea  ^  let  me  see»  I  am 
near  Blackfriars,  I'll  have  one  start  at  her>  or 
else  

En^  BlOOBHOUND's  daughter  MoLL,  mtk  a  hawt 
of  hetr. 

Moll,  By  my  troth,  'tis  he !  Captain  Youngs 
SOIL  I  have  loved  him  even  with  t  anguish]  nga, 
ever  since  I  was  a  girl ;  but  should  he  Know  it,  I 
should  run  mad^  sure.  What  handsome  gentlemett 
travel  and  manners  make  !  my  father  begun  to 
you,  sir,  in  a  cup  of  small  beer 

ANa  How  does  he,  *pray  1 

Moll.  Pretty  well  now,  &ir. 

Ai<}C.  Mass,  'tiB  email  indeed,  [iiufe.]  You'U 
pledge  me  ? 

Mull  Yes,  sir. 

Akc.  Pray,  will  you  tell  me  one  thing  t 
MoLU  What  is'tt 

Akc  Which  is  smaller,  this  beer  or  your  maiden^ 
head  I 

MoLU  The  beer  a  great  deal,  sir. 
Ana  Ay,  in  quality, 
MoLLw  But  not  in  quantity  ? 


1  All  tlut  foUowHj  tfO  the  entrance  of  Moll,  m  the  4**  Li 
made  «  continuation  of  what  b  said  by  Bldodhoaad, — Cd^ 
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Anc.  No. 
Moll.  Why? 

ANa  Let  me  trj,  and  111  tell  you. 
Moll.  Will  you  tell  me  one  thing  before  you 
try? 

Ano.  Yes. 

Moll.  Which  is  smaller,  this  beer  or  your  wit  t 

Anc.  0  the  beer,  the  beer. 

Moll.  In  quality? 

Anc.  Yes,  and  in  the  quantity. 

Moll.  Why,  then,  I  pray,  keep  the  quantity  of 
your  wit  from  the  quality  of  my  maidenhead,  and 
you  shall  find  my  maidenhead  more  than  your 
wit. 

Anc.  a  witty  maidenhead,  by  this  hand. 


A  table  set  out.    Enter  two  servants,  Jarvis  and 
John,  as  to  cover  it  for  dinner. 

John.  Is  my  mistress  ready  for  dinner? 

Jar.  Yes,  if  dinner  be  ready  for  my  mistress. 

John.  Half  an  hour  ago,  man. 

Jar,  But,  prythee,  sir,  is't  for  certain  ?  for  yet 
it  cannot  sink  into  my  head  that  she  is  to  be  mar- 
ried to-morrow. 

John.  Troth,  she  makes  little  preparation ;  but 
it  may  be,  she  would  be  wedded,  as  she  would  be 
bedded,  privately. 


no  better  than  he'll  bed  her,  she  may  lie  tantalised, 
and  eat  wishes. 

John.  Pox  on  him !  they  say  he's  the  arrantest 
miser :  we  shall  never  live  a  good  day  with  him. 


[Exeunt  severally. 


ACT  II.,  SCENE  1. 


W  A  KATCH  AT  MtDKlGUT. 

Jab.  Well,  and  she  be  impped  hj  t}mt9core 
Slid  ten^  mAy  she  live  ecore  and  eleveo,  and 
repent  twelve  timet  a  tUj — timt's  once  m  boor* 

Enffr  Widow. 

Wm  Bet  meal  o'  th'  board- 
Joux  Ym. 

Wm  Wly  does  jour  fellow  grumble  «o  I 

JOKK.  1  da  not  know.  They  e&y  7ou*re  to 
mij  one  tlial  wUl  feed  m  with  horse-pi  imta  in- 
ilaid  «f  beif  iiid  cabbages 

Whk  And  are  jou  grieved  at  that  f 

JOBK.  Ko«  bnt  my  MendB  are. 

Wax  What  friends  are  grieved  t 

Jofiir.  My  giit&, 

Wm  So,  it  seems,  too  hegim  clown  

John.  Ye«,  and  shall  conclude  coxcomb,  and  I 
hm  fed  with  herring -bone&  'Sfoot>  I  say  no  mare ; 
baft  if  we  do  want  as  much  bread  of  our  daily 
alkyraice  bm  woald  dine  a  sparrow^  or  as  much 
dfink  aa  would  fox  a  fly,^  I  know  what  I  know. 
WlU-  And  what  do  you  know,  sir  I 
JOHH*  ^^^^  til  ere  goe^  but  a  [i&ir  o  f  shears^ 

bfllweea  a  promoter  and  a  knave ;  if  you  know 
BflVi^  take  your  choice  of  either, 
WOJL  Tis  well ;  set  on  dinner. 

Eml€r  Jab  VIS  ^th  a  mhltU  m  tme  hand  and  a  diik 
€tf  t^gt  in  amthrr,  and  tke  MaID, 

Jab.  0  mistress,  yonder^s  the  mad  gallant,  Mas- 
t«r  Alexander  Bloodhound,  entered  into  the  ball 


*  i4-,  tcitozjc^td  ft  fly. 

'  TW  4*  rcsdn  a  pet r  of  dUtfl^  but  evklisiitiy  wrung.  %m 
MArtton  *  **  Malcontent,"  iv.  5. 
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WiD.  You  should  have  kept  him  out 

Maid.  Alas  !  ne'er  a  wench  in  town  could  do't, 

he's  so  nimble :  I  had  no  sooner  opened  the  door, 

but  he  thrust  in  ere  I  was  aware. 

Enter  ALEXANDER. 

Alex.  And  how  does  my  little,  handsome, 
dainty,  delicate,  well-favoured,  straight  and  comely, 
delicious,  bewitching  widow  1 

Jar.  'Sfoot,  here's  one  runs  division  before  the 
fiddlers. 

WiD.  Sir,  this  is  no  seasonable  time  of  visit. 

Alex.  'Tis  pudding-time,  wench,  pudding-time ; 
and  a  dainty  time,  dinner-time,  my  nimble-eyed, 
witty  one.    Woot  be  married  to-morrow,  sirrfii  1 

[SiU  to  table. 

Jar.  She'll  be  mad  to-morrow,  sirrah. 

Alex.  What,  art  thou  a  fortune-teller  ] 

Jar.  a  chip  of  the  same  block— a  fool,  sir. 

Alex.  Good  fool,  give  me  a  cup  of  cool  beer. 

Jar.  Fill  your  master  a  cup  of  cool  beer. 

Alex.  Pish !  1  spoke  to  the  fooL 

Jar.  I  thought  you'd  brought  the  fool  with  you, 
sir. 

Alex.  Fool,  'tis  my  man :  shalt  sit,  i'  faith, 
wench. 

WiD.  For  once  I'll  be  as  merry  as  you  are  mad, 
and  learn  fashions.  I  am  set,  you  see,  sir ;  but 
you  must  pardon,  sir,  our  rudeness — Friday's  fare 
for  myself,  a  dish  of  eggs  and  a  rabbit ;  1  looked 
for  no  strange  faces. 

Alex.  Strange  :  mine's  a  good  face,  i'  faith  ; 
prythee,  buss. 

Jar.  Why,  here's  one  comes  to  the  business 
now. 

Alex.  Sirrah,  woot  have  the  old  fellow  ] 
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Wn>*  Your  father  1  Yes. 

Alex.  I  tell  thee  thou  ahalt  not ;  no,  no ;  I 
have  BEch  [a  rare  one]  * — this  rabbit's  raw  toa 

J  AR,  There's  but  one  raw  bit,  sir. 

Alex.  Thy  jester,  sure,  shall  have  a  coat* 

WiD,  Let  it  lie  of  your  own  cnt,  sir* 

Alex,  Nay,  nay,  nay ;  two  to  one  is  extremity— 
but  J  a.s  I  was  telling  thee,  I  have  such  a  husband 
for  thee :  so  knowing,  so  discreet,  so  sprightly — 
fill  a  cup  of  claret — so  admirable  in  desires,  so 
excellently  deserving,  that  an  old  man— fie,  fie, 
prythee.    Here's  to  thee. 

WiD.  The  man's  mad,  sure. 

Jar.  Mad  i  by  this  hand,  a  witty  gallant. 

John.  Frjiitee,  peace,  shalt  hear  a  song. 

£nier  ANCIENT  YouNG. 
WlD,  What  cope's-mate'a  ^  this,  trow  f  who  let 
him  in  ? 

Jar,  By  this  light,  a  feUow  of  an  excellent 
breeding. 

He  came  unbidden,  and  brought  hia  stool  with 
him. 

John.  Look,  mistress^  how  they  stare  one  at 
another. 


'  [These  wortle  seetn  to  huve  dropped  out  of  tht>  old  copj, 
Hfi  Alexander  ftum^iatel^r  after  puna  oo  the  word  rare  {pFO- 
nouticetl  ftorueiiniea  like  tuw).] 

*  Le.j  A  fiKiViA  coat,  «uch  as  the  j eaten*  or  fooli  anciently 
wore.  See  note*  to  *'Teinpe*tj"  act  iii  sc.  2,  by  Dr  Juhn- 
mm  and  Mr  Ste«veQit. 

3  OopeMnuiit  Dr  Johnson  cunjttcturea  to  be  the  aame  ns 
mpxamUt^  a  cf^mpaniou  in  driukinj^,  or  one  that  dwella  under 
th*  ume  cojem;,  or  houae.  I  find  tbe  word  us^d  in  '^Tbe 
Curtam-Drawer  of  the  \\\trld,"  3  61*2,  p.  31  ^  but  not  accord- 
tng  to  eitber  of  the  uUove  expUnatiuna.  Bee  that  bni^to  a 
t»de«man  un  bijt  word,  a  u&arer  with  hia  iMUid,  li  phiaitian 
with  bla  body,  and  tbo  divell  with  hie  a^iult^,  iie^lea  not  care 
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Jar.  Yes,  and  swell  like  a  couple  of  gibbed 
cats  ^  met  both,  by  chance  i'  th'  dark  in  an  old 
garret. 

WiD.  Look,  look ;  now  there's  no  fear  of  the 
wild  beasts:  they  have  forgot  their  spleens,  and 
look  prettily;  they  fall  to  their  pasture.  I 
thought  they  had  been  angry,  and  they  are 
hungry. 

Jar.  Are  they  none  of  Duke  Humphrey's*  furies? 
Do  you  think  that  they  devised  this  plot  in  Paul's 
to  get  a  dinner  ? 

WiD.  Time  may  produce  as  strange  a  truth. 
Let's  note  them. 

Enter  RANDALL. 

Ran.  Hur  loved  hur  once :  hur  loved  hur  no 
more. 

Saint  Tavie,  so  well  as  hur  loved  hur  then. 

Wed.  Another  burr!  this  is  the  cookmaid's  leav- 
ing ope  the  door;  and  this  is  the  daintiest  dish 
she  has  sent  in — a  widgeon  in  Welsh  sauce  I  Pray, 
let's  make  a  merry  day  on't. 


who  he  trusts  afterwards,  nor  what  copetmaU  encounters 
him  next.'* 

Oopesmatey  1  believe,  means  only  companion,  a  word  which 
was  used  both  in  a  bad  and  good  sense  by  our  ancestors. 
To  cope  is  to  meet  with,  to  encounter.    Thus  Hamlet-^ 
"  Ai  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withall.** 

— Steeveni. 

Again,  in  Withers  "Abuses  Stript  and  Whipt,"  1618, 
bk.  ii.  s.  1 — 

"  Nay  be  advised  ^quoth  his  oopeimaiti)  harke, 
Lets  stay  all  night,  for  it  grows  pest'lence  darke." 

^  See  note  to  "Gammer  Gurton's  Needle,"  [iii.  178], 
and  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Percy,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr 
Toilet,  to  the  *'  First  Pai-t  of  King  Henry  IV.,"  act  i.  sr.  ± 

'  [A  constant  allusion  in  our  old  plays.] 
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RAN-  What !  tlo  huT  keep  open  hoaae  1  Had 
heard  hur  was  widows  that  dwelt  here :  are  jou 
widows,  good  womans  1 

WlJ>*  I  want  a  husband  ^  sir.^ 

Ran,  Aughj  Randalls  comes  in  very  good  times : 
you  keep  ordinaries »  hur  think.  W^at,  have  yott 
set  a  cat  before  gallants  there  1 

Jar*  They  will  eat  him  for  the  second  course, 
[^jw/e,]  These  are  suitors  to  my  mistress  sure — 
things  that  she  slights*  Set  your  feet  boldly  in ; 
widows  are  not  caught  as  maids  kiss— faintly,  but 
as  maistii's  fight — valiantly. 

Ran,  Is  hur  so  ;  I  pray  pid  hur  mistress  observe 
liandalk  for  valoiu^  and  prave  adventures  I 

Anc,  Some  beer* 

WiD.  Let  them  want  nothing. 

Anc,  Here>  widow. 

WiD.  I  thank  yon,  sir. 

Alex,  Sorae  wine. 

Jar.  Here  is  wine  for  you,  sir. 

Ran,  Randalls  will  not  be  outpraved,  I  warrant 
hur. 

Alex,  Here,  widow* 
WiD,  I  thank  you  too,  sir. 
Ran.  Sounds,  some  metheglins  here. 
WiD,  What  does  he  call  for  1 
Jar.  Here  are  some  eggs  for  you,  sir. 
Ran*  Eggs,  mm  I  some  methegUiia,  the  wine  of 
Wales. 

Jar,  Troth,  sir,  here's  none  i**th'  house  :  pray, 
make  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  drink  to  her  in  this 
glass  of  el  are  t 

Ran.  Well,  because  bar  will  make  a  great  deals 


*  Thia  reply,  And  the  pmsetling  qiiefttion  of  Banddl, 
^ere  omitted  by  Dudnley  m\d  Heed. 
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of  necessities  of  virtues,  mark,  with  what  a  gmce 
Kan d alls  will  drink  to  hur  niistr^£3* 

IVIaid*  He  makes  at  yon,  forsooLk 

WiD,  Let  him  come,  I  have  ever  an  English 
virtue  to  pufc  by  a  Wehh. 

Ran.  0  noble  widows,  hur  heart  waa  full  of 
woes. 

Alex,  No,  noble  Welshman,  luir  heart  was  in 
hur  hose.  [Tak"^  mmiff  his  cup. 

Kan.  Sounda,  was  that  hur  manners,  to  take 
away  HandaU's  cnp^i  ? 

ANt\  No,  it  showed  acurvy, 

Alex.  Take't  you  at  worc^t,  then. 

Akc.  Whelp  of  the  devil,  thou  shalt  see  thy 
sire  ^  for*t* 

JoHN»  Jar,  Gentlemen,  what  mean  you  ) 
Kan.  Let  hur  come,  let  hur  come  :  Kandalls 
wdU  redeem  reputations^  hur  warrant  hur. 

WtD,  Kedeem  your  wit,  sir  Fir^st  for  you,  sir, 
you  are  a  stranger ;  but  you — fie,  Master  Blood- 
hound ! 

Anc.  Ha  1  Bloodhound  \  g*>od  sir,  let  me  speak 
with  j  ou. 

Ban.  Sounds,  what  does  Kandalls  amongst 
ploodhoundsl    Good  widows,  lend  hur  an  ear. 

Alex*  Ancient  Young  I  how  false  our  memories 
have  played  through  long  discontinuance  1^  But 
why  met  hi^re^  man  i  Is  Mars  so  bad  a  pa)  master 
that  our  ancients  fight  under  Cupid's  banner  % 

Ahc,  Faith,  this  was  but  a  sadden  start,  be- 
gotten front  distraction  of  some  fortunes  :  1  pursue 
this  widow  but  for  want  of  wiser  work. 


^  [It  is  atU!  n  cotnuiou  expresiiioi]^  tliat  a  perian  wlE  '*ee« 
\m  grandmother^*  after  tnklug  aa  nud 

'  Mr  Heed  anowed  it  to  Htaud  tovlinvianet  in«te.id  of  dU- 
eontinuancf,  whicb  tUAde  t)unaeuB«  uf  the  piLgjsage. — ( W/fVr. 

VOU  Xtll.  C 
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J  AH.  The  Welsliman  labours  at  it.  [il«?yir,] 

Ran.  a  pair  of  a  hum  1  red  of  soops,  thirty  pravt? 
cows,  and  twelve  dozen  of  runts, 

Wli>.  Twelve  dozen  of  goose  ! 

Ran*  Give  hur  but  another  hark  I 

Alex*  He  has  the  mortgage  bLiU,  and  I  have  a 
handsome  Bitter  :  do  but  meet  at  the  Fountain  in 
Fleet  Street  after  dinner  ;  0,  I  will  read  thee  a 
hiitory  of  happiiiesfi»  and  thon  shalt  thank  me. 

Anc.  Ay,  readt  alls  well  or  weapons. 

Ales.  A  word,  Jarvis.  [JThUp^ra  hifn.] 

Ran.  0  pntve  widows,  hiir  will  meet  bur  there, 
hur  knowa  liur  times  and  hur  seahonSj  hur  warrant 
bur*  Randalls  will  niake  these  prave  gallants 
hang  hurselfs  iu  those  gartei^  of  willow-garlands 
apout  bur  pates ;  mark  bur  now,  and  remember. 

Akc*  Adieu,  sweet  widow ;  for  my  ordinary  

WlB.  *Twas  not  so  much  worth,  sir. 

Anc.  You  mean,  'twas  worth  more  then  ♦  and 
that's  another  handsomely  begged. 

[Kme«  her  a^aiw.] 

WlD.  You  conclude  women  cunning  beggars, 
then. 

Anc.  Yes,  and  men  good  benefaetora.  My  best 
wishes  wait  on  so  sweet  a  mistress.  Will  yon 
walk  1  [^xit  Anciekt.] 

Alex.  Til  follow  you.  Woot  think  on't  soon 
at  night,  or  not  at  all  ?  [Ande  to  Jarvis.1 

Jail  1  would  not  have  my  wishes  wronged  ^  it 
I  should  bring  it  about  handsomely ,  you  can  be 
honest.  [Agide.] 

Alex.  Can  [I]  ?  dost  conclude  me  a  satiii  cheat  I 

[Am/e,] 

Jail  No,  a  smooth  gallant,  sir,  Do  not  yoa 
fail  to  be  here  soon  at  nine,  still  provided  you  will 
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be  honest :  if  I  convey  you  not  under  her  bed, 
throw  me  a  top  o'  th'  tester,  and  lay  me  out  o'  th* 
way  like  a  rusty  bilbo.  [Aside.] 

Alex.  Enough  ;  drink  that.  [Aside,  giving  him 
numep.]  Farewell,  widow ;  Fate,  the  Destinies, 
and  the  three  ill-favoured  Sisters  have  concluded 
the  means,  and  when  I  am  thy  husband— 

WiD.  I  shall  be  your  wife. 

Alex.  Do  but  remember  these  cross  capers  then, 
ye  bitter-sweet  one.*  [Exit, 

WiD.  Till  then  adieu,  you  bitter-sweet  one. 


Jar.  This  dinner  would  have  showed  better  in 
bed-lane ;  and  she  at  the  other  side  holdeth  her 
whole  nest  of  suitors  [at]  play.  What  art  decks 
the  dark  labyrinth  of  a  woman's  heart !  [Exit, 

Enter  Mary  BLOODHOUND  and  SiM. 

Moll.  Marry  old  Ear-lack  !  is  my  father  mad  ? 

Sim.  They're  both  a-concluding  on't  yonder ; 
to-morrow's  the  day;  one  weddmg-dinner  must 
serve  both  marriages. 

Moll.  O  Sim !  the  Ancient,  the  delicate 
Ancient;  there's  a  man,  and  thou  talk'st  of  a 


body,  a  delicate  hand,  a  clean  leg  and  foot.  All, 
sweet  Sim  !  there's  a  man  worth  a  maidenhead. 

Enter  BLOODHOUND  and  Ear-LACK. 

Sim.  But  I  say,  Master  Ear-lack,  the  old  man  ! 
a  foot  like  a  bear,  a  leg  like  a  bed-staff,  a  hand 


*  See  uote  to  **  Romeo  and  Juliet,*'  act  ii.  sc.  3,  vol.  x. 
edit.  l77S.—St€eren8. 


[Exit, 
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Hka  &  hatchet,  an  eye  like  a  pig,  antl  a  face  like  a 
winter  peony  ;  *  there's  a  man  for  a  maidenhead, 

Moll.  0  look,  look  \  Oj  alaa  !  what  ahall  1  do 
with  him  1 

8oL  What  %  why,  what  shall  fifteen  do  with 
sijtty  and  twelve '?  make  a  screen  of  him  ;  stand 
next  the  fire,  whilst  you  sit  behind  him  and  keep 
a  friend's  Hps  wai^nu  Many  a  wench  would  he 
glad  of  such  a  fortune. 

Blood.  Your  oath  struck  it  dead  then,  o'  my 
iidet 

Eak.  Five  hundred  deep  of  your  aide,  f  faith, 
father* 

Blood,  Moll,  come  hither,  MoU  ;  I  liope  Sim 
has  discovered  the  project. 

Ear*  And  to-morrow  must  he  the  day»  Moll ; 
lyotb  of  a  day  :  one  dinner  shall  serve.  We  may 
have  store  of  little  ones ;  we  must  save  for  our 
family. 

Moll,  Good  sir,  what  rashness  was  parent  to 
this  madness  }  marry  an  old  man — Eardack  the 
informer  [ 

Blood.  Madness  !    You*re  a  whore* 
Eak.  Is  she  a  whore,  Sim  1 

SliL  She  must  he  your  wife,  I  tell  

Blood,  An  arrant  whore,  to  refuse  Master 
Innocent  Ear-lack  of  liogue-land  ! — that  for  his 
dwelling  :  next,  that  he  doth  inform  now  and  then 
against  enormities,  and  hath  been  blaitketed— it 
may  bo,  pumped  in  s  time  ;  yet  the  world  knows 
he  does  it  not  out  of  need  :  he^s  of  mighty  means, 
but  takes  delight  now  and  then  to  trot  up  and 
down  to  avoid  idleness,  you  whore. 


*  [Old  copy  aod  former  editioni,  pigmt.  TUtj  peony  [a 
very  apt  io  b«  napped  by  the  frcwt,  and  ao  to  be  pincbed  up ; 
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Sm.  Good  sir ! 
Ear.  Pray,  father  I 

Moll.  This  wound  wants  oil.   Gk>od  sir,  in  all 
my  paths 

I  will  make  you  my  guide  ;  I  was  only  startled 
With  the  suddenness  of  the  marriage, 
In  that  I  knew  that  this  deserving  gentleman 
And  I  had  never  so  much  conference, 
Whereby  this  coal  of  Paphos — by  the  rhetoric 
Of  his  love-3tealing,  heart^ptivating  language — 
Might  be  blown  into  a  flame. 

£ab.  Does  she  take  tobacco,  father? 

Blood.  No,  no,  man ;  these  are  out  of  ballads ; 
she  has  all  the  Garland  of  Good-will  ^  by  heart. 

Ear.  Snails,  she  may  sing  me  asleep  o'  nights 
then,  Sim. 

Sim.  Why,  right,  sir ;  and  then  'tis  but  tickling 
you  o'  th'  forehead  with  her  heels,»you  are  awake 
again,  and  ne'er  the  worse  man. 

Moll.  Is  he  but  five  years  older  than  yourself, 
sir? 

Ear.  Nay,  I  want  a  week  and  three  days  of  that 
too. 

Blood.  I'll  tell  thee  an  old  saw  for't,  girl — 
Old  sap  he  be,  old  blades  are  best. 
Young  hearts  are  never  old. 

Ear.  Ha,  ha ! 

Blood.  Gold  is  great  glee,  gold  begets  rest, 

Whai  fault  is  found  in  gold  f 
Sim.  I  will  answer  presently,  sir,  with  another 
saw. 


^  One  of  the  miscellaneous  collections  of  sonfi^  and  poems, 
formerly  published,  called  "  Garlands. "  The  names  of  a  greati 
number  of  these,  and,  amongst  the  rest,  The  Qarland  of 
Qood-will,"  byT.  D.,  [1604,]  are  enumerated  in  [Hazlitt's 
**  Handbook,*"  1867,  art.  Garlands,  Deloney,  &c.l 
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BiX>OD,  Let's  ha't,  let's  ha't 
Ear,  Mark,  Moll. 

Sim   y^^ung  f  mif       he  poung^  youn^  miUton*s 

C*nitci*t  <i  abom  gold/ 
Iff  liix  att  oid  Ciickt  he  with  youn^  mfUimi. 

feed  ft  like  a  cuckold. 
Blood*  A  very  pretty  pithy  one,  I  protest ; 
look,  an*  Moll  do  not  laugh  :  shalt  have  a  pair  of 
gloves  for  that.    What  leather  dost  love  1 
Bm.  Calf.  Bir  ;  sheep's  too  simple  for  me. 
Blood.  Nay,  'tis  a  witty  notable  knave }  he 
should  never  serve  me  else, 

Enter  John  mth  a  ktt^, 

John.  My  iziistress  rememhers  her  love^  and 
requests  you  would  intire  her  so  much  to  your 
patience  as  to  reaii  that. 

Blood.  Love-letters,  love-lies  :  dost  mark,  Sim  ; 
these  women  are  violent,  Sim.  Wliilst  I  read  the 
lie,!  (Jo  you  rail  to  him  upon  the  brewer  :  swear 
he  has  deceived  us,  and  save  a  cup  of  beer  by't. 

Sim,  I  will  not  save  you  a  cup  at  that  rate,  sir. 

Ear.  I  can  make  thee  a  hundred  a  year  join- 
ture,  wench.  At  the  first,  indeed,  I  began  with 
petty  businesses,  wench  ;  and  here  I  picked,  and 
there  I  picked  ;  but  now  I  run  through  none  but 
things  of  value. 

Moll.  Sir,  many  thoughts  trouble  me ;  and 
your  words  carry  such  weighty  that  I  will  choose 
a  time,  when  1  have  nothing  else  to  do,  to  think 
on  'em. 


*  [A  filuy  f>n  the  liimiliirity  Vietween  lift  and  Ur^  the 
former  biitjg  the  di^^gs  of  hiA  of  boerj 
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Ear,  By  my  troth,  she  talks  the  wittille&t,  an'  I 
would  understand  her. 

Blood,  0  nimble,  nimble  widow  j  I  am  sorry 
we  have  no  better  friends  ;  [7h  John]  but  pray, 
commend  me,  though  in  a  blunt,  dry  commenda- 
tion ;  at  the  time  and  place  appointed  1  won  not 
fail,  1  know  she  has  a  nest  of  suitors,  and  would 
cany  it  close,  because  she  fears  aurprisaL 

[E^t  JoUK] 

Ear.  What  news,  father  J 

Blood*  Shalt  lie  there  all  night,  som 

Eak.  Was  that  the  first  news  I  heard  on't  1 

Blood*  1  must  meet  a  friend  i'  th*  dark  soon ; 
let  me  see,  we  lovers  are  all  a  little  mad  ;  do  you 
and  Moll  t^ike  a  turn  or  two  i'  th'  garden,  wliilst 
Sim  and  I  go  up  into  the  garret  and  devise  till 
the  guests  come,  [Exit 

Sm.  He's  a  little  ma^L  I  hail  best  hang  him 
upon  the  cross-beam  in  the  garret  [E^rii, 

Ear*  Come,  Moll,  come,  Malkin  we'll  even 
to  the  camomile  bed,  and  talk  of  household  etuff ; 
and  be  &ure  thou  rememl>erest  a  trade* 

Molt*.  Please  you  go  before,  sir. 

Ear,  Kay,  an  old  ape  has  an  old  eye ;  I  shall 
go  before,  an*  thou  woot  show  me  a  love-trick,  and 
lock  me  into  the  garden.  I  will  come  discreetly 
behind,  Moll. 

Moll.  Out  upon  him,  what  a  suitor  have  I  got  I 
I  am  sorry  you're  so  bad  an  archer,  sin 

Ear.  Why,  bird,  why^  bird  ? 

Moll,  Why,  to  shoot  at  butts,  ^when  you  shoiild 
use  prick-shafte  ;  short  shooting  will  lose  yoti  the 
game,  I  assure  you,  sir. 


^  [Motl  And  MnJMn  are  the  Rame^  of  eotirfle,  EftrlA^k.  juii 
After,  pla^B  on  the  meanuiga     the  words  htd  Aud  HuJ^] 


Ear.  Her  miinl  runa,  sure,  upon  a  fletcher  *  or 
a  bowyer:  howsoever,  I'll  infom  against  both; 
the  fleiclier,  for  Uiking  whole  luooey  for  pierced 
arrows ;  the  bowyer,  lor  hortiing  the  headmen  of 
his  parish,  and  taking  money  lor  his  pains. 

Enter  iti  tht  iawnt-,  ALEXANDER,  t/te  Captain, 
Lieutenant,  Sue  Sbortheels,  and  Mistress 
COOTE,  a  bamt 

Alesc.  Some  rich  canary^  boy. 
Drawer,  Anon,  anon,  sir, 
Alex  [Is't]  possible  t    Thus  cheated  of  a  hun- 
dred 

Pieces  ?   A  handsome  halter,  and  the  hangman's 
Wages  popped  in  the  place  !    What  an  aeute  wit 
We  have  in  wickedness  ! 
Caft,  Tis  done^  md  handsomely, 

BntfT  pRAWEa 

Drawer.  Here's  a  pottle  of  rich  canary  and  a 
qtiart  of  neat  claret,  gentlemen ;  and  there's  a 
gentleman  below,  he  says  he  is  your  brother,  Mas- 
ter Bloodhound  :  he  appointed  to  meet  yon  here. 

Catt.  The  expected  thing,  that  bought  the  Bris- 
tow  8tone» 

Alex.  Send  him  up,  prythee*  Remember  how 
it  must  be  carried. 

Mis.  Coote.  I  am  her  grandmother ;  forget  not 
that,  by  any  means, 

AI4EX.  And  pray  remember  that  you  do  not 
mump,  as  if  yon  were  chewing  bacon,  and  spoil  all* 

Mis,  OOOTE.  I  warrant  yoiL 


*  FU^ifTf  Ft.,  a  maker  at  arrows*  W'e  have  atiU  tin* 
Fletcht*n**  Oimjyftiiy  iti  the  citj  of  London^ 
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Enter  ANCIENT  YoUNG. 

Alex.  And  hark. 

Drawer.  Are  theso  the  company,  sir  ? 

Ano.  Yes,  but  those  I  like  not ;  these  are  not 
they :  I'll  stay  i'  th'  next  room  tUl  my  company 
come. 

Drawer.  Where  you  please, -sir;  pray  follow 
me.  [Exeunt. 

Capt.  I  hear  him  coining  up  gingerly. 

Alex.  O,  he  tramples  upon  the  bosom  of  a 
tavern  with  that  dexterity,  as  your  lawyers'  clerks 
do  to  Westminster  Hall  upon  a  dirty  day  with  a 
pair  of  white  silk  stockings. 

Enter  TiM. 

Brother  Tim,  why,  now  you're  a  man  of  your  word, 
I  see. 

Tim.  Nay,  I  love  to  be  as  good  as  my  say. 
See,  brother,  look,  there's  the  rest  of  your  money 
upon  the  ling.  I  cannot  spend  a  penny,  for  I 
have  ne'er  a  penny  left.  What  are  these  1  what 
are  these  1 

Alex.  Gallants  of  note  and  quality;  he  that 
sits  taking  toba(;co  is  a  captain.  Captain  Carvegut. 

Tim.  He  will  not  make  a  capon  of  me,  will  he  1 

Alex.  Are  you  not  my  brother?  He  that 
pours  out  the  spaikling  sprightly  claret  is  a  lieu- 
tenant under  hun,  Lieutenant  Bottom.  He  was  a 
Serjeant  fii"st. 

Tim.  Of  the  Poultry  or  of  Wood  Street  ? 

Alex.  Of  the  Poultry?^  of  a  woodcock  ! 
A  Serjeant  in  the  field,  a  man  of  blood. 

Tim.  ril  take  my  leave,  brother,  I  am  in  great 
haste. 

*  [The  Poultry  in  Wood  Street  U  tueant.} 
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Alex,  That  delicate,  sweet  young  gentle- 
woman  

Tm.  Foil !  this  tobacco  I 
Alex.  That  bears  the  blush  of  morDing  on  her 
cheeks  ^ 

Whose  eyes  are  like  a  pair  of  talking  twing, 
Tim.  She  looks  just  upon  me* 
Alex.  I  thiak  you  are  in  haste. 
Tim.  Ko,  no^  no,  pniy» 

Alex.  WTiose  lips  are  betis  of  roses,  betwixt 
which 

There  steals  a  breath  sweeter  than  Indian  spices. 

Tim.  Sweeter  than  ginger  ! 

Alex.  But  then  to  touch  those  lips  you  stay 
too  long^  sure  ? 

Tim.  Pish,  I  tell  you  I  do  not ;  I  know  my  time. 
Pray,  what's  her  name  1 

Alex,  But  'tk  descended  &om  the  ancient 
stem, 

rO*]  the  great  Trebatio,*  Lindabiide's  her  name ; 
That  ancient  matron  is  her  reverend  grannum* 

Tim,  Niggers*  I  have  read  of  her  in  the  Mirror 
of  Knighthood.* 

Alex,  Come>  they  shall  know  you. 

Tim.  Nay,  brotlier. 


'  [Former  edifca.,  Trihutie, 
^  [The  Mirror  of  Kaigbthood/^  b«>Uer  kriown  m  tht 
Knigbt  of  the  Suu, "  a  rotnatice  in  nine  partB,  tmmUted 
into  Englisli  by  Margaret  Tyler  and  others,  betwRen  1579 
and  IGOL  Ck>inpUta  set«  of  ihe  great^  raritj.  The 
blbliogmphj  of  ma  work  m  Ay  be  seen  ii\  Has  I  it  t  Koigbt 
of  the  Sun.] 

It  appoarfl  that  Thorn fta  Est^,  the  printer «  [orLginitUj]  iin* 
dertook  tbe  publicatloD  of  this  work,  frhioL  i»  executed  by 
different  iraiislaturB,  and  dedicated  to  diSureiit  patron §^ 
Mmi-I^aret  Tyler  {fhint  f«  H$f,  aa  Mhe  aaja  nt  Uib  concluaion  of 
her  uddreaa  the  re^er)  having  cotioern  with  any  putt 
but  the  ilrst — Sttej^ens. 
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Ale)L  I  aay  they  shall. 
Tim,  Lei  me      dowu  and  wash  mj  face  first. 
Alex,  Your  ta^a  ia  a  iiae  faee.    My  brother^ 
genii  emeu. 

Capt,  Sir,  you*re  victoriously  welcomet 
Tim.  That  word  has  e*en  conquered  me. 
Lieut,  I  desire  to  km  yom*  hand,  sir. 
TiH.  Indeedf  but  you  auail  not^  sir :  I  went  out 
^Ijf  and  forgot  to  wash  tbent 

Mis.  Coote,  Precious  dotterel  I  [Ami^. 
Capt.  Sir,  I  shall  call  it  a  courtesy  if  you  shall 
please  to  vouchsafe  to  pledge  me, 

Tim.  What  i&X  brothcJ?    Four  or  sirl^ 
Oaft.  Four  or  six  I  *tis  rich  Canary :  it  came 
from  l>eyond  the  seas. 

Tim.  I  will  do  no  courtesy  at  this  time,  sir ;  yet 
for  one  cup  I  care  not,  because  it  comes  from  be- 
yond the  seas,    1  think  'tis  outlandish  wine. 
Sue.  Look  how  it  glides  I 
Mis,  Cooti:  Now,  truly,  the  gentleman  driiika 
as  like  one  MasCf^r  Widgeon,  a  klnainan  of 

mine  

Lieut.  Pox  on  you  !  heildom  l  ^ 
Tm.  I  ha*  heard  of  that  Widgeon,  I  ha*  been 
taken  for  him  ;  and  now  I  think  on't,  a  cup  of  this 
is  better  than  our  Ibur-shiJling  beer  at  home, 

LiELrr»  You  must  drink  another,  sir :  you  drank 
to  nobody, 

Tim,  Is  it  the  law  that,  if  a  man  drinks  to  no- 
body, he  must  drink  ikgain  ? 


^  Tim  mennB  lo  aak,  ii  ti/ow  or  ttx  tkUlinQ  htttj  auppoc- 
leg  tb&t  fiuch  W4B  th«  berernger  to  wbick  the  Capt&ln  riiplii^ 
actiriifully^  Fouf  or  h^/  *TU  rkk  Camtry,  &e,  Thia  waa 
omittefl  by  Mr  Keed. — Collier. 

5  [Fomrr  ediis.f  /"ox  oh  ^ou  htilding.  ffeildom  ts  a 
health,  ixtid  the  htiutttiiftut  meana  W  mj  tbat  Tim  abould 
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Omnss.  Ay,  ay,  ay.    FilJ  his  glass, 

Tdl  Wliy^  then,  I  will  driiik  to  nobody  onc« 
more,  bocAuse  I  will  driuk  again, 

Alex.  Did  not  1  tt^ll  you?  More  wine  there ^ 
drawer. 

Sue.  Thh  pageant's  wortk  the  seeing,  by  tlds 
hand, 

Tim.  Methinks  this  glass  was  better  that  t'other, 
gentle  meiL 

Caft.  0  sir^  the  deeper  the  sweeter  ever. 

Tm,  Do  you  think  so  ? 

LiEm\  Ever  that  when  ye  drink  to  nobody, 

Tim,  Vfhy,  then,  I  pray  give  me  t*other  cup, 
that  I  may  drink  to  somebody. 

Mia  CooTE.  I  have  not  dniuk  yet,  sir, 

Alex,  Again,  ye  witch !  Driii  to  the  young 
gentlewoman, 

Tim.  Mistress  Lindabrides. 

Sue*  Thanks,  most  ingenious  sir, 

Tri£,  She's  a  little  shame-faced*  The  deeper 
the  sweeter,  forsooth, 

Alex.  Pox  on  you  for  a  coxcomb  I 

Enter  Ancikkt  Young  [standing  €iddt\ 

Khq,  r  th'  next  room  I  have  seen  and  heard  all, 
O  noble  soldiers  ■ 

Trai  Here,  boys,  give  us  some  more  wine. 
There's  a  hundred  marks,  gallants  ;  'tis  your  own, 
an'  do  but  let  me  bear  an  ofRce  amongst  ya  I 
know  as  great  a  matter  has  been  done  for  as  small 
a  simt    Pray  let  me  follow  tlie  fashion. 

Capt,  Well,  for  once  take  np  the  money.  Give 
me  a  cup  of  sack,  and  give  me  your  hand,  sir  ;  and, 
because  our  Flemish  corporal  was  lately  choked  at 
Delft  with  a  flai>-dragon,'  bear  you  liis  name  and 
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place,  and  be  henceforth  called  Corporal  Cods- 
head.    Let  the  health  go  round  ! 

Tim.  Koiind !  An'  this  go  not  round ! — Some  wine 
there,  tapster.    Is  there  ne'er  a  tapster  i'  th'  house? 

[Ancient  thoufs  himself. 

Alex.  My  worthy  friend,  thou'rt  master  of  thy 
word.  Gentlemen,  'tis  Ancient  Young;  you're 
soldiers;  come,  come,  save  cap:  compliment  in  cup. 
Prythee,  sit  down. 

Anc.  Are  you  a  captain,  sir  f 

Capt.  Yes. 

Anc.  And  you  a  lieutenant  1 
Lieut.  Yes. 

Anc.  I  pray,  where  served  you  last  ? 

Capt.  Why,  at  the  battle  of  Prague.^ 

Anc.  Under  what  colonel  ?    In  what  regiment  I 

Capt.  Why,  let  me  see — but  come,  in  company  ? 
Let's  sit,  sir.  True  soldiers  scorn  unnecessary 
discourse,  especially  in  taverns. 

Anc.  'Tis  true,  true  soldiers  do :  but  you  are 
tavern-rats. 

Capt.  Howl 

Alex.  Prythee! 

Anc.  Foul  food,  that  lies  all  day  undigested 
Upon  the  queasy  stomach  of  some  tavern. 
And  are  spew'd  out  at  midnight. 

Tim.  Corporal  Cods-head's  health,  sir. 

Anc.  In  thy  face,  fool.  [Tim  relirfs. 

Alex.  This  is  cruel,  Ancient. 

Anc.  You  are  but 
The  worms  of  worth,  the  sons  of  shame  and  baseness. 
That  in  a  tavern  dare  outsit  the  sun, 

^  This  battle  was  fought  at  Weiaenberg,  near  Prague,  18th 
November  1620,  and  was  fatally  decisive  against  the  Elector 
Palatine  who,  in  consequence  of  it.  not  only  lost  his  new 
kingdom  of  Bohemia,  but  also  was  d.-^piived  by  the  Emperor 
of  his  hereditary  dominions. 
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Anti,  rather  than  a  whore  shall  part  unpleJg^d, 
You'll  paw^  ymr  souls  for  a  iup«rfliioue  cup. 
Though  ye  cast  it  into  the  reckoning. 
The  true  soldier,  who  is  all  o'er,  a  history  of  man, 
Noble  and  valiant ;  wiadom  is  the  mould 
In  which  he  casta  his  actions.    >Such  a  disci  eet 
temperance 

Doth  daily  deck  his  doings,  that  by  Lis  modeaty 
He's  guessed  the  son  of  merit,  and  by  his  mildness 
Is  believed  valiant.    Go,  and  btiild  no  more 
These  aiiy  castles  of  hatched  fame,  which  fools 
Only  admire  and  fear  you  for  :  the  wise  man 
Derides  and  jeers  you  as  puJTs.    [Be]  really  ot  * 
Virtue  and  valour,  those  fair  twins, 
That  are  bornj  breathe,  and  die  together  :  then 
You'll  no  more  be  called  butterflieBj  but  men  : 
Think  on^t,  and  pay  your  reckoning,  [Ej^L 

Capt*  Shall  we  suffer  this,  Saunder  1 

Alex,  I  must  go  after  him. 

Sue.  Kill  him,  an'  there  be  no  more  men  in 
Christendom. 

Alex.  I  know  my  sister  loves  him,  and  lie 
swears  he  loves  her  ^  and,  by  this  hand,  it  shall  go 
hard  if  he  have  her  not,  smock  and  all.  Brave, 
excellent  man  !  With  what  a  strength  of  zeal  we 
admire  that  goodnesa  in  another  which  we  tiannot 
call  otir  own  !  [Eadi, 

Lieut,  He's  a  deati  man,  I  wanant  him. 

Capt.  But  Where's  our  corporal  t  Corporal, 
corporal  I 

TuL  Well,  here's  your  corjioral,  an'  you  can  he 


^  [In  the  foniifF  edita,  thh  p«nage  ftUiids,  **jeer»  ye  pt^ 

rmlltf  o/r] 

•  Tim,  who  hm  hidden  or  cn$€outed  himself,  Iwiks  oafe, 
ar.d  not  the  CaptHiD,  Mr  Ee«d  marie  it,  by  mbpliicing 
Lhfc  Bta^e  dire^rtion. — ddHer* 
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Sue.  Look,  ari'  he  have  not  ensconced  ^  himself 

In  a  wooden  castle. 

TiiL  Is  he  gone  that  called  ua  butterflies  1 
MlB.  CocrrE.  YeSj  jes  ;  h'  Ima  taken  wing ;  and 

jour  brothei^s  gone  Bher  him,  to  fight  with 

him, 

Tim,  That's  well ;  he  cannot  in  consciencf!  but 
do  ua  the  courtesy  to  kill  him  for  us.  Come,  gal- 
lants, what  shall  we  do  %  V\\  never  go  home  to  go 
to  bed  with  my  guts  full  of  four*Bhilling8  beer, 
when  I  may  replenish  them  with  sack.  Ha  1  now 
am  I  lusty  !  ^ie thinks  we  two  have  blue 
beards.  Is  there  ne*er  a  wench  to  he  had  1 
Drawer,  bring  us  up  impossibilities,  an  honest 
whore  and  a  consciouahle  reckoning. 

Lieut.  Whyy  here's  all  fiia-wit,  whe'r  '  he  will 
or  no. 

Sue,  a  wliore  !  0  tempting,  handsome  sir  I 
think  of  a  rich  wife  rather. 

Tim.  Tempting,  handsome  sir  !  She's  not  mar- 
ried^ is  she,  gentlemen  ? 

Cai*t.  a  woodcock  springed  !  Let  us  but  keep 
htm  in  this  haccbanaHau  mi&t  till  morning,  and 
'tis  done*  [Andr, 

Tim,  Tempting,  handsome  sir  !  Vvb  known  a 
woman  of  handsome,  tempting  fortunes  throw 
herself  away  upou  a  handsome,  tempting  sir. 


^  A  »c&nce  m  tk  p«itjr  f urtificAtion.  The  verb  la  m9cme$ 
(leeiirB  more  tb^n  f^noe  in  ShnkeapeArie*  See  note  on  ''Tbe 
Mtfiry  \Vive«  of  Windaor,''  lict  ii,  m.  ^.--^SUevens,  IThiR 
note  auiounbe  to  mithing,  as  the  witiii:  ensef?HCe  is  very 
comtiion^  aud  all  tliat  ia  here  lo tended  k  thut  Tim,  frjglit- 
eiJtfd  at  tliii  Aucient,  had  hidden  himself  behind  a  ch^ni  of 
druwrd  (a  very  p«ttji'  lartifieatiou  i)  qt  some  other  artiole  of 
furniture.] 

'  ne,,  Whether.  It  U  frequetitly  so  [upelled]  in  ancient 
irriteni,  See  Ben  Jon*t>u'B  **  l^ew  loin'^  Act  t,  ec,  2.,  and 
Mr  Wll«lley'ii  note,  tOifford'a  edit.,  v.  423  ] 
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Lieut*  Hark  you,  sir  ;  if  she  had,  and  could  he 
tempted  to^t,  have  y^ou  a  mind  to  marry  ?  Woiild 
you  marry  her  t 

Ttk  0}  and  a  man  were  so  worthy,  tempting 
sir* 

Lieut.  Give  me  but  a  piece  from  you* 

Tim.  Aod  when  will  you  give  it  me  again  t 

Lieut.  Pray,  give  me  but  a  piece  from  you.  I'll 
pay  thk  reckoning  into  the  bargain  ;  and  if  I  have 
not  a  trick  to  make  it  your  own,  I'll  give  you  ten 
for'i— here's  my  witness, 

Tra.  There  'tis ;  send  thee  good  Inck  with% 
and  go  drunk  to  bed. 

LiEtTT.  I)o  not  you  be  too  rash,  for  she  ob3erve& 
you,  and  m  infinitely  affected  to  good  breeding. 

Tim.  1  wonnot  apeak,  I  tell  yoii.  till  you  hold  up 
your  finger  or  fall  a-wbiBtUng. 

Capt,  Come,  we'll  pay  at  bar,  and  to  the  MitrB 
in  Bread  Street  ;  ^  well  make  a  mad  night  on*t, 
Pleaee  you,  sweet  ladies,  but  to  walk  into  Breiid 
Street ;  tins  gentleman  has  [had]  a  foolish  slight 
supper,  and  be  most  ingeniously  profea^^es  it  would 
appear  to  him  the  meridian  altitude  of  his  desired 
happiness  but  to  have  the  table  decked  with  a 
pair  of  |jer  feet  ions  so  exquisitely  refnlgent, 

Tim,  He  talks  all  sack,  and  he  will  drink  no 
small  beer. 

Mis.  CootE.  Pray  lead,  and  we  *  shall  follow. 
Sue.  Bless  mine  eyes  !  my  heart  m  full  of 
changes,  [EjiU, 
Tibl  0,  is  it  so  T   I  have  heard  there  may  be 


1  From  K  pEiasage  iti  "Ram  Alley/'  [i,  313],  it  him  idready 
&pf>eari?it  there  were  two  taVL'TDfl  at  thin  titne  with  the  ^me 
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more  changes  in  a  woman's  heart  in  an  hour  than 
can  be  rung  upon  six  bells  in  seven  days.  Well, 
go  thy  ways  :  little  dost  thou  think  how  thou  shalt 
be  betrayed.    Within  this  four-and-twenty  hours 


father  and  mother,  O  tempting,  handsome  sir ! 


ACT  III.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  John  and  the  Maid. 

John.  But,  sirrah,  canst  tell  what  my  mistress 
means  to  do  with  her  suitors  ? 

Maid.  Nay,  nay,  I  know  not ;  but  there  is  one 
of  them,  I  am  sure,  worth  looking  after. 

John.  Which  is  he,  I  pry  thee  1 

Maid.  O  John,  Master  Randall,  John. 

John.  The  Welshman  ? 

Maid.  The  witty  man,  the  pretty  man,  the 
singing-man.  He  has  the  daintiest  ditty,  so  full 
of  pith,  so  full  of  spirit,  as  they  say. 

John.,  Ditties !  they  are  the  old  ends  of  ballads.^ 

Maid.  Old  ends !  I  am  sure  they  are  new 
be^nnings  with  me. 

John.  Here  comes  my  mistress. 

Enter  Widow  and  Jarvis. 

WiD.  Who  was  that  knocked  at  the  gate  1 
Jar.  Why,  your  Welsh  wooer. 
Maid.  Alas !  the  sight  on's  eyes  is  enough  to 
singe  my  little  maidenhead.    I  shall  never  be  able 


[Exeiint, 


to  endure  him. 


\Exit  Maid. 


*  [Old  copy,  ends  of  old  ballet 9.  ] 
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Enter  EaKDALU 

.Ean,  When  Ugh  King  Htnry  rufd  thw  ftmtf,' 
The  caupU  of  Im*  name^ 
Betkhs  hnr  qn^eu  was  ttarit/  lovd, 
A  fair  and  pnmeltf — widot^t. 

Hark  you,  widows  ;  Randalls  was  dbtiirbdd  in 

cogitations  about  lands,  ploughs,  and  cheese- 
presses  in  Wabs  ^  and,  by  cat,  htir  havo  forgot 
wheri3  hur  and  hur  meet  soon  at  pright  dark  even- 

W  ID.  T^'Tiy,  on  the  'Change,  in  the  Dutch  walks. 

Ran.  0  haw,  have  hur  %  but  Randalls  was  talk 
no  Dutch  ;  pray  meet  her  in  the  Webh  walk. 
Was  no  Welsh  walk  there  t 

Wn>.  Fie,  no  !  There  are  no  Welsh  merchants 
there  X 

RaN<  Mass,  was  fery  true,  was  all  shentlemen 
ill  Walea  Hur  never  saw  hur  shamhermaid  ; 
pray,  where  was  her  Bhambermaid  J 

Jail  Taken  up  i*  th*  kitchen  ^  sin 

Ran.  Can  hur  make  wedding-pcd  pravely  for 
Randalls  and  widows  % 

WiD.  Pray  t«ll  him,  Jarvis,  whe'r'  she  can  or  no. 

Jar,  Sir,  not  to  delay,  hut  to  debilitate  the 
strength  uf  your  active  apprehension  of  my  mis- 
tress's favour — — 

Rak.  Was  fery  good  words, 

J  All,  Hark  in  your  ear :  she  will  have  h^r  nest 
feathered  with  no  BritisU  breed. 

Kan.  Sounds,  was  not  BritUh  so  good  aa  Eug- 
lishl 


^  A  fit&UEii,  with  ^ome  &lti}mtii>PB,  of  tb«  ul4  balLikid  of 
"  FiUr  Rosamond, [priuttMl  in  Dfil'jney*B  Qiirl»nd  of 
Ooii^l'WilK*']  Si?e  Fi^rry^a    litfliqtiea,'^  vol.  ii, 

"  See  nois  on  p  47. 
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Jar.  Yes,  where  there's  wisdom,  wit,  and 
valour ;  but,  as  amongst  our  English,  we  may  have 
one  fool,  a  knave,  a  coxcomb,  and  a  coward,  she 
bid  me  tell  you,  she  has  seen  sach  wonders  come 
out  of  Wales.  In  one  word,^  you're  an  ass,  and 
she'll  have  none  of  you. 

Ran.  Augh,  Saint  Tavie,  Owen,  Morgan,  and  all 
hur  cousins  !  was  widow  herself  say  so  1 

WiD.  Good  sir,  let  every  circumstance  make  up 
one  answer,  take  it  with  you. 

Jar.  And  the  Roman  answer  is,  the  English 
goose,  sir.2 

Ran.  Sounds !  hur  was  kill  now  !  Gog  and 
Gogmagog  !  a  whole  dozen  of  shiants.  Make  fool 
of  Randalls  1  Randalls  was  wisht  to  as  prave 
match  as  widows  ;  was  know  one  Mary  Blood- 
hound, was  ha'  all,  when  her  father  kick  up  heels ; 
and,  by  cat,  though  hur  never  saw  hur,  hur  will 
send  hur  love-letters  presently,  get  hur  good-wills, 
and  go  to  shurch  and  marry,  and  hur  were  eight- 
and-thirty,  two  hundred  and  nine  and  fifty  widows. 
Mark  hur  now.  \£xit  Randall. 

Jar.  He  pelts  as  he  goes  pitifully. 

WiD.  Where's  Mary! 

John.  Mary! 

Enter  Maid. 

WiD.  Pray  go  to  Aldgate,  to  my  sempstress,  for 
my  ruff ;  I  must  use  it,  say,  to-morrow.  Did  ye 
bid  her  hollow  it  just  in  the  French  fashion  cut  1 

Maid.  Yes,  forsooth. 

WiD.  'Twas  well ;  we  have  no  other  proof  in 
use  that  we  are  English,  if  we  do  not  zany  them. 
Let  John  go  with  you. 


^  The  4**  reads  in  one  shirt. — Collier, 

'  A  puD  on  the  Latin  word  ansa;  which  signifies  a  goose. 
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Matd.  Yas,  forsooth,  [Exii. 

Jail  But  pray,  forsooth,  how  do  you  mean  to 
dispose  of  your  suitors  1 

WlD.  Slmll  I  teli  thee?  For  thii,  thou  hast 
given  him  liis  cure,  and  he  is  past  care  ;  for  old 
Bloodhound  the  sawmonger,  I  writ  to  him  to  meet 
me  soon,  at  ten  in  the  dark^  upon  the  'Change ; 
and  if  I  come  not  by  ten,  he  should  «tay  till  twelve : 
intimating  something  mystically  that,  to  avoid  6ur* 
prisals  of  other  rivals,  I  mean  to  go  from  theiice 
with  hitn  to  lie  at  his  house  all  night,  and  go  to 
church  With  him  i'  th'  moraiug ;  when  my  meaning 
is  only  knaveiy,  to  make  my&elf  merry,  and  let 
him  eool  his  heels  ^  there  tiU  momiug. 

Jar*  And  now  have  I  a  whimsy,  newly  jumped 
into  the  coll  of  iugemoua  apprehension,  to  sauce 
him  daintily ;  that  for  that*  What  think  you  of 
the  gentleman  that  brought  a  stool  with  him  out 
of  the  hall,  and  sat  down  at  dinner  with  you  in  the 
parlour  ] 

WiD.  They  say  he^s  m  ancient,  but  I  alFect  not 
hia  colours. 

Jar.  But  what  say  you  to  the  mad,  victorious 
Alexander? 

WiB,  A  wild,  mad  roarer,  a  trouble  not  worth 
minding. 

Jab,  He  will  mind  you  ere  morning,  troth,  mis- 
tress. [An*lf.]  There  waits  a  gentleman  i'  th' 
next  room  that  hath  a  long  time  loved  you,  and 
has  w^atched  for  such  an  hour,  when  all  was  out  of 
doorsj  to  tell  you  so ;  and,  none  lieiiig  within  but 
you  and  I,  he  desires  you  would  hear  him  speak, 
and  there's  an  end  on^t* 


^  To  co(d  hU  htds  ia  a  vety  common  expreaalon,  which  for 
imxfx^  r^ASoUf  ur  perhaps  nu  reafion,  was  altered  i&  the  edi- 
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WiD.  What  is  he! 
Jar.  An  honest  man. 
WiD.  How  know  you  ? 
Jar.  Why,  he  told  me  so. 
WiD.  And  why  were  you  such  a  fool  to  take  his 
own  word. 

Jar.  Because  all  the  wit  I  had  could  get 
nobody's  else. 

WiD.  A  knave  will  ever  tell  you  he's  an  honest 
man. 

Jar.  But  an  honest  man  will  never  tell  you  he's 
a  knave. 

WiD.  Well,  sir,  your  mistress  dares  look  upon 
the  honest  man. 

Jar.  And  the  honest  man  dares  look  upon  my 
mistress.  [Exit. 

WiD.  'Tis  the  roughest,  bluntest  fellow.  Yet, 
when  I  take  young  Bloodhound  to  a  retired  collec- 
tion of  scattered  judgment,  which  often  lies  dis- 
jointed with  the  confused  distraction  of  so  many, 
methinks  he  dwells  in  my  opinion  a  right 
ingenious  ^  spirit,  veiled  merely  with  the  vanity  of 
youth  and  wildness.  He  looks,  methinks,  like  one 
that  could  retract  himself  from  his  mad  starts,  and, 
when  he  pleased,  turn  tame.  His  handsome  wild- 
ness, methinks,  becomes  him,  could  he  keep  it 
bounded  in  thrift  and  temperance.  But  down, 
these  thoughts ;  my  resolve  rests  here  in  private. 


^  Ingenious  and  ingenuout  were  formerly  used  indiscrimi- 
nately  for  each  other.  [The  truth  seems  to  be  that 
ingenuout  was  merely  understood  formerly  in  the  sense  in 
which  we  use  it  now,  and  that  ingenious,  on  the  contrary, 
bad  a  larger  meaning,  standing  generally  for  the  gifts  of  the 
mind  or  intellect.  Old-fashioned  people  only  would  say  of 
such  an  one,  He's  au  ingenious  man,"  meaning  a  person  of 
intellectual  culture. 
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Btit  from  n  fool^  a  niiser^  and  a  niiin  too  jealous 
for  a  little  sweetaess  [m]  love^  Cu[>id  dofeud  me  I 

Eni^  J  AH  VIS  like  m  ^mitenian,  mrp  bmve^  wiik  hU 
Jhrmer  dotl^et  in  his  hamij 

Jah.  And  to  a  widow  wise,  nobly  liberal  and 
diflcroctly  credulouSj  Cupid  hath  sent  me. 

Wia  Pray  prove  you,  as  you  appear,  a  geutle- 
nmih 
Why,  JarviB  ? 

Jae*  Look  yon,  bere's  Jarvis  hangs  by  geometry 
\fIim^M  up  his  Ih^rj/] ;  and  here's  the  goutleman — 
for  leas  I  am  not — that  afar  off,  taken  idth  the 
fainted  praises  of  your  wealthy  bt^auty,  your  iier* 
Boii^  wisdom,  modesty,  and  all  that  can  make 
woman  gracious  in  tlih  habit  sought  and  obtained 
your  service. 

WiD.  For  heaven's  sake  what's  your  intent  f 

Jail  I  love  you, 

\Xm.  Pray,  keep  o(f. 

Jab,  I  would  keep  from  you.    Had  my  desires 
bodies, 

How  I  could  beat  them  into  better  fashionj 
And  teach  them  temperance.    For  1  rid  to  find 
you; 

Andt  at  a  meeting  amongst  many  dames, 
1  saw  you  first,    O,  how  your  talking  eyes. 
Those  active,  sparkling  sweet,  discoursing  ^  twins, 
III  their  strong  captivating  motion  told  me 
The  story  of  your  heart  I    A  thousand  Cupids, 


*  The  »tng^  direction  in  the  M  copj  h  m^t  wry  inUiMi- 
giblfl  :  Enttr  like  n  t/ntihrnHH  very  6ratf,  ioiili  Jafm* 
rlonth*  inn  knfid^ — CtytittK 
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Methought,  sat  playing  on  that  pair  of  crystals,^ 
Carrying,  to  the  swiftness  of  covetous  fancy, 
The  very  letters  we  spell  love  with. 
WiD.  Fie,  fie  I 

Jar.  I  have  struck  her  to  the  heart,  though  my 
face 

Apparelled  with  this  shield  of  gravity,  [bear]  * 
The  neglected  roughness  of  a  soldier's  dart. 
These  diamond-pointed  eyes  but  hither  throw. 
And  you  will  see  a  young  spring  on't ;  but  ques- 
tion 

Time*s  fair  ones,  they'll  confess,  though  with  a 
blush. 

They  have  often  found  good  wine  at  an  old  bush. 
My  blood  is  young,  and  full  of  amorous  heats, 
Which  but  branch'd  out  into  these  lusty  veins, 
Would  play  and  dally,  and  in  wanton  turnings 
Would  teach  you  strange  constructions,  [madam.] 
Let  time  and  place  then,  with  love's  old  friend. 
Opportunity,  instruct  you  to  be  wise. 

WiD.  Alas,  sir ! 
Where  learned  you  to  catch  occasions  thus  ? 

Jar.  Of  a  lawyer's  clerk,  wench,  that,  with  six 
such  catches,  leaped  in  five  years  from  his  desk  to 
his  coach,  drawn  with  four  horses. 

WiD.  Do  you  mean  marriage  1 

Jar.  Marriage  is  a  clojdng  meat ;  marry  who 
thou  woot  to  make  a  show  to  shroud  thee  from  the 


'  A  common  expression  to  signify  the  eyes.  See  several 
instances  in  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  **  King  Henry  V.,"  act  ii. 
sc.  3. 

'  [The  text  has  been  charged  here,  with  what  degree  of 
success  the  reader  has  to  determine.  In  the  former  editions 
it  stood  thus — 

"  Through  my  fcce 
Apparelled  with  this  field  of  gravity, 
The  neglected  roughness  of  a  soldier's  dart." 

Perhaps  this  passage  was  intended  as  an  aside.] 
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stoi7»is  ruiintl-hi*ailt?d  o|iinii*ii,  that  sways  all  the 
world,  may  let  f^ill  on  thee.  Me  couBin  thou  shalt 
calL  Ontre  in  a  month  or  so,  111  read  false  letters 
from  a  far-distant  uncle,  insert  his  commendations 
to  thee,  hug  thy  belie \dng  husband  into  a  pair  of 
handsome  liorns  ;  look  upon  him  with  one  eye, 
and  wink  upon  thee  with  the  other.  Woaldst 
have  any  more  i 

Wm.  The  return  of  servants,  or  some  friendly 
visiti  will  intercept  us  now  :  re-assume  your  habit, 
and  be  but  Jarvis  till  to-morrow  morning,  and,  by 
the  potent  truth  of  friendship,  I  will  give  you 
plenty  of  eauBe  to  confess  I  love  you  truly  and 
strongly. 

Jar.  You're  in  earnest ) 

WiD.  Ou  my  life,  serious  ;  let  this  kiss  seal  it 

Jail  The  softest  wax  ever  sealed  Itawdy  busi- 
ness !  Now  for  old  Bloodhound :  I'll  meet  you 
upon  the  *Chauge,  sir,  with  a  blind  bargain,  and 
then  help  yotir  son  to  a  good  pennyworth  :  this 
night  shall  be  all  mirth,  a  mistress  of  deli;^d>t. 

Enter  BloobhounDjI  Sllf,  aud  MOLL. 

Blood.  Kay,  nay,  nay,  mark  what  follows  ;  I 
must  bring  her  home  i'  th*  dark,  turn  her  up  to 
bed,  aud  here  she  goes  to  church.  My  cloak,  sirrah* 

fc^iM.  Tis  a  very  dark  night,  sir  ;  you'U  not  have 
a  cloak  for  the  raio.- 

Blood.  I'm  going  to  steal  the  widow  from  I 
know  not  how  many* 


*  The  r  hiih  Enter  Bloodhound,  Ear-Uck  with  lettav, 
Bim.f  and  MoU*  But  sta  thert^  m  no  biuimeiki  nor  speech  for 
E&r-lack  dur Lug  the  whole  ^ceoc,  1  bavB  expunged  Jiie  uatxie, 

^  [An  alluaion  ta  tbe  pruverbj^  He  Uas  ^  claak  for  every 
luiu  " — i\t*,  in  e]tiwtUi;iit  for  every  turn  uf  fortune.] 
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Sim.  Nay,  then  I'll  let  your  cloak  for  the  rain 
alone,  and  fetch  you  a  cloak  for  your  knavery. 

Blood.  To  bed,  to  bod,  good  Sim.  What,  Moll, 
I  say! 

Moll.  Sir. 

Blood.  I  charge  you,  let  not  one  be  up  i'  th' 
house  but  yourself  after  the  clock  strikes  ten,  nor 
a  light  be  stirring.  Moll,  trick  up  the  green  bed- 
chamber very  daintily. 

Moll.  I  shall,  sir. 

Blood.  And — well-remembered,  Moll — the  keys 
of  my  compting-house  are  in  the  left  pocket  of  my 
hose  ^  above  i*  th'  wicker  chair  ;  look  to  them,  and 
have  a  care  of  the  black  box  there  I  have  often 
told  thee  of :  look  to  that  as  to  thy  maidenhead. 

Moll.  *  I  shall,  sir. 

Blood.  Pray  for  mo,  all ;  pray  for  me,  all. 

Sim.  Have  you  left  out  anything  for  supper  ? 

Blood.  Out,  rogue !  shall  not  I  be  at  infinite 
expense  to-morrow?  fast  to-night,  and  pray  for 
me. 

Sim.  An  old  devil  in  a  greasy  satin  doublet 
keep  you  company !  "  [Aside. 

Blood.  Ha,  what's  that  ? 

Sim.  I  say,  the  satin  <loublet  you  will  wear  to- 
morrow will  be  the  best  in  the  company,  sir. 

Blood.  That's  true,  that's  true.  I  come,  widow, 
I  come,  wench.  [KxU  Bix)ODnouND. 

Moll.  O  sweet  Sim,  what  shall  1  do  to-niorrow  ? 
To-morrow  must  be  the  day,  the  doleful  day,  the? 
dismal  day  !  Alas,  Sim  !  what  dost  thou  think. in 
thy  conscience  I  shall  do  with  an  old  man  1 

Sim.  Nay,  you're  well  enough  served  ;  you  know 
how  your  brother,  not  an  hour  ago,  lay  at  you  to 

*  Mr  Keed  aliorcd  hv6C  to  rout  wiiliout  any  warrant  what- 
ever.—  Collier, 
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have  tlio  Ancient,  ono  that  your  teoth  o*en  wator 
at ;  and  yet  yon  cry,  I  caonot  love  him,  I  won  not 
have  him. 

MoLLw  I  could  Trillingly  marry  him,  if  I  might 
do  nothing  but  look  on  bim  all  day,  *where  he 
might  not  eee  me  ;  but  to  he  with  idm — alai !  I 
shall  be  undone  the  first  night. 

Sim.  That's  true  :  how  will  you  go  to  bed  else  T 
But  J  remember,  he  is  a  man  of  war,  an  ancient, 
you  are  his  eolours  :  uow,  when  he  bas  nimbly 
displayed  you,  and  handsomely  folded  you  np 
against  the  nest  fight,  then  we  shall  have  you  cry, 
O  Bweet  Sim,  I  had  been  imdone,  if  1  had  not 
been  undone.^ 

Moll  Nay,  and  then  the  old  fellow  would 
mumble  me  to  bed, 

Sim.  Abed  !  a  bawd  with  two  teeth  would  not 
mumble  bacon  so  :  then  he  is  so  sparing,  you  shall 
wear  nothing  but  from  the  broker*s  at  second- 
hand ;  when,  being  an  ancient's  wife,  you  shall  be 
sure  to  nourish. 

Moll.  Pry  thee,  go  in  and  busy  the  old  man 
with  a  inece  of  Keynard  the  Fox,^  that  he  may  not 
disturb  us;  for  at  this  hour  I  expect  Ancient 
Young  and  my  brother. 

Sim.  Well,  I  leave  you  to  the  managing  of 
Ancient  Young,  while  I  go  in  and  flap  the  old 
man  i'  th'  mouth  with  a  fox-t-ul  [Exit 


'  A  parody  of  that  Latin  wvyingj  PtriiMettt  »m  paHutm. 

*  t.e.,  Tho  story-book  with  that  tiamei  [fint  pnuted  in 
148L  The  abridged  artd  modernised  version  was  probaUIy 
the  one  with  which  Moll  wiia  famih'ar.  The  enrli^at  edition 
of  this  yet  tlijiGOvercd  is  datt^d  162 O.J — Stcevtns. 
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Enter  ALEXANDER  and  ANCIENT. 

Moll.  Look,  look,  aa'  he  have  not  brought  him 
just  upon  the  minute.  O  sweet,  silken  Ancient, 
my  mind  gives  me  thee  and  1  shall  dance  the 
shaking  of  the  sheets^  together. 

Alex.  Now,  you  Mistress  Figtail,  is  the  wind 
come  about  yet  1  I  ha'  brought  the  gentleman : 
do  not  you  tell  him  now,  you  had  rather  have  his 
room  than  his  company,  and  so  show  your  breeding. 

Moll.  Now,  fie  upon  you ;  by  this  light  you're 
the  wickedest  fellow !  My  brother  but  abuses 
you :  pray,  sir,  go  over  again,  you've  a  handsome 
spying  wit,  you  may  send  more  truth  over  in  one 
of  your  well-i)enned  pamphlets,  than  all  the  weekly 
news  we  buy  for  our  penny. 

Anc.  Pox  on't !  I'll  stay  no  longer. 

Alex.  'Sfoot,  thou  shalt  stay  longer ;  w^e'U  stay 
her  heart — her  guts  out. 

Moll.  Ha,  ha!  how  will  you  do  for  a  sister 
then  ? 

Alex.  Pry  thee,  Moll,  do  but  look  upon  him. 

Moll.  Yes,  when  I  ha'  no  better  object. 

Alex.  What  canst  thou  see  in  him,  thou  un- 
handsome hideous  thing,  that  merits  not  above 
thee? 

Moll.  What  would  I  give  to  kiss  him !  [Aside, 

Alex.  Has  he  not  a  handsome  body,  straight 
legs,^  a  good  face  ? 

Moll.  Yes,  but  his  lips  look  as  if  they  were  as 
hard  as  his  heart. 

Anc.  'Sfoot,  shalt  try  that  presently. 

Moll.  You're  basely,  sir,  conditioned.    Pah  ! 


^  [A  play  on  the  name  of]  a  dance,  [which  is  constantly 
mentioned  in  old  plays.] 
'[Old  copy, /«r*/5r'(/.] 


Alex.  Why  do  you  spit  1 

MoLU  You  niaj  go.  By  this  light,  he  kisaes 
sweetly.  [Aside. 

Alex.  Do  hut  stay  a  little,  Moll :  prythee^ 
Moll,  thou  knowtjst  my  father  has  wrougeJ  him ; 
make  him  amends,  atul  many  him 

Moll.  Sweet  Master  Spendall,  spare  your  husy 
breath  ;  I  must  have  a  wise  man,  or  eli*e  none, 

Alex.  Ami  is  not  \w  n  wise  man  ? 

MuLU  No. 

Alex.  Why? 

MoLJL  Because  he  keeps  a  fool  company. 

Alex.  Why,  you  are  now  in  s  company. 

Moll.  But  birds  of  a  feather  will  fly  together ; 
and  you  and  he  are  seldom  asunder. 

Alex.  Why,  yoti  youn^  witch,  call  your  elder 
brother  fool !  But  go  thy  ways,  and  keep  thy 
matdetdiead  till  it  grow  more  deservedly  despised 
than  are  the  old  baee  boots  of  a  half-stewed  pan- 
der :  lead  a  Welsh  morris  with  the  apes  in  hell 
amongst  the  little  devils ;  orj  when  thou  shall  lie 
sighing  by  the  side  of  some  rich  fool,  remember, 
tbou  thing  of  thread  and  needles,  not  worth  three- 
j>ence  halfpenny. 

Moll.  Too  late,  I  fear ;  I  ha'  been  too  coy, 
[^fftf/ef.]    You  are  to  be  married  then,  sir? 

Akc,  I  am  indeed,  sweet  mistress,  to  a  maid 
Of  excellent  parentage,  breeding,  and  beauty, 

Alex.  I  ha*  thought  of  such  musicians  for  thee  i 

Anc.  But  let  it  not,  be  any  way  distasteful  unto 
you,  that  thus  I  tried  you  ;  for  your  Irrother  per- 
suaded me  to  pretend  to  love  you^  that  he  might 
perceive  how  your  mind  stood  to  marriage,  in  that, 
as  1  iruess,  he  has  a  husbanil  kept  in  store  for  you. 

Alex.  Av,  I  have  proviilfd  a  lmslmn<l  for  thee, 
Moll 

Mull.  But  Til  have  no  husband  o(  your  provid- 
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ing;  for,  alas!  now  I  shall  have  the  old  mail, 
whether  I  will  or  no. 

Alex.  I  have  such  a  stripling  for  thee,  he  wants 
one  eye,  and  is  crooked-legged ;  but  that  was  broke 
at  football. 

Anc.  Alas  !  we  cannot  mould  men,  you  know. 

Alex.  He's  rich,  he's  rich,  Moll. 

Moll.  I  hate  him  and  his  riches.  Good  sir, 
are  you  to  be  married  in  earnest  ? 

Alex.  In  earnest !  Why,  do  you  think  men 
marry,  as  fencers  sometimes  fight,  in  jest  ?  Shall 
I  show  her  Mistress  Elizabeth's  letter  I  snatched 
from  thee  1  [  7'o  Ancient.] 

Anc.  Not,  and  thou  lovest  me. 

Moll.  Good  brother,  let  me  see  it;  sweet 
brother,  dainty  brother,  honey  brother. 

Alex.  No  indeed,  you  shall  not  see  it,  sweet 
sister,  dainty  sister,  honey  sister. 

Moll.  O  good  sir,  since  so  long  time  I  have 
loved  you,  let  me  not  die  for  your  sake. 

Alex.  The  tide  turns.  [Aside.] 

Anc.  Long  time  loved  me  ! 

Moll.  Long  ere  you  went  to  sea,  I  did. 
I  have  lov'd  you  very  long  with  all  my  heart. 

Alex.  Think  of  Bess,  think  of  Bess ;  'tis  the 
better  match. 

MoLU  You  wicked  brother !  Indeed  I  love  you 
better  than  all  the  Besses  in  the  world ;  and  if  to- 
night I  shift  not  into  better  fortunes,  tOrmorrow  I 
am  made  the  miserablest  wife  marriage  and  misery 
can  produce. 

Alex.  Is't possible? 

Moll.  Alas,  sir  !  I  am  to  marry  an  old  man — a 
very  old  man,  trust  me.    I  was  strjinge^  in  the 


*  i.e.,  Shy,  coy.  See  note  to  *•  Cymbeline,"  act  i.  8C.  7, 
edit.  1778. — ^^tccvens. 
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nice  timorous  temper  of  a  maid  :  I  know  'iii 
against  our  &ex  to  say  we  loire ;  but  rather  than 
match  with  sixty  and  ten,  tliree^core  and  ten 
tinier  I  would  tall  you  so^  antl  tell  them  ten  times 
over,  too*  Truth  lovea  not  virtue  with  more  of 
virttious  truth  than  I  do  you ;  and  wonnot  you 
love  me  then  t  [  Weept. 

Anc,  And  lie  with  thee  too,  by  this  hand, 
wench.  Comej  let  m  have  fair  weather ;  thou  art 
mine,  and  I  am  thine  ;  there'a  an  end  o'  th'  busi- 
neaa.    This  was  but  a  trick,  there^s  the  projector- 

Moll.  0,  you're  a  sweet  brother  ! 

Alex.  And  now  ihou'rt  my  sweet  sister.  I 
know  the  old  man*8  gone  to  meet  with  an  old 
wench  that  will  meet  with  him,*  or  Jarvis  has  no 
juice  in  his  brains;  ami  wliih^  I,  i'  th*  meantime, 
set  another  wheel  agoing  at  the  widow's,  do  thou 
aoon — about  ten,  for  *tis  to  be  very  conveinently 
dark — meet  this  gentleman  at  the  Nag's  Head 
comer,  just  against  Leadenhalh  We  lie  in  Lime 
Stmet ;  thither  he  shall  carry  thee,  accommodate 
thee  daintily  all  night  with  Mistress  Dorothy,  and 
maiTj  i'  til*  morning  very  methodically. 

Moll.  But  I  have  the  charge  of  my  father's 
keys,  where  all  his  writings  lie. 

Anc.  How  all  things  jump  in  a  just  equiva- 
lency, 

To  keep  thee  from  the  thing  of  threescore  and  ten  I 
Didst  thou  not  see  my  moi  tgage  lately  there  t 
M0LI4.  Stay,  stay, 

Alex.  A  white  devd  with  a  red  f oat-tail  in  a 
black  box,  [y(#7Jif.] 
Moll.  But  yosterday  my  father  showed  it  me, 


'  I.e.,  B«  etrtn  with  him-  The  phro^  occurs  in  Shakes- 
penra^H  "Miicb  Ado  about  Nothing/'  net  t.  »c.  1.    See  nute 
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and  swears,  if  I  pleased  him  well,  it  should  servo 
to  jump^  out  my  portion. 

Anc.  Prove  thine  old  dad  a  prophet ;  bring  it 
with  thee,  wench. 

Moll.  But  now,  at'^  parting,  he  charged  me  to 
have  a  care  to  that  as  to  my  maidenhead. 

Alex.  Why,  if  he  have  thy  maidenliead  and  that 
into  the  bargain,  thy  charge  is  performed.  Away, 
get  thee  in,  forget  not  the  hour;  and  you  had 
better  fight  under  Ancient  Young's  colours  than 
the  old  man*s  standard  of  sixty  and  ten. 

Anc'  Kemember  this,  mad-brain !  [Exeunt, 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  1. 

E7Uer  Sue,  Tim,  Captain,  and  Mistress  Coote. 

Tim.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  grandmother !  I'll  tell  thee  the 
best  jest. 
Sue.  Prythee,  chick. 

Mis.  Coote.  Jest,  quothaM  Here  will  be  jest- 
ing of  all  sides,  I  think,  if  Jarvis  keep  his  word. 

Tim.  Sirrah,  whilst  thou  wert  sent  for  into  the 
next  room,  up  came  our  second  course ;  amongst 
others,  in  a  dish  of  blackbirds,  there  lay  one  that 
I  swore  was  a  woodcock :  you  were  at  table, 
captain  ? 

Capt.  That  I  was,  and  our  brave  mad  crew, 
which  for  my  sake  you  are  pleased  to  make 
welcome. 


*  Jump  is  the  word  in  the  4*  though  altered  in  the  edit, 
of  1780  without  notice  to  eke.  MoU  only  re{>eat8  the  term 
used  by  the  Ancient  just  before — 

"  now  all  things  jump  in  a  Just  eqalralencj." 

-^Collier. 

*  [Old  copy  gives  this  speech  to  Moll.] 
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Tim.  Pbh,  we'll  liave  as  many  mor«  to-morrow 
night ;  hut  still  I  swore  ^twaa  a  woodcock ;  she 
swore  'twas  a  blackbird ;  now  who  shall  we  he 
tried  by  but  Serjeant  Sliceman,  Captain  Carvegut's 
con 8 in  here  1  a  triHing  wgger,  a  matter  of  the 
reckoning  was  laid  ;  the  serji*ant  swore  -twas  a 
blackbird.  I  presently  paid  the  reckoning,  and 
she  clapped  the  breast  presently,  and  swore  'twas 
a  wooilcockj  as  if  any  other  would  pass  after  the 
reckoning  was  paid. 

Mis.  Coom  This  was  a  pretty  one,  I  protest. 

Tim,  Mailu  ^ure  l>efore  such  a  mad  crew  of  wit- 
nesses, sirrah.    Grannum,  alt^s  agreed^  Sue's  

Sue,  Ay,  you  may  see  how  you  men  can  be- 
tray poor  mahls. 

Enttr  LtEUTENANT- 

Lieut,  Bo  you  hear,  corporal  I  yonder^s  Serjeant 
Sliceraan,  and  the  brave  crew  that  supped  with  us* 
have  called  for  three  or  four  gallons  of  wine,  and 
are  offering  money. 

Tim,  How !  prythee,  grannum,  look  to  Dab  : 
do  you  two  but  hold  tliem  in  talk,  whilst  1  steal 
down  and  pay  the  reckoning, 

LiETTT.  Do't  daintily  ;  they'll  stay  all  night 

TiAL  Tbat*s  it  1  woul<l  have,  man  :  well  make 
them  all  drunk  ;  they'll  never  leave  us  else,  and 
still  as  it  comes  to  a  crown ^  Til  steal  down  and 
pay  it  in  spite  of  their  teetij.  Remeinlier,  there- 
fore, that  ye  make  them  all  drunk  ;  but  be  sure 
you  keep  me  sober  to  pay  the  reckonings. 

Omnes.  Agreed,  agreed* 

Mrs.  CooTE.  O  Jarvis,  Jarvis,  how  I  long  till  I 
see  thee  !  [ExmtU, 
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Enter  MoiX  BLOODHOUND,  and  SiM  with  a  leUei\ 

Moll.  There  we  raust  meet  soon,  and  be 
married  to-morrow  morning,  Sim :  is*t  not  a  mad 
brother  ? 

Sim.  Yes,  and  I  can  tell  you  news  of  a  mad  lover. 

Moll.  What  is  he,  in  the  name  of  Cupid  f 

Sim.  Why,  one  Master  Kandalls,  a  Welshman  : 
I  have  had  such  a  fit  with  him ;  he  says  he  was 
wished  ^  to  a  very  wealthy  widow  ;  but  of  you  he 
has  heard  such  histories,  that  he  will  marry  you, 
though  he  never  saw  you  ;  and  that  the  parboiled 
^tna  of  his  bosom  might  be  quenched  by  the 
consequent  pastime  in  the  Prittish  flames  of  his 
Prittish  plood,  he  salutes  you  with  that  love-letter. 

Moll.  This  is  a  mad  lover,  indeed ;  prythee, 
read  it. 

Sim.  Mass,  h'  has  writ  it  in  the  Welsh-English  ; 
we  had  been  spoiled  else  for  want  of  an  interpreter. 
But  thus  he  begins  : — Misireas  Maries — 

Moll.  He  makes  two  Maries  serve  one  mistress. 

Sim.  Ever  while  you  live,  'tis  your  first  rule  in 
Welsh  grammars — * 

Tfiat  hur  forsake  widows,  and  take  maids,  taas  no 
great  wonder,  for  sentlemen  ever  love  the  first  ait. 

Moll.  But  not  o'  th'  coxcomb ;  he  should  have 
put  in  that. 

Sim.  The  coxcomb  follows  by  consequence,  mark 
else. 

/  Randall  Crack,  of  Garmarden,  do  love  thee  Mat*y 
Plooilhoti^uls,  of  Iloundsditch,  dwelling  near  Aldgate, 
and  Pishop^s-gate,  fust  as  between  hawk  and  buzzard. 


*  I.e.,  Recommended. 

•  Ever  while  you  livCf  Hit  your  first  rule  in  Wetsh 
grammartf  which  is  clearly  a  reply  to  MolPs  remark,  has 
been  hitherto  very  absurdly  made  a  part  of  Randaira  letter, 
which  begius  only  at  Thai  hur  fortakej  &c. 

VOL.  XIIL  E 


A  MATCH  AT  MIDNIGHT. 


MoU^  He  makes  an  indifferent  wooing. 

Sim.  a  mJ  ikfit  hmr  bjft9  Maria  «o  fmouMtroms^  fti 
tterer  mitt  her^  ftas  hecnuM  kmr  kear  kmr  tm  a/l 
socifti^s  JO  /erf/  nUnm^mdj^  eumwumdeU^  bmt  wpeciaUff 
h^f*/rt  one  Mofter  c*»m9*ab(et  of  kmr  paritk^ 

wko  wtndi  kmnelf  kalf  fojrtd  bf  gwearimg  hf  ike  wums, 
ikat  Maries  weomld  be  motutroui  ffood  mumriaget  /or 
Jiandalis, 

Moll.  Master  Bust,  it  seems,  was  not  idk. 

Sim.  1/  Maries  earn  love  a  Pritaim  of  ike  picod  of 
Caiiwali<uier^  trAic4  CadwallaJer  was  Frmfs  great 
granil/aiher,  RandaUs  was  come  im  proper  permms, 
pring  rouml  nliinas  im  kmr  prjdxt*^  oH  faikn^s  goad- 
wilL  and  po  to  sknrck  a  Snrndag  witk  a  ukole  domem 
of  Welsk  karps  be/ore  kmr.  So  kmr  rest  kmr  eosutoMt 
Upffrs, 

R'Xmdall  WUUam  ap  Tkcmaf,  ap  Tetry^  ap 
Roberta  ap  Riee^  ap  Skfferf,  Crack, 
Moll.  Fie  !  what  shall  I  do  with  all  them  t 
Sl3L  Wliy,  he  said  these  aU  rest  toot  constant 
]oT«-rs,  whereof,  for  manners'-sake,  he  puts  himself 
in  the  first  place    He  will  call  here  presently ; 
will  TOO  answer  him  bv  letter  or  word  of  month  t 
Moll.  Troth,  neither  of  either,  so  let  him 
nnderstand 

Sim.  Will  ye  not  answer  the  love-sick  gentle- 
man ? 

MoUL  If  he  be  sick  with  the  lore  of  me, 
prythee,  tell  him  I  cannot  endure  him  :  let  him 
make  a  virtue  of  necessitv,  and  applv  mv  hate  for's 
health.  '  '    '  [£riL 

Sim,  Ay.  but  I'll  have  more  care  of  the  gentle- 
man, I  warrant  you  :  if  I  do  not  make  myself 
meny,  and  startle  your  midnight  meeting,  say 


were  both  head-men  of  hi^  pansh. 
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Enter  Randall. 

Ran.  Farewell  widows  jyravfy  her  sail  no  Ran- 
dails  have. 
Widows  was  very  full  of  toiles  ; 
Mary  PloodJiounds  now,  Uandidls  make  a 
vow, 

Was  run  for  Moll  a  couple  of  miles. 
Honest  SimkiDS,  what  said  Maries  to  Randall's 
letters  ? 

Sim.  You're  a  madman. 

Ran.  Augh,  hur  was  very  glad  hur  was  mad. 

Sim.  The  old  man  has  money  enough  for  her ; 
and  if  you  marry  her,  as,  if  her  project  take,  you 
may,  she'll  make  you  more  than  a  man. 

Ran.  More  than  mans  !  what's  that  1 

Sim.  Troth,  cannot  you  tell  that?  this  is  the 
truth  on't ;  she  would  be  married  to-morrow  to 
one  Ancient  Young,  a  fellow  she  cannot  endure  : 
now,  she  says,  if  you  could  meet  her  privately 
to-night,  between  ten  and  eleven,  just  at  the  great 
cross- way  by  the  Nag's  Head  tavern  at  Leadenliall. 

Ran.  Was  high-high  pump,  there,  as  her  turn 
in  Graces  Street  ?  ' 

Sim.  There's  the  very  place.  Now,  because  you 
come  the  welcomest  man  in  the  world  to  hinder 
the  match  against  her  mind  with  the  Ancient, 
there  she  will  meet  you,  go  with  you  to  your 
lodging,  lie  there  all  night,  and  be  married  to  you 
i'  th'  morning  at  the  Tower,  as  soon  as  you  shall 
please. 

Ran.  By  cat,  hur  will  go  and  prepare  priests 
presently.  Look  you,  Simkins,  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  round  sillings  for  hur,  hur  was  very  lucky 
sillings,  for  came  to  Randalls  shust  for  all  the 
world  as  fortune  was  come  to  fool :  tell  Maries  hur 


as 


will  meet  Imr^  hiir  watrant  hiir  ;  make  irmtiy  puppy 
fools  of  AiicienU,  iiuil  lovo  her  veiy  nionstroualy, 

Hjm  Ila,  ha,  ha  t  so,  so  ;  this  midnight  match 
sliall  mine  ;  she  told  me  she  was  to  meet  tho 
Anciuut  there,  111  be  sure  the  Ancient  shall 
meet  him  there  ;  so  I  shall  lie  abed  and  laugh,  to 
thinkf  if  lie  meet  her*  there,  how"  &he  will  l)e 
startW  ;  and  if  the  Aneieut  meet  him  there,  how 
he  will  l:ie  ciidgollcd.  Beware  jour  ribs,  H^iater 
Randall.  [E^, 

Enter  OLD  BLOODnoUND, 

Blood.  I  wonder  where  this  young  ro^c  Bpends 
the  day.  I  hear  he  lias  received  my  hundred 
marks  and  my  ail  vantage  with  it ;  and,  it  may  he, 
he  went  home  since  1  went  out,  Jarvia  was  with 
me  ljut  even  now,  and  bid  ine  watch,  and  narrowly^ 
for  fear  of  some  of  my  rival  spies,  for  I  know  she 
has  many  wealthy  euitorg.  All  love  money*  This 
Jarvis  is  most  neat  in  a  love  business,  and,  when 
we  are  mamed  (because  m^my  months,  much  meat), 
1  will  requite  his  conrtesy,  and  turn  him  away : 
the  widow's  ail  I  look  for.  Nay,  let  her  fling  to 
see  I  have  her  possessions ;  thei-e's  a  saw  fur't— 

There  »  thriving  hi  mvh^  :  fm"  iphm  we  bmy 
Wifes      haif-dotefu^  (hf  monty  makes  metT^, 

O  money,  money,  money  I  I  will  build  thee 
An  altar  on  my  heart,  and  offer  thee 
My  niomin^^  longings  and  my  evening  wishes, 
Andj  hadst  thou  life,  kill  thee  with  covetous  kisses. 

Enter  John  atul  Jabvls* 
John,  But  now,  and  she  speak,  she  spoils  all ; 
or  if  he  call  her  by  my  mistress's  name,  hast  thou 
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not  tricks  to  enjoin  them  both  to  silence,  till  they 
come  sure ) 

Jar.  Phaw  !  that's  a  stale  one :  she  shall  speak 
to  him  in  her  own  accent ;  he  shall  call  her  by  her 
own  name,  leaving  out  the  bawd,  yet  she  shall  vio- 
lently believe  he  loves  her,  and  he  shall  confidently 
lielieve  the  same  which  he  requires,  and  she  but 
present  %    Fall  off ;  she  comes. 

EfUtr  Mistress  Coote. 
Mis.  Coote.  Jarvis  I 

Jar.  Here  I  have  discovered  him  ;  'tis  he,  by  his 
coughs.  Kemember  your  instructions,  and  use  few 
words  ;  say,  though  till  night  you  knew  it  not,  you 
will  be  married  early  in  the  morning,  to  prevent  a 
vintner's  widow  that  lays  claim  to  him. 

Blood.  Jarvis! 

Jar.  Good  old  man,  I  know  him  by  his  tongue. 

Blood.  Is  she  come  ?    Is  she  come,  Jarvis  T 

Jar.  Ask  her  if  she  would  live,  sir.  She  walks 
aloof  yonder. 

Blood.  We  shall  cosen  all  her  wooers. 

Jar.  Nay,  amongst  all  of  you,  we'll  cosen  one 
great  one,  that  had  laid  a  pernicious  plot  this 
night,  with  a  cluster  of  his  roaring  friends,  to  sur- 
prise her,  carry  her  down  to  the  waterside,  pop 
her  in  at  Puddle-dock,^  and  carry  her  to  Graves- 
end  in  a  pair  of  oars. 

Blood.  What,  what  is  his  name,  I  prythee  ] 

Jar.  He's  a  knight  abounding  in  deeds  of 
charity ;  his  name  Sir  Nicholas  Nemo. 


*  On  the  banka  of  tho  river  Thames,  formerly  used  fur  a 
laystall  for  the  soil  of  the  streets,  and  much  frequented  by 
barges  and  lighters  for  taking  the  same  away  ;  also  for  land- 
ing corn  and  other  goods.  Stuwe'a  Survey,"  bk.  iii.,  p.  229, 
vol.  i.  edit.  1 720. 
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Br/X>D.  And  woaM  he  p«>p  her  in  at  Paddle- 
dock? 

Jar.  And  lie  conld  but  get  her  donn  there. 

Br>x>D.  By  ray  troth,  we  shall  pop  him  £urij. 
Where  is  she  ?  where  is  she  f 

Jar.  Ha  !  do  you  not  perceive  a  fellow  walk  np 
and  down  mnffled  yonder  ? 

Blood.  Tiiere  is  something  walks. 

Jab.  That  fellow  has  doggal  us  all  the  way,  and 
I  fear  all  is  frustrate. 

Bl/>^D.  Not,  T  hope,  man. 

Mi«.  CooTE.  This  it  is  to  be  in  lore ;  if  I  do  not 
dwimlle  

Jab.  I  know  him  now. 

Bf/)OD.  Tig  none  of  Sir  Nicholas'  spies,  is't  ? 

Jab.  He  serves  hiuL 

Bf/KJD.  He  wonnot  munler  me,  will  he  f 

Jar.  He  shall  not  touch  you  :  only,  I  remember, 
this  afternoon  this  fellow,  by  what  he  had  gathered 
by  eaves^lropping.  or  by  frequent  observation, 
aske^l  me  f»rivately  if  there  were  no  meeting 
lietwixt  you  and  my  mistress  to-night  in  this  place, 
for  a  widow,  he  said,  he  knew  you  were  to 
meet. 

BuiOD.  GooiL 

Jab.  Now  I  hanclsomely  threw  dust  in's  eyes, 
and  yet  kept  the  plot  swift  afoot  too.  I  told  him 
yon  were  here  to  meet  a  widow  too,  whom  you  long 
love^l,  but  would  not  let  her  know't  till  this  after- 
noon, naming  to  him  one  of  my  aunts,^  a  widow  by 
FIeet-<litch-  Her  name  is  Mistress  Gray,  and  keeps 
divers  gentlewomen  lodgers. 

TjIXXjI).  Good  again. 


1  [The  cant  raeaDiDg  of  aunt  at  that  time  was  procuress. 
8^  Djce's  MidaietoD,  i.  414.  The  word  in  this  acceptation 
U  not  unusual.] 
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Jar.  To  tarn  the  scent  then,  and  to  che^t  inqui- 
sition the  more  ingeniously  

Blood.  And  to  bob  Sir  Nicholas  most  neatly. 

Jar.  Be  sure,  all  this  night,  in  the  hearing  of 
any  that  you  shall  but  suspect  to  be  within  hear- 
ing, to  c^  her  nothing  but  Mistress  Coote. 

Blood.  Or  Widow  Coote. 

jAii.  Yes,  you  may  put  her  in  so ;  but  be  sure 
you  cohere  in  every  particle  with  the  precedent 
fallacy,  as  that  you  Lave  loved  her  long,  though 
till  this  day — and  so  as  I  did  demonstrate. 

Blood.  But  how  an'  she  should  say  she  is  not 
Widow  Coote,  and  that  she  knows  no  such  woman, 
and  so  spoil  all  ? 

Jar.  Trust  that  with  her  wit  and  my  instruc- 
tions. We  suspected  a  spy,  and  therefore  she  will 
change  her  voice. 

Blood.  Thou  hast  a  delicate  mistress  of  her. 

Jar.  One  thing  more,  and  you  meet  presently. 
Mine  aunt  has  had  nine  husbands  ;  tell  her  you'll 
hazard  a  limb,  and  make  the  tenth. 

Blood.  Prythee,  let  me  alone ;  and  Sir  Nicho- 
las were  here  himself,  he  should  swear  'twere  thine 
aunt. 

Jar.  [To  Mistress  Coote.]  Go  forwards 
towards  nim ;  be  not  too  full  of  prattle,  but  make 
use  of  your  instructions. 

Blood.  Who's  there  ?  Widow  Coote  ? 

Mis.  Coote.  Master  Bloodhound,  as  I  take  it. 

Blood.  She  changes  her  voice  bravely.  1  must 
tell  thee,  true  widow,  I  have  loved  thee  a  long 
time  (look  how  the  rogue  looks !),  but  had  never 
the  wit  to  let  thee  know  it  till  to-day. 

Mis.  Coote.  So  I  was  given  to  understand, 
sir. 

Jar.  Is't  not  a  fool  finely  1  [AsicU. 
John.  Handsome,  by  this  hand. 


Blood.  I  like  lliy  dwelling  well  upon  the  Fleet- 
ilitclh 

Mis.  Coote,  A  pretty  wliolesome  air,  sir^  in  the 
gummer-time. 

Blood*, Who  would  think  'twere  she^  Jirvisi 

Jar.  I  told  ye  she  was  t^t^>^ed.  [Aside.] 

Blood.  111  home  with  ber  presently ;  some 
Biays  up  in  the  dark. 

Jar.  Fool !  and  he  have  any  private  discourse 
with  her,  they  discover  themselves  one  to  another, 
and  so  spoil  the  plot.  No  triek  ]  iio^  by  no  means, 
sir,  hassard  your  person  with  her ;  the  hold  rogne 
may  come  up  close,  so  discover  her  to  be  my  mis- 
tress, an<l  recover  her  with  much  danger  to  you* 

Blood.  He  has  got  a  dagger. 

Jak.  And  a  sword  six  foot  in  length.  Til  carry 
her  home  for  you,  therefore  [let]  not  a  light  be 
stirring.  For  1  know  your  rivals  will  watch  your 
house.  Sim  shall  show  ua  the  chamber,  well  con* 
duct  lior  up  i*  th'  dark,  shut  the  door  to  herahove, 
and  presently  come  down  and  let  you  in  below* 

Blood.  There  was  never  such  a  Jarvis  heard  of. 
Bid  Sim  to  he  careful ;  by  the  same  token,  I  told 
him  he  should  feed  to-morrow  for  all  the  week 
after.  Good  night.  Widow  Coote ;  my  man 
stayeth  up;  we  will  hob  Sir  Nicholas  bravely. 
Good  night,  sweet  Widow  Coote  j  I  do  hut  seem 
to  part ;  we*  11  meet  at  home,  wench.  [ExH. 

Mis.  Coote.  Adieu,  my  sweet  dear  heart. 

Jab.  Go  you  with  me.  So,  m.  Til  cage  thk 
cuckoo. 

And  then  for  my  young  madcap  ;  if  all  hit  rightj 
This  morning's  mirth  shall  crown  the  craft  o'  th' 

night. 
Fallow  me  warily. 

Mis.  Coote.  1  warrant  thee.  Jar  vis ,  let  me  alone 
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to  right  myself  into  the  garb  of  a  lady.  O,  strange ! 
to  see  how  dreams  fall  by  contraries ;  I  shall  be 
coached  to-morrow,  and  yet  last  night  dreamed  1 
was  carted.  Pry  thee,  keep  a  little  state  ;  go,  Jar- 
Yi&  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Randall.  [Midniglu.] 

Ran.  Was  fery  exceeding  dark,  but  here  is  high 
pumps,  sure,  here  is  two  couple  of  cross-ways,  and 
there  was  the  street  where  Grace  dwells.  One 
hundred  pound  in  mornings  in  round  shillings,  and 


dall's  fortunes  comes  tumbling  in  like  lawyers'  fees, 
huddle  upon  huddle. 


Moll.  0  sweet  Ancient,  keep  thy  word  and  win 
my  heart.  They  say  a  moonsliine  night  is  good  to 
run  away  with  another  man's  wife ;  but  I  am  sure 
a  dark  night  is  best  to  steal  away  my  father's 
daughter. 

Ran.  Mary. 

Moll.  0,  are  you  come,  sir  ?  there's  a  box  of 
land  and  livings,  I  know  not  what  you  call  it. 

Ran.  Lands  and  livings  ? 

Moll.  Nay,  nay ;  and  we  talk,  we  are  undone. 
Do  you  not  see  the  watch  coming  up  Gracious 
Street  yonder?  This  cross-way  was  the  worst 
plaice  we  could  have  met  at ;  but  that  is  yours, 
and  I  am  yours ;  but,  good* sir,  do  not  blame  me, 
that  I  so  suddenly  yielded  to  your  love ;  alas  !  you 
know  what  a  match  on't  I  should  have  to-morrow 
else. 

Ran.  Hur  means  the  scurvy  Ancient.  [Aside, 


and  then —   Alas,  I  am  undone !  the  watch  are 


Ran- 


Ejiter  Moll. 
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liartl  upon  ;  go  you  back  throii^^h  Cornhill,  111 
nm  rouitd  alxmt  the  'Change  by  thi^  Chiirth 
Comer,  down  Catcaton  Street,  athI  me&t  you 
at  Bartkolonicw  L#ane  enci,  [I^xii. 

liAN.  Cat*s  Street  was  call  liiir  ?  fturt*  R*uitlalb 
was  wraptwd  m['sj  ^  mother's  sraoek, 

i;'/if<fr*  CoKJ^TABtE  ami  Watctij. 

Con.  Keep  &fcmight  tow  arils  Rishops^te  :  Fin 
deCLTjved  if  1  he^xl  not  someboiiy  run  tlmt  way, 

Eti(^  Maid  leilh  a  haTuibor^ 

Watch.  Stay,  sir ;  her's  somebody  come  fi-om 
Ald^te  Ward  I 

Maid.  Alfia !  I  sliall  be  hangeii  for  staying  m 
Ion;:  foi*  this  cuff. 

Watch.  Come  before  the  constable  here. 

Mai  d<  Le  t  the  constable  come  be  tore  me,  and 
lie  ple4ise. 

Con.  How  now  1  where  ha'  you  been,  pray, 
dame,  ha ! 

Maid.  For  my  mistresses  ruff  at  ber  sempstress', 
sir;  she  must  needs  it  to-morrow,  and  that 
maile  me  stay  till  it  was  done. 

Con.  Pray,  wlio's  your  mistress  1  where  dwell 
youl 

Maid,  With  one  Mistress  Wa^,  m  BlackfnarSj 
next  to  the  sign  of  the  Feathers  and  the  Fool,  sir. 
Con.  0,  I  know  her  very  well ;  make  haste 


>  f9e4S  HftiUtt'B  «  Proverbs,"  1 869*  p.  1 10.  To  be  wrapped 
iVi  hiM  mai/nar't  smfiCk  ia  a,  «jixf>nym  for  good  fortuue.] 

*  In  til e  4*^  it  ruQS  Enter  Ch^mbrmmid^  Ifiif/k  uitit  ct  hand' 
ifox:  probably  Hiigl>,  thrmpli  Uo  aaya  nothing,  curried  the 
for  the  uiatd.    Mr  Head  tun^lo  ihe  cLmpgLv — CW^ter. 
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home ;  'tis  late.  Come,  come,  let's  back  to  Grace- 
church  j  all's  well,  airs  well  [Exeunt. 

Enter  severally,  ANCIENT  and  MOLL. 

Anc.  I  'scaped  the  watch  at  Bishopsgate  with 
ease :  there  is  somebody  turning  down  the  church 
comer  towards  the  Exchange  ;  it  may  be  Mistress 
Mary. 

Moll.  Ancient! 

Anc.  Yes. 

Moll.  Are  you  here  again  t  you  have  nimbly 
followed  me  :  what  said  the  watch  to  you  ? 

Anc.  I  passed  them  easily;  the  gates  are  but 
now  shut  in. 

Moll.  As  we  go,  111  tell  thee  such  a  tale  of  a 
Welsh  wooer  and  a  lamentable  love-letter. 

Anc.  Yes,  Sim  told  me  of  such  a  rat,  and  where 
he  lodges  :  I  thought  I  should  have  met  him  here. 

Moll.  Here  ?  out  upon  him  !  But  the  watches 
walk  their  station,  and  in  few  words  is  safety.  I 
hope  you  will  play  fair,  and  lodge  me  with  the 
maid  you  told  me  of. 

Anc.  She  stays  up  for  us,  wench :  in  the  word 
of  a  gentleman,  all  shall  be  fair  and  civil 

Moll.  I  believe  you.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  at  several  doors,  RANDALL  and  Maid. 

Ran.  Sounds,  was  another  fire-drake  ^  walk  in 
shange,  we'll  run  pack ;  was  Maries  have  saved 
her  labours,  and  was  come  after  Randalls.  Maries, 
was  Randall,  that  loves  hur  mightily  Maries. 

Maid.  Master  Randall. 


^  See  note  to  **  The  Miseries  of  Enforced  Marriage,"  fix. 
572.] 


T6  A  MAT1!II  AT  MlDNiliUT. 

Rap*.  Huw  did  watch  let  lier  go  to  Grace's  Street  1 
Maid.  They  know  mcj  and  k^t  uie  pass. 
Kan.  Well  now  hur  uiiderstaudjs  Maries  laves 
Hand  fills  so  mighty  deal. 
MAtB.  If  Joha  have  not  told  him,  I'll  be  banged. 

[A  tide.] 

Ran.  Maries  eball  go  with  Randalls  to  lodgings, 
and  that  hur  fatlier  work  no  divorcements^  he  will 
lie  witb  her  all  to-night»  aikd  marry  her  betimes 
next  morning ;  meantime,  hur  will  moke  lands 
and  livings  fast, 

Maid,  Howt  father!  this  is  a  nuBtake  sure^ 
andj  to  fashion  it  fit  for  mine  own  following,  I 
will  botli  question  and  answer  in  ambiguities  that 
if  he  m^^  me  one  way,  I  may  make  myself  good 
th'  other ;  and  as  he  shall  discover  himself,  111 
pursue  the  conceit  aecorilingly.  [Jj^Vfc.]  But 
will  ye  not  deceive  tne  t  maids  ^  are  many  men^s 
almanacs  ;  the  dates  of  your  dt^sirea  out,  we  serve 
for  nothing  but  to  light  tolwicco, 

Kan>  I f  lUmdali  faUt  (o  Maiits  pmt^^ 
7'/w7*  let  nui  J  far  its  Handalh  love : 
For  RandaUs  tmiff  m  trur  tr^  Jove, 
Aiid  Maricti  wa*  knr  jttp. 
If  RandalU  wwf  nrd  Prkain  hmii. 
Let  Marifts  RandtdU  jirow  adorns 
And  let  fitt'  tjive  a  foul  0teat  fmm 
To  Handalh. 

Htir  wdl  love  hur  creat  deal  of  much,  hur  warrant 
hur. 

Ma  ID-  And  *ti8  but  venturing  a  mai<lenheail  ;  if 
the  worst  come  to  the  wei'st,  it  may  eome  back 
with  advautiige.  [Exeunt, 


^  [Old  eopy,  man^  mnd§.] 
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Enter  in  her  night-clothes,  as  going  to  bed,  WiDOW 
and  Maid. 

WiD.  Is  not  Mary  come  home  yet  ? 
Maid.  No,  forsooth. 

WiD.  'Tis  a  fine  time  of  night,  I  shall  thank  her 
for't:  'tis  past  eleven,  I  am  sure.  Fetch  the 
prayer-book  lit  s  within  upon  my  bed. 

Maid.  Yes,  forsooth.  [Exit. 

WiD.  I  wonder  what  this  gentleman  should  be 
that  catched  me  so  like  Jarvis:  he  said  he  has 
fitted  old  Bloodhound  according  to  his  quality; 
but  I  must  not  let  him  dally  too  long  upon  my 
daily  company :  lust  is  a  hand-wolf,  who  with 
daily  feeding,  one  time  or  other,  takes  a  sudden 
start  upon  his  benefactor. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  0  mistress,  mistress  ! 

WiD.  What's  the  matter,  wench  1 

Maid.  A  man,  a  man  under  your  bed,  mistress. 

WiD.  A  man !  what  man  ? 

Maid.  A  neat  man,  a  proper  man,  a  well- 
favoured  man,  a  handsome  man. 

WiD.  Call  up  John  :  where's  Jarvis? 

Maid.  Alas !  I  had  no  power  to  speak  ;  his 
very  looks  are  able  to  make  a  woman  stand  as 
still  as  a  miller's  horse,  when  he's  loading.  O, 
he  comes,  he  comes  !  [Exit. 

EtU€7'  Alexander. 

WiD.  How  came  you  hither,  sir  ?  how  got  you 
in  1 

Alex.  As  citizens'  wives  do  into  masques, 
whether  I  would  or  no.    Nay,  nay,  do  not  doubt 
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tliti  discrtitiaii  of  my  constitufcioji :  1  have  brougltt 
ne'er  a  groat  in  my  bosom  ;  ami,  by  tliis  band,  I 
lay  under  thy  bed  with  a  heart  as  honest  and  a 
blood  as  eold  as  Inul  my  sister  lain  at  top*  Will 
J  on  liave  me  y  et  I 

\Vm.  You're  a  very  rutle,  tiiicivil  fellow, 
Alkx*  Uncivil  !  and  lay  bo  tame  while  you  8*ft 
up  your  foot  ujwn  the  bed  to  untie  yottr  shoo  ! 
such  another  word,  I  will  uneivilise  that  injui'ed 
eivility  which  you  so  scurvily  slander,  and  reward 
you  with  an  umlecf*ncy  proportionable  to  your 
itnderfttaBdin|i:s,  Will  yon  have  me?  will  you 
marry  nie  J 

^Vm,  You  I  why,  tt^morrow  morning  I  am  to 
mari'ied  to  your  father, 

Alex.  AVhat,  to  sixty  ami  1  know  not  how 
mauy  ?  that  will  lie  by  your  side,  and  divide  the 
hours  with  eoughii^  tis  eocks  do  the  ni^^ht  by 
insitinct  of  nature. 

WfD.  And  provide  for  his  family  all  day. 

AL!i:x.  And  only  wish  well  to  a  fair  wife  all 
night, 

Ww.  And  keep's  i^reditall  day  in  all  companies* 
Alex.  And  discredit  himself  all  night  in  your 
company. 

WlD.  Fie,  fie  I  pray  quit  my  house,  sir. 

Alex.  Yours  ?  'tis  my  house. 

WiP.  Your  house  !  dnce  wheiil 

Alilx,  Even  since  I  was  begotten  ;  I  was  horn 
to*L  I  must  have  thee»  and  I  will  have  thee  ;  and 
this  house  is  niiiie,  and  none  of  thine. 

Eni^r  JauYis* 

Jar.  0  mistress,  the  saildest  accident  i'  th*  street 

yonder, 

WiD.  W I  lat  accident,  pry  thee  t 
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Jar.  You  must  jmrclon  my  boldness  in  coming 
into  your  bed-chaml)er :  there  is  a  gentleman 
slain  in  a  fray  at  the -door  yonder,  and  the  people 
won't  be  persuaded  but  that  he  that  did  it  took 
this  house.  There  is  a  constable,  churchwardens, 
and  all  the  head-men  of  the  parish  be  now  search- 
ing ;  and  they  say  they  will  come  up  hither  to 
your  bed-chamber,  but  they'll  find  him.  I'll  keep 
them  down  as  long  as  I  can ;  I  can  do  no  more 
than  I  can.  [Exit, 

WiD.  Are  not  you  the  murderer,  sir  ? 

Alex.  I  ha'  been  under  thy  bed,  by  this  hand, 
this  three  hours. 

WiD.  Pray,  get  you  down  then :  they  will  all 
come  up,  and  find  you  here  and  all,  and  what  will 
the  parish  think  then  ?    Pray  get  you  down. 

Alex.  No,  no,  no  ;  I  will  not  go  down,  now  T 
th  ink  on' t  [  Makes  h  ims^lf  unready.  * 

WiD.  Why,  what  do  you  mean  ;  you  will  not 
be  so  uncivil  to  unbrace  you  here  ? 

Alex.  By  these  buckles,  I  will,  and  what  will 
they  think  on't  

WiD.  Alas !  you  will  undo  me. 

Alex.  No,  no,  I  will  undo  myself,  look  ye. 

WiD.  Good  sir. 

Alex.  I  will  off  with  my  doublet  to  my  very 
shirt. 

Wro.  Pray,  sir,  have  more  care  of  a  woman's 
reputation. 

Alex.  Have  a  care  on't  thyself,  woman,  and 
marry  me  then.^ 


^  To  mnke  oiie'it-st'lf  unruidy  was  the  common  term  for 
undressing.  See  several  instances  in  Mr  Steevens's  note  on 
the  "  First  Part  of  King  Henry  VI.,"  act  u.  sc.  1. 

•  In  the  old  cojiy,  the  dialogue  is  here  confused,  what  is 
said  by  Alexander  being  given  to  the  widow,  and  what  is 
said  by  the  widow  to  Jarvis.— C"*o///>r. 
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WiD.  Should  they  come  up  and  see  this,  what 
could  they  think,  but  that  some  foul,  uncivil  act  of 
shame  had  this  night  stained  my  house  ?  and  as 
good  marry  him  as  my  name  lost  for  ever.  [i4*iVif.] 

Alex.  Will  you  have  me,  afore  t'other  sleeve 
goes  offt 

WiD.  Do,  hang  yourself ;  I  will  not  have  you — 
look,  look,  if  he  have  not  pulled  it  off  quite  :  why, 
you  wonnot  pull  off  your  boots  too,  will  you  ? 

Alex.  Breeches  and  all,  by  this  flesh. 

WiD.  What,  and  stand  naked  in  a  widow's 
chamber  1 

Alex.  As  naked  as  Grantham  steeple  or  the 
Strand  May-pole,  by  this  spur :  and  what  your 
grave  parishioners  will  think  on't  ? 

J AR.  Gentlemen,  pray  keep  down. 

WiD.  Alas!  they  are  at  the  stairs*  foot;  for 
heaven's  sake,  sir ! 

Alex.  Will  you  have  me  ] 

WiD.  mat  shall  I  do  ?  no. 

Alex.  This  is  the  last  time  of  asking ;  they 
come  up,  and  down  go  my  breeches.  Will  you 
have  me  ? 

WiD.  Ay,  a}',  ay,  alas !  and  your  breeches  go 
down,  I  am  undone  for  ever. 

Alex.  Why,  then,  kiss  me  upon't.  And  yet 
there's  no  cracking  your  credit :  Jarvis,  come  in, 
Jarvis. 

Enter  Jarvis. 

Jar.  I  have  kept  my  promise,  sir ;  )'ou'vc 
catched  the  old  one. 

WiD.  How,  catched?  is  there  nobody  l>elow, 
then  1 

Jar.  Nobody  but  John,  forsooth,  recovering  a 
tobacco  snuff,  that  departed  before  supper. 
WlU.  And  did  you  promise  this,  sir  ? 
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Jar.  a  woman  cannot  have  a  handsomer  cloud 
than  a  hair-brained  husband  :  I  will  be  your  coz, 
he  shall  be  my  cuckold.  [Aside, 

WiD.  I  love  you  for  your  art.  [Aside. 

Jar.  Gome,  come,  put  on,  sir ;  IVe  acquainted 
you  both  with  your  father's  intended  marriage.  V 
tW  morning  you  shall  certify  him  very  early  by 
letter  the  quality  of  your  fortunes,  and  return  to 
your  obedience ;  and  that  you  and  your  wife,  still 
concealing  the  parties,  will  attend  him  to  church. 
John  and  111  be  there  early,  as  commanded  by  my 
mistress,  to  discharge  our  attendance  :  about  goes 
the  plot,  out  comes  the  project,  and  there's  a 
wedding-dinner  dressed  to  your  hands. 

Alex.  As  pat  as  a  fat  heir  to  a  lean  shark ;  we 
shall  hunger  for't :  honest  Jarvis,  I  am  thy  bed- 
fellow to-night,  and  to-morrow  thy  master. 

Wn).  You're  a  fine  man  to  use  a  woman,  thus. 

Alex.  Pish  !  come,  come. 
Fine  men  must  use  fine  women  thus,  'tis  fit. 
Plain  truth  takes  maids,  widows  are  won  with 
wit. 

Jar.  You  shall  wear  horns  with  wisdom  ;  that 
is  in  your  pocket.  [JCxeiitU. 


ACT  v.,  SCENE  1. 

Enter  SiM  and  John,  passing  over  with  a  basin  of 
rosemary  ^  and  a  threat  Jiagon  vnth  loine. 

Sim.  Come,  John,  carry  your  hand  steadily ;  the 


**  Rosemary,"  as  Mr  Steevens  observes  (uote  to  **  Ham- 
let," act  iv.  sc.  5),  was  ancieutly  sup^iosed  to  strengtben 
the  memory  ;  and  was  not  only  carried  at  funerals,  but 
worn  at  weddings."  See  the  several  instances  tbere  quoted. 
Again,  in  Dekker*8  "  Wonderful  Yeiire,*'  1603  :  **  Ueere  is 
a  strange  alteration  ;  for  the  rasemarif  that  was  washt  lu 
VOL.  Xlll.  F 
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guests  ilrop  in  apaee^  do  not  let  your  wine  drop 

JOHK,  'Tis  as  I  told  thee  ;  Master  Alexander^ 
thy  mistress*  eldest  son  will  !>e  here* 

S[M,  lioee,  I  pray  burn  soiufi  pitch  i'  th'  par- 
loar^  'tis  goo*l  0|i;aii»Ht  ill  airs  ;  Master  Alexander 
will  be  hcrt^.  [Ex^runL 


Enttr  Old  Bloodhound  mid  Jarvisj. 

Blood.  I  am  up  before  you,  mn  Ear  lack.  Will 
Ancient  Yimng  lie  here  with  a  rich  wife  too  t 
Thy  TJijatress  is  not  stirring  yet,  sirrah.  I'll  hold 
my  life  the  baggjvg^e  clipped  to  thy  mistress;  there 
they  have  e'en  iockeil  the  door  to  them,  aud  are 


«weet  wwfcer  to  Mt  out  th«  briddl,  ia  tmw  wet  io  tejuvi 
funiiili  b^r  buri&ll" 

Ag>i&,  m  '*Tbe  Old  Law,"  act  ir.  ac  1  i  fi««yM, 
ttierv  will  b«  ebargea  saved ^  Um  \  tlie  e&me  rotcmanf  tb«i 
Mrres  for  th*  futieml  will  BRrve  for  the  wedding." 

And  in  **  Tlie  Fair  Qimrni?ll,"  aot  v,  m,  I— 

Tfttx,  Else  Jitt  Itiif  rmrmm'iu  Iwt  ** 

It  appejin  alno  to  bnve  beon  eu8t43miLrj  to  drink  wtne  at 
chureU,  imtaedmielT  ftft^t  tho  muTiage  oeremony  waa  pcr- 
foniiv^i.  So  ia  Dekker'a  Sfttir^^mMtix  ^ "  And,  P^ter, 
«h«ii  Wfl  at  dnirch,  bring  wint  mA  xa^m,**  At 
tbe  niArriAge  of  the  Elector  PuUtine  with  the  Priooeu 
Elix^b«tb,  dftugbter  of  Jainefi  the  Firat,  it  U  Si^id,  **\n  oon- 
ctinion.  a  joy  pmnoiiuc^d  hj  the  fcing  ind  queen,  aud 
Mconded  with  otingnvtaUtlaria  of  the  lofda  thi^re  pt^aeiat^ 
which  cwwnwi  with  draugUU  o-l  //Jpomi#,  out  of  ■  great 
gulden  Wwlo,  ftt  a  het&ltii  Ui  th«  piM«p«ritie  uf  the  tnKrrtag« 
(bfgsaa  bj  the  Priace  Pain dtie,  and  amwersd  by  the  Priiioeu}^ 
after  which  were  «erv«»il  up  \>y  lix  or  ieaven  biUHiii^  m  many 
W^wtei  filled  with  wafers,  ao  much  of  thai  worlto  vvka  con- 
MMial«.''— Finett'*  'VPbito)i«niV'         fol  IL 

»  low  ec^py,  nn'rj 
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tricking  up  one  another :  0  these  women  I  But 
this  rogue  Tim,  he  lay  out  to-night  too ;  hti  received 
my  hundred  mark,  and  (I  fear)  ie  murdered.  Truss, 
truss,  good  Jai'vis, 

Jar,  He  has  been  a-woomg^  sir,  and  has  fetched 
over  the  delieatest  young  virgin  !  Her  father  died 
but  a  week  since,  and  left  her  to  her  marriage 
five  thousand  pound  in  money  and  a  parcel  of 
land  worth  three  hundred  per  annum. 

Blood.  Nay,  imy,  'tis  like  ;  the  boy  had  ever  a 
captivating  tongue  to  take  a  woman.  O  excellent 
money,  excellent  money »  mistress  of  my  devotions  ! 
My  widow^s  estate  is  little  leas  too ;  and  then 
Sander— he  has  got  a  moneyed  woman  too  ;  there 
will  be  a  bulk  of  money,  Tim  is  puling,  I  may 
tell  thee»  one  that  by  nature's  course  cannot  live 
long:  t'other  a  midnight  surfeit  cuts  off:  then 
have  I  a  trick  to  cosen  both  their  widows,  and 
make'all  mine*  0  Jarvis,  what  a  moneyed  genera- 
tion shall  I  then  get  upon  thy  mietraas  1 

Jar,  a  very  virtuous  brood* 

Blood,  Hast  done  I 

Jak.  I  have  done,  sir. 

Blood.  Fll  in  and  get  some  music  for  thy  mis* 
tress,  to  quicken  her  this  morning  ;  and  then  ta 
church  in  earnest  When  'tis  done,  where  is  Sir 
Nicholas  Nemo  and  his  wards. ^ 

That  watch  so  for  her  ?   Ha^  ha,  ha  !  all's  mixed 

with  honey : 
I  have  mirth,  a  sweet  young  widow,  and  her 
money, 

0  that  sweet  saint,  call'd  Money  1  [BjffMrU. 


^  The  uld  copj^  remds  iSir  Niekafan  Nemo  aiui  his  w&rth^ 
but  the  Benae  fi«t;ma  ta  require  that  it  nhuulcl  be  ^tV 
Nkhida^  Nemo  and  kU  manttt  or  wmtcbmeu  or  a  pies.— 


\  M\n:n  at  Mifmif^trr. 


f'Jni^r  AhtxAjmRiL,  Widow,  Ancient,  Moll,  ami 
Sim, 

Anc.  Joy  1  ay,  and  a  himdretl  pound  &  year  iti 
%  black  box  to  the  bargain,  given  away  i'  th'  dark 
lant  night  to  we  know  not  who,  and  to  be  heanl 
of,  we  know  not  when.  *8foot,  an*  this  be  joy, 
would  we  had  a  handsome  slice  of  sorrow  to  season 
tU 

Aamx.  By  this  light,  'twas  strange, 

MoLU  Believe  uie,  sir,  I  tbouglit  I  bad  giyen  it 
ynu  :  he  that  took  it  called  me  by  my  narne^ 

Sim.  Did  he  speak  Welsh  or  English  ? 

Moll.  Ala^i  I  I  know  not ;  1  enjoined  him 
silence,  seeing  the  watch  coining,  who  parted  us, 

81 M.  If  this  were  not  Master  Randalls  of  Ban- 
dal!  Hall,  that  I  told  you  of,  I'll  be  flayed, 

Alex,  Be  masked,  and  withdraw  aw^le ;  here 
comeB  our  dad.  [ExmnL 

Knitr  Bl^DITOUND^  8IR  MaRMADUKE  MaKV^ 

iUNUH,  8111  Janus  Ambidexter,  ant/  Ma^tkr 

Blood*  Why,  Master  Busy,  asleep  as  thou 
gtand'»t,  man  % 

Some  horse  taught  him  that  ;  'tis  worth 
gwl-a-nuTi'y,* 

CuN,  I  watch  all  night,  1  protest,  sir  ;  the 
compters  pray  for  me  i  I  send  all  in^  cut  and  long 
tail* 


»  rl4**e  "  Old  Kngllub  J^t-Rocjk<'  \l  217-18.] 
'  (E^iiLirdeTit  t^^  nnt  tiio<k*rti  pUrase,  ti^,  rag^  %m\  bob- 
t«lL    Tba  ofigiiifU  lii^tiiflmtiDn  Hrt?m»  to  hnve  been  descrip- 
tiv#  t>f  tba  lild'orenl  kiDtli  of  homi^A^  entji,  ciirtaila,  and  luti^- 
iiiilii,  Aiitl  kmiiiHi  it  eftiiM  to  me&ii  gt^itnraHj  ail  wrU  ami 


Sir  MAa.  What,  what  1 

Con.  I  sent  twelve  gentlewomen,  our  own 
neighbours,  last  nighty  for  being  so  late  but  at  a 
woman's  labour. 

Blood.  AJ as,  sir  I  a  woman  in  that  kind^  you 
know,  must  have  help. 

Con.  Wbat*s  that  to  met  I  am  to  take  no 
notice  of  that :  they  might  have  let  her  alone  till 
moraingj  or  she  might  have  cried  out  some  other 
time. 

Sir  Mail  Nay^  ii&y,  Master  Busy  knows  his 
place,  I  warrant  yon. 

tpemre  Glossary,"  1868,  b  i?.]  Thii  pbrwe  OCcuri  in  '*  Th« 
Mnrrj  Wive*  of  Witidaor,"  aet  iii*  4.  Ste evens  snytt 
the  origin  of  it  waa  from  Fore«t  LawK,  by  whiaU  the  tlQt^  of 
ft  maa  who  bad  no  right  to  the  privitege  <if  chuA/o^  woa 
obliged  k»  ba  cut  or  la  wed  ;  arul  amoogBt  other  mudea  of  din  ^ 
at>Ui}g  him^  otie  waa  by  tl^priviag  him  of  hia  tail.  Cut  and 
If^fifj  tail  therefore  signified  the  ilog  of  a  clown  and  the  dog 
of  a  gentieEaan.  [Eeod  (niore  correctly)  reuiarku  :J  '*  Cut  and 
iontj  t'tU,  I  Apprehend  referred  origiually  to  hn rises,  when 
their  inih  were  irith«r  docked,  or  left  to  gruw  their  full 
lengtb  ;  and  tbi*  djatitjcti^*!!  might  formerly  be  made  accord^ 
ing  to  their  quaHtiei*  and  value*,  A  hnrse  therefore  uaed 
ftir  dmdgery  might  have  hia  tail  out,  while  the  taila  of  those 
which  aerved  for  pomp  or  show,  might  be  allowed  tbeir 
utmoat  growth,  A  cni  appears  to  have  been  the  terni  uaed 
for  a  bad  borse  in  many  coutemporary  writend,  and  frimi 
thence  to  call  a  person  eut  became  a  cnmtnon  opprobriona 
word  employed  by  the  vulgar,  wbeti  they  abuised  e>i*:h  other. 
See  notetti  'Gammer  Gorton*!  Needle"  [lii,  *21L]  In  eon  fir* 
niiition  of  thia  i<]ea,it  may  be  added^tbrkt  Siniaaya  in  Lhe  ti^xt, 
*^^aine  hor^e  tfitifjht  htm  that,  which  naturally  introduces  tl\e 
phnuw  cut  and  huff  latt  into  the  Conittftble  «  anawer.  The 
word  a  cut  and  ittnff  tni/  occtir  at  AO  in  *  ITie  Ef  turn  from 
Pi^mDasnH/  act  iv.  eo.  1  :  *  Ab  long  aa  it  ImiM,  eumti  rut 
find  ionff  iail,  we'll  apend  it  aa  liher^dly  for  hia  sake.* 
Th^re  eeemtf  no  doubt  that  f  uf,  nmi  htnj  ttiil  baa  reference 
to  liorsea.  Sir  J,  VAnb^gh,  hi  hm  *  Mnopj^  m  empKiy»t 
ih«  phruM  :  the  ^room  enya.  *  Your  worship  ban  aix  Ciiadi 
hor^ea,  eniajifl  hntf  f/f*f,  two  runners,  half  a  4ii'J!eii  huntera/ 
Ac.'* — CMikr. 
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Enter  ALEXANDER,  ANCIENT  YoUNG,  WOJOW, 

and  Moll.' 

Blood,  Soe  Alexander,  welcome  ;  and  Ancient 
Young  too  ■  I  hare  heard  alL 

Alex.  You  must  panlon  the  rudeness  of  the 
gentlewomen,  sir,  in  not  unmasking;  they  en- 
treated me  to  inform  you,  there  are  gome  i'  th* 
house  to  whom  they  would  by  no  means  be  laid 
open. 

Blood,  They  are  witty,  tliey  aie  witty. 

Alex.  But,  for  myself,  I  am  now  your  most 
obedient,  virtuous  Alexander. 

Bjx)OD.  Obedience  1  hang  Virtue,  let  her  starve. 
Has  she  money  %  has  she  money  I 

Alex  Two  che&ts  of  silver  and  two  Utopian 
trunkfi^  full  of  gold  and  jewels. 

Blood.  They  are  all  Alexander'a  women,  do 
you  mark  ? 

Sim.  Alexander  was  the  conqueror,  sir  T 

Blood,  Come,  come,  we'll  to  church  presently, 
Prjrthee,  Jarvis,  whilst  the  music  plays  just  upon 
the  delicious  close,  usJier  in  the  brides,  the  widow, 
and  my  Moll.  {Exit  Jarvis. 

Sim.  I  tell  you  true,  gallants,  I  have  seen  neither 
of  them  to^lay,    Shall  I  give  him  the  lie  1 

Blood*  They  are  both  locked  up,  i*  faith,  trim- 
ming of  one  another.  O  these  women,  they  are 
so  secret  in  their  business,  they  will  make  very 
coxcombs  of  us  men,  and  do 't  at  pleasvzre  too, 
Tis  well  said,  friends  ;  play,  play.   Whei-e's  Sim ! 

Anc.  How  he  bestirs  Inm  I 

Ali;x.  Yes,  he  will  sweat  by  and  by. 


^  Their  entronoe  ia  not  ntautum&d  in  the  4*^. — CoUier. 
*  i.e.f  hlcfd  oneit  like  tlie  Utopian  Bohciueji  of  govern - 
meat. — Sletvcn*. 
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Sim.  Here  is  the  sign  of  Sim,  sir. 
Blood.  Have  the  guests  rosemary  without  ? 
Sim.  They  have  Rose  the  cookmaid  without ;  but 
they  say  you  have  Mistress  Mary  within. 
Alex.  Well  said,  rascal 
Blood.  Mary's  above,  ^odman  blockhead. 


haste. 

Sim.  He  shall  make  haste  for  shame.  [Exit, 

Blood.  I  am  so  busied ;  you  must  bear  with  me, 
gentlemen :  they  leave  it  all  to  me  here. 

Con.  But  I  will  go  charge  some  of  the  inferior 
guests,  in  the  king's  name,  to  fill  some  wine. 

Blood.  No,  no,  good  Master  Busy ;  we  will  first 
usher  the  brides. 


Sim.  0  gentlemen,  where  are  you  I  Where  are 
you  1   Where  are  you,  gentlemen  1 

Omnes.  What's  the  matter  1 

Blood.  Where's  Moll,  Simi  the  widow,  Sim, 
the  dainty  widow  t 

Sim.  There's  no  Moll ;  there  is  no  dainty  young 
widow;  but  a  damnable  bawd  we  found  abed, 
with  a  face  like  an  apple  half-roasted. 

Omnes.  How's  this  1 

Blood.  Why,  gentlemen ! 

Ano.  Now  it  works. 

Blood.  Jarvis,  you're  a  rogue:  a  cutpurse, 
Jarvis.  Run,  Sim,  call  my  son  Ear-lack :  he  shall 
put  her  into  the  spiritual  court  for  this. 

Sim.  Nay,  he  has  put  her  in  there  already,  for 
we  found  him  abed  with  her. 

Omnes.  Possible! 

Blood.  Ha,  boys !  the  informer  and  the  bawd, 
the  bawd  and  the  informer  have  got  a  devil  be- 
twixt them,  gentlemen. 


Enter  SiM. 
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BiM*  Nay,  sir,  the  je^t  was*  that  they  f^hoald  fall 
ftsleep  together,  and  forget  themselveg;  for  very 
laviiigly  we  found  them  together,  like  the  Gemini, 
or  the  two  winter  mornings  met  together.  Look, 
look,  look,  where  they  come,  sir,  and  Jar  vis 
between  *era — ^just  like  the  picture  of  knavery 
hetwixt  fraud  and  lecheiy. 

SnUr  Jabyis,  Ear-lack,  ami  Mistress  Cootk 

Jar,  Tm  it  a  }miin^  *i'miA,  /  may  teit  U  tkte:  a 
midnight  surfeit  too  map  ad  of  Smalrr ;  PU  mien 
fheir  teives,  make  all  tnitte  own  ;  and  ih^H^  0  Jarmt^ 
what  a  moaet/ed  gent  ration  g/tall  I  get  upon  tliig 
Wijotv  CoQte  ihiit  hath  two  teeth  / 

Blood.  Did  we  bring  you  to  music,  w^th  a  mis- 
chief i  Ear-kck»  thou'rt  a  goat ;  thou  hast  abused 
the  best  bed  in  my  house ;  I'll  get  a  sumuer  ^  ujjon 
thee. 

£ah.  Bloodhound,  thou  art  a  usurefi  and  takest 
forty  in  the  hundred  ;  I'll  inform  agaiiiBt  thea 

Blood.  Are  you  a  bawd^  huBwife,  ha  I 

Mis.  CootE.  Alas,  sir !  I  was  merely  conied, 
betrayed  by  Jarvis  ;  but  as  I  Imve  been  bawd  to 
the  flesh,  you  have  been  bawd  to  your  money  ;  so 
net  the  hare-pie  against  the  goose-gtblets,  and  you 
and  I  are  as  daintily  matched  as  can  be,  sir. 

Blood.  Him,  run  to  the  Widow  Wag*s ;  tell  her 
we  are  both  abused  ;  this  Jarvis  is  a  juggler, 
say. 

Anc.  1  can  save  Sim  that  labour,  sir.  I  assure 
you  the  widow  is  married  to  your  son  Alexander, 
and,  as  a  confirmation,  she  is  come  herself  to  wit* 
ness  it,  [DmowB, 


'  See  noUi  Ui  *'  The  Heir,**  [xi.  5ii6J 
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Alwx.  Your  fair  young  daughter  h  wife  to  this 
Aficient»  who  is  come  hkewise  to  witness  it, 

WiD.  The  plain  truth  is,  Master  Blocni hound,  I 
would  entreat  you  to  keep  the  kennel :  the  younger 
dog,  being  of  the  better  scent,  has  l>orue  the  game 
before  you. 

Alex.  We  have  clapped  bauds  on't,  sir  ;  and 
the  priest  that  should  have  married  you  to  her  ia 
to  marry  her  to  me  :  so,  sister,  talk  for  yourst^lf. 

Blood.  Ha,  brave  tricks  and  conceits  I  Can 
you  dance,  Master  Ear-lack  ? 

Ear.  Ha,  ha  I  the  old  man's  a  little  mad.  But 
thou  art  not  married,  Moll '! 

MoLU  Yes,  indeed,  sir,  and  will  lie  with  this 
gentleman  soon  at  night.  Do  you  think  I  would 
chow  ram-mutton  when  I  might  swallow  venison  t 
That*a  none  of  Yenus's  documents.  Monsieur  Dot- 
terel. 

Ear.  Pox  of  that  Yeuus  !  she's  a  whore,  I  war* 
mut  her, 

Blodiv  And  were  not  you  the  other  juggler  with 
Jarvis  in  this,  hey  ?  pass  and  repass  ! 

Alex.  Good  sir,  be  satisfied ;  the  widow  and 
my  sister  sung  both  one  song,  and  what  was't,  but 
Omhbfd  a<^e  mid  ^oiitU  vannot  Ih^e  iogHJur,^  Now 
we  persuatled  them^  and  they  could  not  live 
together, they  wotdd  never  endure  to  lie  together; 
this  consequently  descended,  there  was  the  ante- 
eedent :  we  clapped  hands,  sealed  lips,  and  so  fell 
unto  the  relative, 

Sim,  This  was  your  bargain  upon  the  exchange, 
sir,  and  because  you  have  ever  been  addicted  to 

^  Thti  elegant  song  waa  tbe  prudiif::tiiiiii  at  our  great  poet 
8bakf?«ipoflr^,    It  U  priuted  ct^Uectlon  of  soimetHi 

eHtitW**Tlie  I'tmuluu&tt:  rUgridi/*  The  reader  may  Hke* 
wtAe  it  (11  Pi?rcj'B  Ileiimiett  cj£  A.ntient  I'oetrj,"  vol,  i, 
p-  259. 
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old  proverbs  and  pitliy  saws,  pray  let  roe  seal  up 
the  mistake  with  one  that  will  appear  very  season- 
ably. 

Blood*  And  I  pray  let's  hear  it,  air. 

RlM,  You,  a  new-fangled  fowler,  CAme  to  show 
your  art  i'  tli'  dark ;  but  take  this  truth  p  you 
catched  in  truth  a  cuckoo  for't 


I^ntdT  Tim  and  SuE. 

Blood*  Heyday,  we  are  eheate<l  by  the  rule, 
i'  faith.  Now,  sirrah,  they  iay  you  are  to  be 
married  too, 

Tim.  Yes,  indeed,  father,  I  am  going  to  the 
busine^ ;  and,  gentlemen  all,  I  am  come,  whether 
you  will  or  uo»  to  invite  you  all  to  my  marriage  to 
this  gentlewoman  who,  though  a  good  face  needs 
no  mask,  she's  masked,  to  make  a  man  think  she 
has  a  scurvy  face,  when  I  know  she  has  a  good 
face*  Thifl  ia  sack  to  them,  and  out  of  their 
element 

Blood.  But,  sirrah,  setting  asi4e  marriages, 
where*a  my  hundretl  marks  you  went  to  receive  I 

Tim,  Hum  ! — upon  such  a  match  of  mine,  talk 
of  a  hundred  marks  I  this  is  to  drink  ignoble  four- 
ahil lings  Ijeer,  A  hundred  marks  !  why  your 
lawyer  there  can  clear  such  a  trifle  in  a  term,  and 
his  clients  ne'er  the  better. 

Blood*  Such  a  match !  I  pray  discover  her ; 
what  is  she  1 

Tim*  What  is  she !  here's  my  brother  knows 
what  she  is  well  enough.  Come  hither,  Dab,  and 
b«^  it  known  unto  yon,  her  name  is  Lindabrides, 
descended  from  the  Emperor  Trebatio  of  Greece, 
and  half-niece,  some  six-and-fifty  descents*  to  the 
most  unvanquished  ( 'larindiana. 
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Alex.  Who's  this  1  Pox  on't  I  what  makes  that 
bftwd  yonder  ?  [  Unmmks  her. 

CoK  I  am  very  much  deceived  if  I  did  not 
send  this  gentlewoman  very  drunk  t'other  niglit 
to  the  Compter* 

Tim.  I  tell  thee»  prattling  constable,  'tis  a  lie  : 
Lindabrides  a  dnmkard  j 
Alex.  Harkee,  brother,  where  lies  her  living  ? 
Tim.  Where  ?  why,  in  Grtsece. 
Alex.  In  grease. 

BiM,  She  looks  as  if  she  had  sold  kitchen-stufif. 

Alex.  This  Is  a  common  whore,  and  you  a  cheated 
coxcomb.  Come  hither^  you  rotten  hospital,  hung 
round  with  greasy  satin;  do  not  you  know  this 
vermin  1 

Mis.  CooTE.  I  winked  at  you.  Sue,  and  you 
could  have  seen  me  :  there^s  one  Jarvisj  a  n»pe  on 
him,     has  juggled  me  into  the  suds  too. 

Con*  Now  1  know  her  name  too  :  do  not  you 
pass  under  the  name  of  Sue  ShortheelSi  miniou  I 

Bite*  Go  look,  Master  Littlewit*  Will  not  auy 
woman  thrust  herself  upon  a  good  fortune  when 
it  is  offered  her  I 

Blood.  Sir  Mamiatluke,  yon  are  a  justice  of 
peace;  I  chai^ge  you  in  the  king*a  name,  you  and 
Master  Anibi<leKter,  to  assist  me  with  the  whore 
and  the  bawd  to  Bridewell. 

Sir.  Mar,  By  my  troth,  we  will,  and  we  shall 
have  an  excellent  stomach  by  that  time  dinner^s 
ready. 

A31B.  Ay,  ay,  away  with  them,  away  with  them  3 

Mis.  Coote.  0  this  rogue  Jarvis  ! 

[£xtnnt  Coote  ttnd  Siiortheels, 

Blood.  Now,  now,  you  look  like  a  melancholy 
dog,  that  bad  lost  his  diimer  j  where's  my  hundred 
marks  now»  you  coxcomb  ? 

Ttm.  Truly,  fatht^r,  ]  have  paid  some  sixteen 
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reckoidagis  since  1  aaw  you :  I  was  never  sober 
gfnce  you  sent  me  to  the  devil  yesterday  ;  and  for 
the  rest  of  your  money ^  I  sent  it  to  one  Captain 
Carvegut  He  swore  to  me  his  father  was  my 
Lord  Mayor's  cook,  and  tlmt  by  Easter  next  you 
should  have  the  principal  and  eggs  for  the  use, 
indeed  J  sir, 

Bi.ODD*  0  rogue  J  rogue !  I  shall  have  eggs  for 
my  money  :^  I  must  hang  myself. 

Sim.  Not  before  dinner,  pray^  sir ;  the  pies  are 
almost  baked, 

Enttr  Randall. 

Ran,  And  Maries  now  was  won. 
And  all  h^r  pmtmMs  donr, 
A  fid  liandcUis  now  was  nm  ; 
Hiir  have  made  all  sure,  1  warrant  bur, 

Alex.  Look,  look,  yo ruler's  the  conceit  the 
mistake  happened  upon  last  night. 

Ajic.  And  the  very  box  at 'a  girdle. 

Ran.  Cot  pless  hur  father  Floothounds,  Ran- 
dalls have  robbed  Ancients,  hur  warrant  hur* 

Anc.  Sir,  *tis  known  how  you  came  by  that  box. 

Ran.  Augh  !  was  hur  so  I 
Wtii  you  hear  a  noble  PritaiHf 
I/ow  her  gull  an  EmjlUh  Flag  f  ^ 


Tale,^*  mi  i.  Bc.  2,  where  Lei>nte»  Aaya  to  Mnmilliua^ — 

Mine  honri^L  rnenil, 
WQl  ^ou  foJte  es^t  for  money 

Dr  Julineou  aays  tlmt  it  ueeiat  to  ba  n  proverbial 
piprt!«>sioQ  need  wbeu  &  mnn  Beea  UimiM^tf  wronged  nnd 
makes  ni>  r^aiatauce  |  and  Mr  Hmkh  is  of  opiniun  that  it 
nieAiis  Will  you  put  up  nj^ront*  f  In  the  preaent  iu^tADce  it 
seema  io tended  to  ex[ires»  the  upeiiker'a  fe^ra  that  he  nbnU 
recejvif  uy thing  iti  retitrn  for  \m  money. 

^  Thefte  liuet  aeeni  itit^fuded  a«t  a  p<iri.Mly  <iu  tlie  be^itmiiig 
of  the  cilij  »i>hg  called  **TUe  SpiiniBh  Lmly's  Jjovi\"  Sep 
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Anc.  And  you  ought  to  cry. 

Ran.  0  noble  Randalls,  as  hur  meet  by  Nag's- 
head,  with  Maries  plood,  prave. 

Blood.  Here's  another  madman. 

Anc.  Harkee  in  your  ear,  you  must  deliver  that 
box  to  me. 

Ran.  Harkee  in  hur  t'other  ear,  hur  will  not 
deliver  hur,  and  hur  were  nine-and-forty  Ancients, 
and  five-and-fourscore  Flags. 

Anc.  Let  my  foe  write  mine  epitaph  if  I  tear 
not  my  birthright  from  thy  bosom  ?  [Di'aws,] 

Sim.  Gentlemen,  there's  Aligant  ^  i'  th'  house, 
pray  set  no  more  abroach. 

Ran.  Nay,  let  hur  come  with  hur  pack  of 
needles,  Randalls  can  pox  and  bob  as  well  as  hur, 
hur  warrant  hur. 

Blood.  What  box  is  that  ?  I  should  know  that 
box. 

Alex.  I  will  resolve  you,  sir;  keep  them 
asunder. 

Anc.  You  will  restore  that  box  1 

Ran.  Hur  will  not  restore  hur :  'twas  Mary 
Ploodhounds  gave  hur  the  box ;  Randalls  have 
married  Mary  Ploodhounds,  and  gulled  Ancient, 
mark  hur  now. 

WiD.  Mark  him,  good  sir;  methinks  he  says 
he  has  married  Mary  Bloodhound. 

Anc.  Hang  him,  he's  mad  ! 

Ran.  Souns,  make  tog  of  Randalls  1  come  out 
here,  Maries.  Look,  here  was  Mary  Ploodhounds. 


Percy's  "  Reliquee,"  vol.  ii.  p.  233.  An  EngliBh  Flag 
means  the  Ancient ;  a  name  which  was  formerly  used  as 
synonymous  to  Ensign. 

1  i.e..  Wine  of  Alicant.  [But  Sim  means  to  dissuade 
them  from  bloodshed,  as  there  is  red  wine  already  in  the 
house.] 
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EMer  Maid  ami  HuQB. 

Now  I  pray  ttimble  down  of  hur  inarrow-poa^, 
and  ask  hur  father  plessingt 

Alex.  This  !  why  this  is  your  maid,  witiow. 

Ear,  This  is  Mary  the  widow's  iimid,  man. 

Alex:.  And  here  is  Mary  Bloodhound,  my 
choli^rie  shred  of  Cad w^al lade r,  married  to  this 
gentleraaii,  who  has  a  hundreti  a  year  dangling  at 
your  girdle  there, 

Wm,  I  pmy,  mistress,  are  yon  married  to  this 
gentleman  1 

Maid.  By  six  i*  th'  mornmg,  forsooth  :  he  took 
me  for  Mary  Bloodhound,  having,  it  eeeme^  never 
seen  either  of  us  before^  and  I  being  something 
amorously  affectedt  as  they  say,  to  his  Welsh 
ditties^  answered  to  her  name,  lay  with  him  all 
Jiight,  and  married  him  this  morning  ;  so  that  as 
he  took  me  for  her,  I  took  him  as  lie  was, 
forsooth. 

Sim.  She  means  for  a  fool ;  Vm  fain  to  answer 
you. 

Blood.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  Cupid,  this  twenty-four 
hours  J  has  done  nothing  but  cut  cross- capers. 

Alex.  Do  ye  hear,  Sir  Bartholomew  Bayard^* 
that  leap  before  you  look  1  it  will  handsomely 
become  you  to  restore  the  box  to  that  gentleman, 
and  the  magnitude  of  your  desires  upon  this 
dainty,  that  is  so  amorously  taken  with  your 
ditties. 

Ran.  Hnr  vml  ®  in  woe^  her  plunge  in  pain. 


^  [See  NarB«,  edit.  in        Bayard  tneatit  DriginAU^ 

nhdjf  horif.^  and  afterward  an^  kind  ur  colour,] 

*  This  tune  ia  mtsutiDued  iu  •*  Eastward  H(>o,**  1605.  In 
Qnscoigue's  works,  1&87|  foL  278^  h  the  full  owing  liD« — 


I  wejjt  fnr  HflM,  I  |iin*d  for  dfadlj  paiw" 
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And  yet,  by  cat,  her  do  not  neither.  Randalls 
will  prove  hurself  Pritains  bom,  and  because  hur 
understands  Ancients  was  prave  fellows  and  great 
travellers,  there  is  hur  box  for  hur. 
Anc.  I  thank  you. 

Ran.  And  because  was  no  remedies^  before  hur 
all,  here  will  Randalls  embrace  Maries,  and  take  a 
puss.  [Kisses, 

Enter  Jarvis  brave. 

Jar.  Save  you,  gallants,  do  you  want  any  guest  ? 
Call  me  thy  coz,  and  carry  it  handsomely. 

[To  the  Widow. 

Blood.  Who  have  we  here,  trow  1 

Alex.  Dost  thou  know  the  gentleman  that 
whispered  to  thee  1 

WiD.  0,  wondrous  well !  He  bid  me  call  him 
coz,  and  carry  it  handsomely. 

Jar.  Widow,  would  I  were  off  again. 

WiD.  Know,  all :  this  gentleman  has,  to  obtain 
his  lust  and  loose  desires,  served  me  this  seven 
months  under  the  shape  and  name  of  Jarvis. 

Omnes.  Possible ! 

WiD.  Look  well ;  do  you  not  know  him  I 

Blood.  The  very  face  of  Jarvis. 

Tim.  Ay  truly,  father,  and  he  were  anything  like 
him,  I  would  swear  'twere  he. 

Jar.  I  must  cast  my  skin,  and  am  catch'd. 
Why,  coz. 

WiD.  Come,  you're  cosen'd, 
And  with  a  noble  crafb.    He  tempted  me 
In  mine  own  house,  and  I  bid  him  keep's  disguise 
But  till  this  morning,  and  he  should  perceive 
I  loved  him  truly ;  intending  here  before  you 
To  let  him  know't,  especially  i'  th'  presence 
Of  you,  sir,  that  intend  me  for  your  wife. 

Anc.  What  should  this  mean  ? 
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Alex.  Some  witty  trick,  I  warrant  thee  :  pry- 
thee,  desimtch  him  preeentlj^  that  we  were  at 
church  1 

WiD.  First,  then,  know  you  for  truth,  sir,  I  mean 
never  to  many. 

Blood.  How,  woman  t 

Sim,  She  has  despatched  you,  sir  I 

Wm  And  for  a  truth,  sir,  know  you,  1  never 
mean  to  be  your  whore. 

Blood.  This  is  strauge.^ 

WiD.  But  true,  as  she,  whose  chaste,  immaculate 
soul 

Betalns  the  noble  stamp  of  her  integrity 
With  au  undefae'd  perfection — perchance  ha  these. 
Nay,  common  fame  hath  scattered,  you  conceive 
me, 

Because  pale  Jealousy  (Ciipid^s  angry  fool) 
Was  frequent  lodger  at  that  sign  of  Folly — 
My  husband's  soon  suspicious  heart — tliat  I, 
In  a  close-clouded  loose u ess,  should  expose  him 
To  that  desi>erate  distraction  of  his  fortunes 
That  sent  him  to  the  sea,  to  nourish  her 
With  your  vain  hope,  that  the  fame  of  frequent 
suitors 

Was  but  a  mask  of  loose  'scapes  :  like  men  at  lot- 
teries, 

You  thought  to  put  in  for  one,  sir;  but,  believe  me, 
You  have  drawn  a^  blank. 

Rax.  By  cat,  hur  look  fery  blank  indeed. 

WiD,  0  my  i>eloved  husband  ! 
However  in  thy  life  thy  jealousy 
Sent  thee  so  for  to  find  death,  I  will  be 
Married  to  notlung  but  thy  memory  I 


^  Mr  Heed  tranafarred  thia  tiitclAmation  to  AteiJinder,  but 
il  ia  jtint  at  fircrbMbly  wlint  aid  Bloodhound  e&jfl,  and  the  oM 
c«|i)'  give*  it  Ut  him^  —  Vt^ikr. 
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Alex.  But  shall  the  pies  be  spoiled  then  ? 

Jar.  Let  her  alone,  if  her  husband  do  not  know 
this  

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Blood.  Her  husband,  I  told  you,  was  a  madman. 

Anc.  Why,  her  husband's  dead,  sir. 

Jar.  He  is  not  dead,  sir ;  he  had  it  spread  o' 
purpose  ;  he  is  in  England,  and  in  your  house ; 
and  look,  do  you  not  see  him  ? 

WiD.  Where,  where  ? 

Jar.  Here,  here  he  is  that  hath  found  rash 
jealousy, 

Love's  joys,  and  a  wife  whose  discreet  carriage 
Can  intimate  to  all  men  a  fair  freedom. 
And  to  one  be  faithful.    Such  a  wife  I  prove, 
Her  husband's  glory,  worth  a  wealthy  love. 

Wm.  You're  welcome  to  my  soul,  sir. 

Blood.  By  my  troth,  Master  Wag,  this  was  a 
wag*8  trick  indeed ;  but  I  knew  I  knew  you ;  I 
remembered  you  a  month  ago,  but  that  I  had  for- 
gotten where  I  saw  you. 

Sim.  I  knew  you  were  a  crafty  mercliant ;  ^  you 
helped  my  master  to  such  bargains  upon  the 
Exchange  last  night :  here  has  been  the  merriest 
morning  after  it 

Alex.  My  pitcher's  broke  just  at  the  well-head ; 
but  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  sir,  that  you  have  a 
noble  wife,  and  indeed  such  a  one  as  would 
worthily  feast  the  very  discretion  of  a  wise  man's 
desire.  Her  wit  ingeniously  waits  upon  her  vir- 
tue, and  her  virtue  advisedly  gives  freedom  to  her 
wit ;  but  because  my  marriage  shall  seriously  pro- 
ceed, I  wed  myself,  sir,  to  obedience  and  filial 
regularity,  and  vow  to  redeem,  in  the  duty  of  a 
son,  the  affection  of  a  father. 


^  [Thi«  word  has  been  alrcidy  explaiiietl  more  tlian  once.] 
VOL.  xin.  <i 
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Ran.  By  cat,  was  as  well  spoke  as  Randall  hur- 
self  could  talk. 

Blood.  All's  forgotten  now,  my  best  son  Alex- 
ander; 

And  that  thy  wedding  want  no  good  company, 
I  invite  you  alL 

Jar.  Come,  my  deserving  wife. 
Wisdom  this  day  re-marries  us.    And,  gentlemen. 
From  all  our  errors  we'll  extract  this  truth : 
Who  vicious  ends  propose,^  they  stand  on  wheels. 
And  the  least  turn  of  chance  throws  up  their  heels ;  ^ 
But  virtuous  lovers  ever  green  do  last, 
Like  laurel,  which  no  lightening  can  blast.. 


^  The  4^  has  it,  Where  vidous  ends  prtpote,  and  in  the 
next  liue  but  one  virtuous  lovers  are  ciilled  vtrliie'f  lovers. 
The  last  may  be  right.—  Collier. 
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EDITION. 


Tlie  City  Night-Cap  :  Or,  Crede  qmd  habes,  it  habes,  A 
Tragi-Conudy.  By  Robert  Davenport.  As  it  tpos  Acted 
vjith  great  Applause,  h/  Her  Majesties  SerfxintSf  at 
the  Phcenix  in  Dmry-Lane,  London :  Printed  by  Ja  : 
Cottrely  for  Samuel  Speed,  at  the  Signe  of  the  Print- 
ing-Press,  in  St.  PauVs  Church-yard.    1661.  4*. 


PREFACE. 


RoBiSRT  Davenport  ia  a  writer  (remarks  Reed)  of 
whom  scarce  any  particulars  are  known.  It  appears, 
from  the  office-book  of  Sir  Henry  Herbert,  that  Daven- 
port had  licence  for  the  "  History  of  Henry  the  First " 
on  the  10th  April,  1624 ;  and  this  is  the  earliest 
memorandum  relating  to  him  with  which  we  have 
met.    His  dramatic  productions  are — 

1.  "  The  History  of  Henry  the  First,"  not  printed. 

2.  "  A  Pleasant  and  Witty  Comedy,  ciJled  a  New 
Trick  to  Cheat  the  DeviV  1639,  4". 

3.  **King  John  and  Matilda,"  1655,  4.^ 

4.  "  The  Pirate,'*  not  printed.* 

5.  "  The  Woman's  Mistaken,"  not  printed. 

6.  "The  Fatal  Brothers,"  not  printed. 

7.  "  The  Politic  Queen,"  not  printed. 

8.  **The  City  Nightcap,"  1661,  4^  Licensed  Oct 
24,  1624. 


^  It  was  published  by  Andrew  Pennycuicke,  one  of  the 
performers,  who  says  that  he  was  the  last  who  played  the 
character  of  Matilda.  See  it  criticised  in  the  Rtirogp, 
Review,  iv.  87-100. 

'  In  S.  Sheppard's  "Poems,"  8^  1651,  is  one  "To  Mr 
Davenport,  on  his  play  called  *  The  Pirate.'  '* — Collier. 
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He  hsLA  also  been  credited  with  a  piece  called  ''The 
Pedlar,"  licensed  to  Robert  Allot,  April  8,  1630  ;  but 
this  production,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Conceited 
Pedlar,''  is  printed  at  the  end  of  Allot's  edition  of 
Randolph's  "  Aristippua,"  4%  1630.  It  is,  of  course, 
included  in  Hazlitt's  edition  of  Randolph,  12^,  1875. 

Davenport,  besides  his  plays,  was  the  author  of  a 
considerable  collection  of  poems,  the  greater  part  of 
which  were  not  published.  In  1639,  howerer,  appeared 
a  thin  4*  volume,  entitled  "A  Crowne  for  a  Con- 
queror; and  Too  late  to  call  backe  yesterday.  Two 
Poems,  the  one  Divine,  the  other  MoralL  By  R  D." 
In  the  Bo<lleian  Catalogue  this  little  book  is  misdated 
1623.^  The  latter  piece  is  dedicated  to  his  noble 
friends,  as  he  calls  them,  Mr  Richard  Robinson'  and 
Mr  Michael  Bowyer ;  and  in  his  address  to  them  he 
styles  both  the  poems  some  of  the  expense  of  his  time 
at  sea.    From  the  address  prefixed  to  the  play  of 

King  John  and  Matilda,"  signed  R.  D.,  he  appears  to 
have  been  alive  in  the  year  1655,  when  that  piece  was 
first  published. 


^  [For  a  notice  of  Davenport's  unprinted  poems,  see  Hai- 
litt*8  "  Handbook,"  1867,  in  r.] 

*  Both  Robinson  and  Bowyer  were  pUyera.  The  former 
is  in  the  \i»t  of  the  performers  in  Shakespeare^s  plays,  and 
acted  in  the  "  Roman  Actor."  The  name  of  the  latter  is 
to  be  found  amongst  the  performers  in  ^*  The  Bondman^*' 
by  Maasinger,    King  John  and  Matilda,"  &c. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.*:. 


Duke  of  Vkrona. 

DuKB  OF  Venice,  brother  to  Abitemia. 
Duke  of  Milan. 
Antonio,  the  duke*M  ton. 
liORBNZO,  husband  to  Abttemicu 
Phiupfo,  hi9  friend. 
LoDOVico,  husband  to  Dorothea. 
lx)EDa  OF  Verona. 
Senators  of  Venicr 


Panddlfho. 
Sfinoso. 
Jaspbo. 
Jovani. 

Francisco,  servant  to  Lodovico. 

Pambo,  a  clown. 

MoRBO,  a  pander. 

A  Turk,  slave  to  Antonio. 

Two  slaves  to  Lorenzo. 

Officers  and  servants. 


Abstemia,  Lorenzo^s  wife,  and  sister  to  the 

Duke  of  Venice. 
Dorothea,  Lodovico*s  wanton  lady. 
TiMFANiNA,  a  bawd. 
Ladies. 


1  i.e.,  Actors  of  womeu's  parts  ;  though  women  actors  were 
brought  upon  the  stage  about  the  date  when  this  plav  was 
printed,  but  not  when  it  was  first  performed. 


WOMEN  ACTORS.  1 


THE  CITY  NIGHTCAP.^ 


ACT  I.« 
Enta-  Lorenzo  and  Philippo. 

Lor.  Thou  shalt  try  her  once  more. 

Phil.  Fie,  fie ! 

Lor.  Thou  shalt  do't. 
If  thou  be'st  my  friend,  thou'lt  do't. 

Phil.  Try  your  fair  wife  1 
You  know  'tis  an  old  point,  and  wondrous  frequent 
In  most  of  our  Italian  comedies. 

Lor.  What  do  I  care  for  that  ?  let  him  seek 
new  ones. 

Cannot  make  old  ones  better ;  and  this  new  point 
(Young  sir)  may  produce  new  smooth  passages. 
Transcending  those  precedent.   Pray,  will  ye  do't  1 


^  The  plot  of  thia  play  is  taken  partly  from  Philomela, 
the  Lady  Fitzwater*8  Nightingale,**  by  Robert  Greene, 
1592,  4*^,  which  resembles  the  novel  of  the  "Curious  Im- 
I>ertinent"  in  **Don  Quixote,**  and  partly  from  Boccaccio's 
'*  Decameron,'*  Qior.  7,  Novella  1  ,—Rted. 

^  This  play,  in  the  old  copy,  is  divided  into  acts,  but  not 
into  scenes.  It  was  therefore  useless  to  mark  "  Scene  I.** 
at  the  beginning  of  each  act,  as  Mr  Reed  allowed  it  to 
stand,  without  the  noting  of  any  of  the  other  scenes. — 
CoUier. 
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Phil.  Pmyj  fool  yoiti^lf  no  fafther  :  iwim  jou 
hare  swa/d  me ; 
Twice  hATe  I  tried  her-  and  *ti5  aot  yet»  ye 
know, 

Ten  days  since  oar  recoDcUiation. 
How  will  it  show  in  jou^  so  near  a  IdnBiEaii 
To  the  duke  f  nay,  having  woven  yourself  into 
Tlie  close-wroughl]  mystery  of  opuiioii^ 
When?  you  remain  a  soldier,  a  man 
Of  brain  and  quality,  to  put  yoor  hwad 
Again  on  snch  a  bu^nesa,  and  to  expose 
Your  fair  wife  to  the  tempest  of  temptation  f 
Andt  by  the  wMte^  unspotted  cheek  of  truth, 
Sheifi  

Lor.  a  woman. 

PaiL.  A  good  womaiL 

LoH.  Pi^f 

Phil>  As  far  from  yoor  distrast,  as  bad  ones 
are  &om  truth. 
She  is  in  love  with  virtue  :  wotild  not  boast  it* 
But  that  her  whole  life  is  a  well- writ  story. 
Where  eaeh  word  sUndt  so  weU  plac'd,  that  it 

Inquisitive  detanetion  to  correct. 
She's  modest,  but  not  aultenj  and  loves  silence  ; 
Not  that  she  wants  apt  words,  for,  when  she 
speaks. 

She  inflames  love  with  wonder ;  but  beeanse 
She  i^lls  wise  siience  the  soul's  liikrmony« 
She  s  Unly  ehaste  ;  yet  such  a  foe  to  coynett, 
The  pooreet  call  her  coniteons;  and  which  is 
excellent, 

Thongh  fair  and  yonng^  she  shuns  t''  expose 

herself 

To  the  opinion  of  elniige  eyes.  She  either  seldom 
Or  never  walks  abroad  bat  in  your  company  ; 
And  ihen  with  sxkch  sweet  ba^hfulnessy  as  if 
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She  were  venturing  on  crftck'd  ice;  and  takes 
delight 

To  step  into  the  print  your  foot  hath  made, 
And  will  follow  you  whole  fields :  so  she  will 
drive 

Tediousness  out  of  time  with  her  sweet  character. 
And  therefore,  good  my  friend,  forbear  to  try 
The  gold  has  pass'd  the  fire. 

Lor.  Thou  foolish  friend, 
Beauty,  like  the  herb  larix,  is  cool  i'  th'  water. 
But  hot  i'  th'  stomach.     Women  are  smooth 

flatterers, 
But  cunning  injurers, 

Phil.  Thou  wondrous  yellow  friend. 
Temper  an  antidote  with  antimony, 
And  *tis  infectious  :  mix  jealousy  with  marriage. 
It  poisons  virtue  :  let  the  child  feel  the  stingy 
He'll  fly  the  honeycomb.    Has  she  one  actioii 
That  can  expose  you  to  distrust  1 

Lor.  0,  when  the  Alexanders-leaf  looks  most 
green, 

The  sap  is  then  most  bitter.     An  approv'd 
appearance 

Is  no  authentic  instance  :  she  that  is  lip-holy 
Is  many  times  heart-hollow.    Here  she  comes. 

Enter  Abstemia. 

A  prayer-book  in  her  hand  !    0  hypocrisy  ! 
How  felFst  thou  first  in  love  with  woman )  wilt 

try  again, 
But  this  one  time  ? 

Phil.  Conditioned  you  will  stand 
Ear-witness  to  our  conference  ;  that  you  may  take 
In  at  your  ear  a  virtue  that  will  teach 
Your  erring  soul  to  wonder. 

Lor.  He  would  wittol  me 


Wick    <iNui»c  :«F  ntv  ^ivn  ii»raik    I  wi2L 

Cmuk  Ldifemi.  iSfeniiiiitf.  SpinoiiiK  and  PiMjuiuii  L 


Lm.  t\  am  W  ^  MIL  ^ 


Tb*  txjc^  (  iiDL  wuftii  TimtfTBffi..  ami  I  kuw 
Lubmi  vL  wtca  m^Me  s^nwc  jimranrs.  :^hil  wiit-iifut> 

Tbt  aaaJLDT  sauitlii  xiii«ik*ft  ittfiit  m  m  ir<f 

Of       !zic««>isia£  mudKiei^  i  ^aVHc  sii;a  Ji£3m 
riiuiL  kic^^sc  nj  Vri  liica  smtf  ut^i  srxLy  ji^^L 
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A  lodger  in  thy  boijoin,  procl&ims  thee  partner 
In  all  he  hath  but  me  :  O,  be  not  counterfeit ! 
We  all  conclade^  a  diamond  with  clouda 
The  goldsmilh  casts  into  his  dust :  and  a  gf^fitle- 
man 

Bo  blemished  in  hia  honour,  blot^  his  name 
Out  of  the  herald'B  book,  stands  a  lost  man 
In  goodness  and  opinion.    0  Phitippo, 
Make  me  once  more  so  happy  to  believe 
Tib  but  a  painted  passion. 

LoiL  Most  acute  witch  !  * 

Phil.  Come,  learn  of  yonr  city  wagtail :  with 
one  eye 

Violently  love  your  husband,  and  with  t'other 
Wink  at  your  friend. 

LoK.  I  will  not  trutit  you,  brother. 

Phil,  He  seeks :  will  ye  not  have  him  find  t 
cries  ye  out 

In  his  mad  fita  a  strumpet ;  rails  at  all  women. 
Upon  no  cause,  but  because  you  are  one  : 
Ho  gives  wound  upon  wound,  antl  then  pours 
vinegar 

Into  your  bleeding  reputation, 
Poisoned  with  bitter  calumny.    Pox  on  him  I 
Pile  a  reciprocal  rewanl  upon  him  : 
Let  ballad-mongers  crown  him  with  their  scorns  : 
Who  buys   the  buck^s-head  well  deserves  the 
horns. 

Demur  not  on't,  but  clap  them  on. 

Abs.  You  are,  sir, 
Just  like  the  Indian  hyssop,  prais'd  of  strangers 
For  the  sweet  scent,  but  hated  of  the  inhabitants 
For  the  injurious  quality.    Can  he  love  the  wifc^ 


^  Of  courae  all  ib«t  Loreneu  aajs  in  this  mxne  in  th« 
[jrefletioe  uf  Abntmnia  b  a^ifle^  and  wbile  he  ituidfl  unaeeti 


no 
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'riiut  would  hetmy  the  huslmntl }    Hast  Uiou  not 
seen  me 

Bear  all  his  injuries,  as  the  ocean  suffers 
The  angry  bark  to  plough  tliarough  her  bosom, 
And  yet  is  presently  m  smooth,  the  eye 
Cannot  [lerceive  where  the  wide  wound  wm  made ! 
And  cRimot  tliis  inform,  1  love  him  better 
In  his  sour  tollies,  than  you  in  your  sweet  flatteries  1 
If  Verona  hath  observM  any  errors  hi  me, 
I  well  may  call  for  grace  to  amend  them. 
But  will  never  fall  from  grace  to  befriend  you, 
Phil,   With   what  a  majesty  good  women 
thunder ! 

Lor.  H*  has  given  her  aorae  close  nod  that  I 
am  here, 

Abs.  liip  up  the  eud  of  tby  ijitent^  and  see, 
How  ahame  and  fear  do  lurk  where  you  would 
walk, 

Like  a  pair  of  serpents  in  a  tlow'ry  mead- 
Lust  sees  with  pleaaure,  but  with  fear  doth  tread. 

Phil.  Very  brave,  woman  1 

Abs.  \VIiat  is  the  jdeasure  thou  punsu'st  f  A 
sin 

Finisli'd  with  infinite  sorrows.    Read,  and  find. 
How  Ijarb'rous  nations  punish  it  with  d^iih  : 
How  tt  minute's  sin  so  stolen,  though  in  the  face 
Sit  summer  eahna  all  smooth,  yet  tliou  wilt  hear, 
From  the  eternal  Uarum  ^  of  thy  conscience, 
How  it  sets  w^ithin  tliy  soul  continual  tempests, 
lliimder  and  dismal  bkikness  !    Mark  }>nt  the 
course 

Of  the  holy-seeming  hollow  man,  and  see 
How  he  that  glories  heaven  with  no  iionour, 
Covets  to  glorify  himself  with  honesty. 


^  [Old  copy,  tt/artu,] 
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And,  to  put  you  past  your  hopes,  let  me  leave  this 
with  you : — 

Thou  may'st  hold  an  elephant  with  a  thread,  eat 
fire 

And  not  be  burnt,  or  catch  birds  with  desire,  • 
Quench  flame  with  oil,  cut  diamonds  with  glass. 
Pierce  steel  with  feathers  :  this  thou  may*st  bring 
to  pass 

Sooner  than  hope  to  steal  the  husband's  right, 
Wnbose  wife  is  honest,  and  no  hypocrite.*  [Exit. 
Phil.  What  think  you  now,  sir  ? 


possible  for  the  worla 
To  have  an  honest  woman  it  it.    Goodbye,  sir  ; 
I  must  go  meet  the  duke.  Adieu. 

Phil.  Farewell. 
O  jealousy  !  how  near  thou  dwell'st  to  hell ! 


UnUr  LoDOVico,  Pandulpho,  Spinoso,  Jaspro, 
JovANi,  ajid  Clown. 

LoD.  The  duke  not  seven  leagues  off?  my 

horse,  rogues ! 
Pan.  Our  negligence  deserves  just  blame ;  and 


'Twill  please  his  grace  to  construe  it,  we  know  not. 

Jas.  But  where's  your  fair  chaste  wife,  my  lord  ? 

LoD.  Marry,  with  my  man  Francisco.  O  that 
fellow  I  She  were  undone  without  him ;  for 
indeed  she  takes  great  pleasure  in  him  :  he  learns 

*  The  i**  readd— 

"  Whose  wife  geems  honest,  and  no  hypocrite." 

Mr  Heed  altered  it  as  it  stands  in  the  text,  and  although  he 
was  probably  right,  the  chanf^u  ought  to  have  been  noticed. 


[Exeunt 


how 


CoHirr. 


lier  miuie.  To  hear  what  con  use  I  she  will  pre 
him  1  if  he  but  screw  his  look  sorDetimes  with  the 
pin,  she  will  tell  htm  straight  'twas  an  iinchriEtiaii 
took,    I  love  him  tleariy. 

Spin.  But  can  your  honour  never  woo  your  lady 
to  a  more  sociable  affability  ?  She  will  not  kias, 
nor  drinkr  nor  talk»  but  against  new  fashions, 

LoD.  0  sir,  fshe  is  my  crown  :  nor  is  it  requisite 
women  should  be  so  eociable.  I  have  hatt  such  a 
coil  with  her,  to  bring  her  but  to  look  out  at 
window  !  When  we  were  first  married,  she  would 
not  drink  a  cup  of  wine^  unless  nine  parts  of  it 
wt^re  water* 

Omnes.  Admired  tenijie ranee  ! 

LoD.  Nay,  and  ye  knew  all,  my  lords,  ye  would 
say  so.  T'other  day  I  brought  an  English  gentle* 
man  home  with  me,  to  try  a  horse  I  should  seU 
him  :  he  (as  ye  know  their  cu.^tom,*  though  it  be 
none  of  ours)  makes  at  her  lips  the  first  dash. 

Cloww,  He  dashed  her  out  of  countenance,  Vm 
Eure  of  that. 

LoD.  She  did  so  pout  and  spit,  that  my  hot- 
brained  gallant  could  not  forbear  hut  ask  the  caaa& 
Quoth  she  

Clown,  No,  sir,  she  spit  a^aiii  before  qMoth  the 
left  her  lipa. 

LoD.  I  think  she  did  indeed  :  hut  then,  quoth 
she,  A  kiss,  sir,  is  ftin*s  earnest-penny.  Is't  not 
true,  Pambo  i 

Clown,  Very  true,  sir.  By  the  same  token, 
quoth  he  to  her  again >  if  yon  dislike  the  penny, 
lady,  pray  let  me  change  it  into  English  halfpence, 
and  BO  gave  her  tivo  for't. 

LoD.  But  how  she  vexed  then  t  Then  she 
rattl*^d  him,  and  told  him  roundly,  though  confi- 
rlence  made  t-uckolds  iu  England,  ^he  could  no  cox- 
nun  h;>  in  ludy. 
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Clown.  But  did  ye  mark  how  bitterly  he  closed 
it  with  a  middling  jest  1 

LoD.  What  was  that,  I  prythee  ? 

Clown.  Why,  quoth  he  again.  Confidence  makes 
not  so  many  cuckolds  in  England,  but  craft  picks 
open  more  padlocks  in  Italy. 

Jov.  That  was  something  sharp.  But  there  she 
comes. 

£nter  DOROTHEA  and  FRANCISCO. 

LOD.  Ye  shall  see  how  Til  put  ye  all  upon  her 
presently. 
Clown.  Then  I  shall  take  my  turn. 
Dor.  Francis, 
Fran.  Madam. 

Dor.  Have  you  changed  the  ditty  you  last  set  ? 
Fran.  I  have,  madam. 

Dor.  The  conceit  may  stand ;  but  I  hope  you 
have  clothed  the  method  in  a  more  Christian-like 
apparel 

Fran.  I  have,  lady. 

Dor.  Pray,  let  me  hear  it  now. 

Fran.  She  that  in  these  days  looks  for  truth, 
Seldom  or  never  finds  in  sooth. 

Dor.  That's  wondrous  well. 

Clown.  Yes,  in  sadness. 

LoD.  Peace,  sirrah  !  nay,  she's  built  of  modest}-. 

Fran.  Even  as  a  wicked  kiss  defiles  the  lips. 
So  do  new  fashions  hei*  that  through  tltem  trips. 

Dor,  Very  modest  language. 

Fran.  She  that  doth  pleasure  use  for  what  'twill 
bring  her. 

Will  pluck  a  rose,  although  slie  prick  her  finger. 
Dor.  Put  in  hurt  her  finger,  good  Francis  :  the 

phrase  will  be  more  decent. 

Pan.  Y*  are  a  wondrous  happy  man  in  one  so 

virtuous ! 

VOL.  XIII.  H 
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LOD.  Nay,  ye  shall  have  no  Cotint  Ijortnzo  of 
me,  I  warrant  ye. 

Clown.  Nor  no  Count  Lorenjso*8  lady  of  your 
wife,  I  warrant  ya 

LoD,  Sweet  chick,  I  come  to  take  leare  of  thee : 
finger  in  eye  already  1  We  are  all  to  meet  thf* 
<  hi  fee  this  afternoon,  bird,  who  is  now  come  from 
Venice*  Thou  may^at  walk  and  see  the  Count 
Lorenzo^B  lady. 

Do  Hp  Alas  1  6he*s  too  merry  for  my  company* 

J  A  8,  Too  merry  !    I  have  seen  her  sail, 
But  very  sehlom  merry. 

Dor.  I  mean,  my  lord, 
That  she  can  wa!k,  tell  tales,  run  in  the  garden. 

Clown.  Why,  then  your  ladyship  may  bohl 
your  tongue,  Bay  nothing,  and  walk  in  the  orcliard, 

Don*  fcshe  cau  drink  a  cup  of  wine  not  delayed  ^ 
with  water* 

Clown*  Why,  then  you  may  drink  a  cup  of 
water  without  wine. 

DoR-  Nay,  if  a  nobleman  come  to  see  her  lord, 
She  will  let  him  kiss  her  too  against  our  ciisU^til 

Pan.  Why,  a  modest  woman  may  be  kissed  by 
accident,  yet  not  give  the  least  touch  to  her  repu- 
tation. 

LOD.  Well  said  :  touch  her  home. 

Dor.  Nay,  biit  they  may  not :  she  that  will  kiss, 
they  say,*  will  do  worse,  I  warrant  her. 

Jov.  Why,  1  have  seen  you,  madam,  kissed 
against  your  will. 

Dor.  Against  my  will,  it  may  be,  T  have  been 
kissed  indeed. 


'  [AUrtyed»  diluted.  Mr  Collier  altered  the  word  to 
aiktyeeL] 

•  [In  idtu»ion  b>  the  proverli,  *'  After  kissing  cnmefi 
gT««ler  kbduesB.  "] 
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Clown.  Pshaw,  there's  nothing  against  a 
woman's  will ;  and  I  dare  be  sworn,  if  my  lady 
kiss  but  any  one  man,  'tis  because  she  cannot  do 
with  all. 

LoD.  Nay,  I  know  that  to  be  true,  my  lords  : 
and  at  this  time,  because  you  cannot  do  with  all, 
pray  kiss  them  in  order ;  kiss  her  all  over,  gentle- 
men, and  we  are  gone. 

Dor.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  'tis  against  our 
nation's  custom. 

LoD.  I  care  not ;  let  naturals  love  nations  : 
My  humour's  my  humour. 

Spin.  I  must  have  my  turn  too,  then. 

Jov.  It  must  go  round. 

Dor.  Fie,  fie ! 

LoD.  Look  how  she  spits  now  ! 

Jas.  The  deeper  the  sweeter,  lady. 

Clown.  The  nearer  the  bone,  the  sweeter  tlie 
flesh,  lady. 

Dor,  How  now,  sauce-box  ! 

Clown.  Did  not  my  lord  bid  the  gentlemen 
kiss  you  all  over  1 

LoD.  I  have  sweet  cause  to  be  jealous,  have  T 
not,  gentlemen?  no.  Crede  quod  habes,  et  habes 
still.  He  that  believes  he  has  horns,  has  them. 
Will  you  go  bring  my  horse,  sir  ? 

Clown.  I  will  bring  your  horse,  sir,  and  your 
horse  shall  bring  his  tail  with  him.  \^Exit. 

LoD.  Francis,  I  prythee,  stay  thou  at  home  with 
thy  lady.  Get  thy  instrument  ready ;  this  melan- 
choly will  spoil  her :  before  these  lords  here  make 
her  but  laugh,  when  we  are  gone  

Fran.  Laugh  before  these  lords  when  they  are 
gone,  sir ! 

LoD.  Ksh  !  I  mean,  make  her  laugh  heartily 
before  we  come  home,  and,  before  these  lords,  I 
promise  thee  a  lease  of  forty  crowns  per  annum. 


lie 
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FlUN.  Can  ye  U^l  whether  .=?Up  b**  ticklisliy  sir  1 
LoD,      infinitely  ticklish  \ 
Fran.  I'll  deserve  your  lease,  tlieUt  ere  joii 
come  hoTuo,  1  warrant. 

LoD.  And  tliot]  shall  ha't,  i*  Mth,  boy. 

Enter  Clown, 

Clown.  Your  horse  is  ready,  sir. 

LoD*  My  lords,  I  think  we  have  staycil  with  the 
longest  Farewell,  Doll  Cretin  f/md  fiabrA^  ft 
habiSj  gallants. 

Pan*  Our  horses  shall  fetch  it  up  again.  Fare 
well,  sweet  lady. 

J  AS.  AdieUi  sweet  mistresa :  and  wheu«o6*er  I 
marryf 

Fortune  turn  up  to  me  no  worse  card  than  you  are  ! 

Clown.  Ami  whensoever  I  nxarry,  Venus  sead 
rae  a  card  may  save  Fortune  the  labour,  and  turn 
up  herself,  f  AW«nt 

DoH.  How  nowt  why  loiter  you  behind  f  why 
ride  you  not  along  with  your  lord  t 

Fran,  To  lie  with  your  ladysliip. 

Dor,  Howt 

Fran*  In  the  bed,  upon  the  l>ed,  or  under  tltc 
Ijed. 

Dor.  Why,  how  now,  Francis* ! 

Fran.  T1u8  is  the  plain  trut!j  nn%  I  would  lio 
with  ye. 

Dor.  \Miy,  Francis  

Frak.  I  know  too,  that  you  will  He  with  me. 

Dor,  Nay,  but,  Francis  

Fran*  Plague  of  Francis  !  J  am  jieither  Frank 
nor  Francis, 
But  a  gentleman  of  Milan,  that  even  there 
Heard  of  your  beauty,  wlvieli  report  tliere  guarded 
With  such  a  chastity,  tlu?  gljit^^ring'st  sin 
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Held  no  artillery  of  power  to  shake  it. 
Upon  which  I  resolv'd  to  try  conclusions ; 
Assum'd  this  name  and  fortune,  sought  this  ser- 
vice : 

And  I  will  tell  ye  truly  what  T  guess  you. 
Dor.  You  will  not  ravish  me,  Francis  1 
Fran.  No;  but  unravel  ye  in  two  lines  ex- 

l>erience  writ  lately — 

Extremes  in  virtue  are  but  clouds  to  vice; 
SheHl  do  H  ih*  dark  wJio  is    ilC  day  too  nice. 

Dor.  Indeed  ye  do  not  well  to  belie  me  thus. 

Fran.  Come,  1*11  lie  with  thee,  wench,  and 
make  all  well  again.  Though  your  confident  lord 
makes  use  of  Crede  quod  liahes^  et  hahes^  and  holds 
it  impossible  for  any  to  be  a  cuckold,  [and]  can  be- 
lieve himself  none,  I  would  have  his  lady  have 
more  wit,  and  clap  them  on. 

Dor.  And  truly,  Francis,  some  women  now 
would  do't 

Fran.  Who  can  you  choose  more  convenient  to 
practise  with  than  me,  whom  he  doats  on  ?  where 
shall  a  man  find  a  friend  but  at  home)  so  you 
break  one  proverb's  pate,  and  give  the  other  a 
plaster.    Is't  a  match,  wench ) 

Dor.  Well,  for  once  it  is :  but,  and  ye  do  any 
more,  indeed  I'll  tell  my  husband. 

Fran.  But  when  shall  this  once  be  ?  now  ? 

Dor.  Now  ?  no  indeed,  Francis. 
It  shall  be  soon  at  night,  when  your  lord's  come 
iiome. 

Fran.  Then  !  how  is  it  possible? 

Dor.  Possible !  women  can  make  any  of  these 
things  possible,  Francis :  now  many  casualties  may 
cross  us ;  but  soon  at  night  my  lord,  I'm  sure,  will 
be  so  sleepy,  what  with  his  journey  and  deep 
healths  for  the  duke's  return,  that  before  he  goes 
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tii  bed  (m  he  uses  still  when  lie  hm  been  himl 
a-driiiking)  he  will  sleep  upon  tlie  bed  in'B  cbtliea 
so  BOund,  bells  would  not  wake  him^  ning  in  the 

cbatnben 

Fean,  The  cucknld  slumbers  ;  and  tliough  hh 
wife  hit  him  o'  th'  forehead  with  her  heel,  he 
dr<3ams  of  no  stick  mutter. 

Doiu  Now  Pamli<3,  tliat  mak€^  him  merry  hi 
Ilia  chamljer^  shall,  when  the  i;andle*s  out  and  he 
asleep,  bring  you  into  the  chamber, 

Fran.  But  will  he  be  secret  ? 

Dor.  Will  he^  good  soid  [  I  am  not  to  try  him 
now. 

Fran,  *Sfoot,  this  is  brave. 
My  kind  lord's  fool  is  my  cunning  lady's  knave* 
LSut,  pray,  how  then  1 

JJOR.  When  you  are  in  at  door  on  right  before 
you,  you  shall  feel  tlrn  \md ;  give  nie  but  softly  a 
touch,  111  riso,  and  follow  you  into  the  next 
rhaml>er ;  but  truly,  and  you  do  not  use  me  kindly, 
1  shall  cry  out  and  sjjoil  all. 

Fr^VN,  Use  you  kiniUy  !  was  lady  e'er  uised 
ciueJly  i'  th'  dark  ?  Do  you  but  prepare  Pamba 
and  your  maid :  let  me  alone  witti  har  mistress. 
About  eleven  I  desire  to  be  exjiected. 

1>0R,  And  till  the  clock  strike  twelve,  Til  lie 
awake* 

FiLiN,  Now  ye  dare  kiss? 

Dor,  Onec  with  my  friend^  or  so ;  yet  you  may 
tidce  two,  Francis. 

Fran,  My  cast  is  ames-ace  then. 

Dor,  Dence-acc  had  ||ot  the  game. 

Fran.  Why^  then,  you're  welcome.  Adieu,  my 
dainty  mistreea 

Dor,  Fan^wellj  kind  Francis.  [E^eiut(. 
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JE^hUt*  Lorenzo,    from  horse. 

Lor.  I  have  given  them  all  the  slip,  the  duke 
and  all, 

And  am  at  home  before  them.    I  cannot  rest, 
Philippo  and  my  wife  run  in  my  mind  so  : 
I  know  no  cause  why  I  should  trust  him  more 
Than  all  the  world  beside.    I  remember 
He  told  her  that  I  bought  the  buck's-head,  there- 
fore 

Deserved  the  horns :  although  I  bid  him  try  her, 
Yet  I  did  not  bid  him  bid  her  with  one  eye 
Love  me,  and  with  the  other  wink  at  a  friend. 
How  we  long  to  grow  familiar  with  affiction ; 
And,  as  many  words  do  aptly  hold  concordance 
To  make  one  sentence,  just  so  many  causes 
Seem  to  agree,  when  conceit  makes  us  cuckolds. 

Enter  Philippo  and  Abstemia.    Lorenzo  aside. 

And  here  comes  proof  apparent ;  hand  in  hand 
too ! 

Now  their  palms  meet :  that  grasp  begets  a  bas- 
tard! 

Phil.  By  your  white  hand,  I  swear  'twas  only 
so. 

Lor.  Poison  of  toads  betwixt  ye ! 

Abs.  Philippo,  you  have  fully  satisfied  me. 

LoR.  Insatiate  whore !  could  not  I  satisfy  ye  % 
I  shall  commit  a  murder  if  I  stay : 
111  go  forge  thunder  for  ye.    0,  let  me 
Nevermore  marry  !  what  plague  can  transcend 
A  whorish  wife  and  a  perfidious  friend  I  [Exit. 

Phil.  By  the  unblemished  faith  then  of  a  gentle- 
man. 

And  by  your  potent  goodness  (a  great  oath, 
For  you  are  greatly  good),  by  truth  itself ; 
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For  Btiil  I  swear  by  you — -wbat  again  liiith  pass'dj  • 
Was  at  the  first  but  trial  of  your  chafitity. 
Far  alxive  time  or  story :  as  I  speak  truths 
So  may  I  prosper, 

Abs.  And  came  these  triab  from  your  breast 
only? 

Pmii.  Only  from  my  breast ;  and  by  the  sweet 
Excellent  bhish  of  virtue,  there  is  in  you 
Plenty  of  truth  aiid  goodness. 

AbSu  You  have  nobly 
Appeas'd  the  storm  overtook  you^  and  you  are 
Again  a  good  man. 

Eiit^  Lorenzo,  Pandulpho,  Spinoso,  Jaspro, 

JOVANL 

Lor.  Tniitor  to  truth  and  friendship  I 
Did  not  mine  honour  hold  mo,  I  should  rip  out 
That  blushing  hypocrite  thy  heart,  that  hath  broke 
So  strong  a  tie  of  faitb  :  but  bejiold 
How  much  of  man  is  in  me  1  there,  I  cast  thee ' 
From  this  believing  heart  to  the  iron  hand 
Of  law,  the  wong^d  man's  saint  % 

Phii*  What  means  this  1 

Pan,  My  lord,  here's  warrant 
For  what's  done,  immediate  from  the  duke ; 
By  force  of  which  you're  early  i*  th'  morning 
Before  his  grace  to  ans^ver  to  such  injuries 
The  Count  Lorenzo  shall  allege  against  you* 

Phil,  Injuries  !  Why,  friend,  what  injuries? 

Lor.  Can  ye  s|)ell  stag,  sir  1  'tis  four  letters  with 
two  horns. 

Good  gentlemen,  convey  him  from  my  fury. 
For  fear  of  greater  mischief- 

PiiiL.  Thou  yellow  fool !  \^Ejdt, 


^  [Old  copy,  iMm\ 
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Abs.  I  would  you  would  instruct  me,  noble  sir, 
But  how  to  understand  all  this. 
Lor.  Do  ye  see  her?  look  on  her,  all,  and 
wonder : 

Did  ye  ever  see  so  foul  guilt  stand  underneath 
A  look  so  innocent  9 

Jov.  I  should  have  pawn'd 
My  blood  upon  her  honour. 

Pan.  Colours  not  in  grain 
Make  as  fair  show,  but  are  more  apt  to  stain. 

Abs.  My  lord. 

Lor.  Ye  whore  !  [Kicks  her.    She  twoowt. 

Jas.  Look  to  the  lady. 


Lor.  Look  to  her !  hang  her :  let  me  send  her 
now 

To  the  devil,  with  all  her  sins  upon  her  head. 

Spin..  Bear  her  in  gently,  and  see  her  guarded. 

Pan.  You  are  too  violent,  my  lord. 

Lor.  That  men  should  ever  marry !  that  we 
should  lay  our  heads. 
And  take  our  horns  up  out  of  women's  laps  ! 

Jov.  Be  patient,  good  sir. 

Lor.  Yes,  and  go  make  potguns. 

Jas.  'Tis  late,  and  sleep  would  do  you  good,  my 
lord. 

Lor.  Sleep  !  why,  do  you  think  I  am  mad,  sir  ? 

Jas.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Then  you  do  lie,  my  lord, 
For  I  am  mad,  horn-mad  :  I  shall  be  acted 
In  our  theatres  of  Verona.    0,  what  poison's 
Like  a  false  friend,  and  what  plague  more  ruinous 
Than  a  lascivious  wife  1  they  steal  our  joys, 
And  fill  us  with  affliction :  they  leave  our  names 
Hedg'd  in  with  calumny :  in  their  false  hearts 
Crocodiles  breed,  who  make  grief  their  disguise. 
And,  in  betraying,  te^rs  'stil  through  their  eyes. 
0,  he  that  can  believe  he  sleeps  secure 
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Belching  up  a  tempest    O  valiant  lust ! 
How  resolute  thou  go'st  to  acts  unjust  i 
Pamboy  good  night 

Desire  drowns  fear  in  presuppos'd  delight. 

Clqwn.  Turn  of  your  left  hand,  'twill  lead  you 
to  the  devil — to  my  lady,  I  should  say,  presently. 

[Exit. 

Fran.  Let  me  [see]: 
Four  steps  on  the  left  hand.    I  have  the  bed. 
And  on  this  side  she  lies.    'Sfoot,  there's  a  beard  ! 
But  all's  well  yet,  she  lies  on  this  side,  sure. 
I  have  her :  'tis  her  hand,  I  know  the  touch. 
It  melts  me  into  passion.    I  have  much  ado 
To  contain  my  wild  desires.    As  the  wind  strains 
In  caverns  lock'd,  so  througli  my  big-swolPn 
veins 

My  blood  cuts  capers. 
Dor.  Who's  there  1 
Fran.  'Tis  I. 
Dor.  Francis ! 

Fran.  Fortunate  Francis,  that  was  wrapiK^d  in  8 
mother's  smock. 

Dor,  Give  me  your  hand,  Francis. 

Fran.  There  'tis.    I  melt  already ! 

Dor.  My  lord  !  Count  Lodovico,  awake  ! 

Fran.  I  am  lost  for  ever,  madam. 

Dor.  My  lord  !  my  lord ! 

Fran.  If  I  pull  too  hard,  I  shall  pull  her  out  o' 
th'  bed  too. 

Dor.  My  lord,  will  ye  not  wake  ] 

LoD.  What's  the  matter  1  what's  the  matter  1 

Fran.  How  I  do  dwindle  I 

Dor.  Pray,  hear  me,  sir;  I  cannot  sleep,  till 
you 

Have  resolv'd  me  one  thing. 
LoD.  What  is't,  sweetheart  ? 
Dor.  Of  all  your  men,  which  do  you  love  best  ? 


1S4 
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LuU.  That'a  a  tstrang^  question  to  Wik  at  mid- 
night I  Francisco* 

Doe.  And  that  same  false  Francisco  in  your  ah- 
eence 

Mo^t  lewdly  tempted  me  to  wrong  your  bedL 
Fran.  Was  over  woodcock  eat«h'd  thus  1 
Loi)»  0  rogue,  I'll  go  cut  hk  thruat  sleeping. 
DoH,  Nay,  I  have  fitted  him  most  daintily* 
Fran.  Now,  now,  now,  now*,  I  am  spitted. 
Dor.  I  seera'd,  sweetheart,  to  consent  to  him 
Fran.  A  plague  of  seomings.    I  were  best  con- 
fess, 

And  beg  pardon* 
Dor.  And  to  make  him  sure  for  your  revenge,  I 
appointed 

About  this  houTj  the  door  leUt  ope  on  pur}K)se  

Fran*  Ah  I 

Dor,  To  meet  me  in  the  garden* 
Fran.  All's  well  again* 
Dor,  NoWj  sweetheart. 
If  thou  wouldst  but  steal  down  thither,  thou 
might'st 

Catch  bim^  and  snap  the  fool  very  finely, 

LoD.  O  my  sweet  birds-nie  I  what  a  wench 
have  I 

Of  thee  1  Cf'ede  quocl  hahu^  et  Imhu  still 
And  I  had  thought  it  possible  to  have  been 
Cuckolded,  I  had  been  cuckolded. 
I'll  take  my  rapier  as  I  go,  sirrah  ; 
And  the  night  being  dark,  I'll  speak  }ike  thee^ 
As  if  thou  hadflt  kept  thy  word.    0  villain  \ 
Nothing  vexes  me,  but  that  he  should  think 
I  can  be  a  cuckold,  and  have  such  a  lady. 
Do  thou  lie  still,  and  I'll  bring  thee  his  heart 
For  thy  monkey's  breakfast* 
Dor.  And  would  you  part  unkindly^  and  not 
kiss  me  I 
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LoD.  I  have  no  more  manners  than  a  goostv 
Farewell, 

My  chaste,  delicious  DolL    What  may  his  life 
Be  compared  to  that  meets  with  such  a  wife  ! 

[Exit. 


Fran.  Pish,  Pambo ! 
Clown.  Here,  boy. 

Fran.  Go  meet  him  in  the  garden,  and  hark. 
Clown.  Excellent !  I'll  play  my  lady,  I  warrant 
ye. 

Fran.  Do't  daintily. 

Clown.  Well,  I  may  hope  for  a  'squire's  place  ; 


1  A  coitermonger  ia  a  seller  of  apples;  and  an  apple- 
§quire  was  formerly  a  cant  term  for  a  pimp. 

So  in  Erasmus's  "  Praise  of  Folly,"  translated  by  Chaloner, 
1549,  sig.  P. :  **  Or  doo  you  judge  peradventure  they  ct)uld»» 
easily  fynde  in  their  hertes,  that  so  many  scriveners,  bo 
many  registrers,  so  manie  notaries,  so  many  advocates,  su 
many  promoters,  so  many  secretaries,  so  many  uioyleteni, 
so  many  horsekeepers,  so  many  gentlemen  of  householde, 
so  many  appU-squtres,  so  many  baudes,  I  had  almost  spoken 
a  softer  worde,"  &c. 

Again,  in  "Faults,  Faults,  and  Nothing  but  Faultes." 
by  Baniaby  Rich,  1606,  p.  24 :  *'Shee  shaU  not  want  th** 
assistance  of  her  niffians,  her  appU-Mquirts,  and  of  thono 
brothell  queanes  that  lodge,  that -harbour,  and  that  retain 
her." 

Again,  in  Ben  Jonson'd  "Every  Man  in  his  Humour," 
iv.  10— 

Wellf  gtxxl  wife  bawd,  CoVs  wife,  and  joa. 
That  make  your  hushaod  such  a  hoddy  doddj ; 
And  jou,  young  appie  »quire^  and  olil  cuckold-malcer, 
I'll  ha'  you  every  one  before  a  Joatice." 

See  also  "Dekker's  Belman  of  London,*'  sig.  H  2. 

And  in  Bale's  Actis  of  Englishe  Votaries,"  1550,  Part  I., 
fol.  27  :  **  Women  in  those  dayes  might  sore  have  distained 
their  newlie  ri^en  opinion  of  u<>line»,  if  they  had  chaunced 


Enter  CliOWN. 


my  fkther  was  a  costermonger. 


Fit  AX,  Well,  now  I  see,  m  he  who  fain  would 

know 

The  redl  stram  of  goodnesB,  ismy  in  her  read  it, 
Who  can  seem  chaste,  bat  not  he  what  she  aeemi  ; 
So,  who  would  see  h^l[*%  craft,  in  her  may  reatl  it. 
Who  can  seem  too^  hut  not  he  what  she  seems. 
In  brief,  put  him  to  school  (would  cheat  tbe  de*il 
of 's  right) 

To  ft  dainty,  amooth-fac*d,  female  hypoerita,  [Ejtii. 

EiU0'  LODOviuo  and  Clown. 

LoD.  Here's  a  w^ife,  Famho  I 

CUiWK*  Now,  Crfd€  quod  kahes,  et  hab^t,  &ir, 

LoD.  Why,  rig! it,  man  i  let  him  believe  he  hiti 

liorn.^  and  he  has  *eni. 

Cl>OWN.  To  discover  upon  the  pinrli  to  ye  1 
LoD,  0  you  kind  loving  husKanJs,  like  ni3rself. 

What  fortunes  meet  ye,  fall*  but  with  mch  wives. 
Clc»1^t*j.  Fortune's  i'  th*  fashion  of  hay-forks, 
LoD*  Sirrah  Pambo,  thou  slialt  seldom  see  a 

harsh  fellow  have  such  a  wife,  such  a  fortnn4it<j 

wedding. 

Clo^t^.  He  will  go  to  hanging  as  soon. 
LoD,  No,  no ;  we  loving  souls  have  all  the  for- 
tunes. 

There's  Count  Lorenzo,  for  example^  now ; 
There*s  a  sweet  coil  to-moiTOW  'bout  his  wife. 
He  has  two  servants,  that  will  take  their  oaths 
They  saw  her  dishonest  with  his  friend  Count 
Philippo ; 


Ut  bane  bene  wlik  oLUde  hy  tUe  prelntej^^  and  llierefora 
uther  Bj>mtuai  rwmediea  were  Bought  a«it  for  tUota  hy  their 
good  providers  ami  proctun* ;  ye  may  if  yc  will  caJl  tlioia 

^  [Oldc^jpy.Ml 
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Nay,  in  the  very  act.    Now  what  was't  brought 

her  to*t, 
But  his  dogged  usage  of  her  9 
Clown.  Nay,  she  never  lived  a  good  day  with  him. 
LoD.  How  she  goes  flaunting  too!  she  must 
have  a 

Feather  in  her  head  and  a  cork  in  her  heel. 

Clown.  Ay,  that  shows  her  light  from  head  to 
heel,  sir ;  and  who  have  heavier  heads  than  those 
whose  wives  have  light  heels?  that  feather  con- 
founds her. 

LoD.  I  shall  so  laugh  to  hear  the  comical 
history  of  the  great  Count  Lorenzo's  horns :  but 
as  I  have  such  a  wife  now,  what  a  villain  did  1 
entertain  to  teach  her  music  t  U'  has  done  her  no 
good  since  he  came,  that  I  saw. 

Clown.  Hang  him,  h'  has  made  her  a  little  per- 
fect in  prick-song,  that's  all ;  and  it  may  be,  she 
had  skill  in  that  before  you  married  her  too. 

LoD.  She  could  sing  at  the  first  siglit,  by  this 
hand,  Pambo. 
But  hark  !  I  hear  somebody. 

Enter  FRANCISCO. 

Clown.  'Tis  he,  sure  ;  h'  has  a  dreaming  wliore- 
master's  paca  Pray,  let  me  practise  my  lady's 
part,  and  counterfeit  for  her. 

LoD.  Can'st  thou  imitate  to  th'  life  1 

Clown.  Can  1 1    0  wicked  Francis  ! 

LoD.  Admirable  !    Thou  shalt  do't. 

Clown.  Pray,  be  you  ready  with  your  rapier  to 
spit  him  then,  and  I'll  watch  him  a  good  turn,  1 
warrant  ye. 

Fran.  Here  they  are.  If  Pambo  now  comes  off 
with  his  part  neatly,  the  comedy  passes  bravely. 
Who's  there  1  madam  1 
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Clown.  FraneWl 
F&JLK.  The  same. 

Clown.  I  tldiik  this  place  lies  %m  open  to  the 
air,  Franck  f 

Loix  Delicate  Pambo,  [Aside.] 

CUJWK.  And  truly  there's  a  great  »kw  fallen 
to-night ; 
TJie  grass  is  wondi^Qs  wet 

LoD.  Sweet  fogoe  !  [AMf  ] 

Clown.  Come,  Francis, 
And  let  u»  sport  ooriselTes  in  jronder  msb(^, 
And  being  set^  111  smother  tliee  with  Htisses. 

LoD.  0  villain  j  [Amft,] 

Fban\  Hear  me^  hdy  : 
It  is  enotiglit  mj  lord  Imth  now  a  triend 
In  theaa  mshonest  days,  that  dares  be  liomsk 

LoD.  How  is  this  i 

Clown.  Nay,  for  thy  lotd,  he's  a  uiepe  cox- 
comb, Fraacis. 
Lob.  Oat,  rogue  I 

FbAN,  TTis  but  your  bad  desires  that  tell  you 
so. 

Can  I  contain  a  heart,  or  can  that  heart 
Harbotir  a  thought  of  injuiy  'gainst  him 
Under  whose  wing  I  safely  stretch  my  pinions  I 
Has  he  not  nobly  entertaiu'd  me  t  stand  I  not 
Next  neighboor,  save  yourself,  unto  his  heart  I 

LoD.  Ay,  by  this  hand,  dost  thou. 

Fean,  And  should  I  quit  him  thu&t    No,  bMly, 
no. 

Loa  Brave  Frank  I 

Fran.  I  am  too  wise  to  fall  in  love*  with  woe, 
Much  less  with  wo-man,    I  but  took  advantage 
t>f  my  lord's  absence  for  your  trial,  laily. 
For  fear  some  fellow  (fai-  hotter  rein VI  than  I) 
Might  have  sought  [her]  and  sped  :  and  I 'd  be  loth 
A  lord  so  lo\ing  
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LoD.  Shalt  have  five  leases,  by  these  fingers. 
Fran.  Should  have  a  lady  false. 
Back,  lady,  to  your  yet  unblemished  bed : 
Preserve  your  honour  and  your  lord's— calf s 


Clown.  Well,  Francis,  you  had  been  better — if 
I  do  not  tell  my  lord  of  this ! 
I4OD.  He  has  put  him  to't  now. 


You'll  turn  it  all  on  me,  I  know ;  but  ere 
I'll  live  to  wrong  so  good  a  lord,  or  stand 
The  mark  unto  your  malice,  I  will  first 
Fall  on  my  sword  and  perish. 
LOD.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  man  ! 
Fran.  Ha,  who  are  youl 
LoD.  One  that  has  more  humanity  in  him,  than 
to  se^  aproper  fellow  cast  himself  away,  I  warrant 


CI^OWN.  And  'twas  I  played  my  lady  to  have 
snapped  ye. 

Fran.  Has  she  been  then  so  good  to  tell  your 
honour  ? 

Now  am  I  worse  afflicted  than  before. 
That  she  should  thus  outrun  me  in  this  race 
Of  honesty. 

LOD.  Nay,  sh'  has  bobb'd  thee  bravely. 
Sh'  has  a  thousand  of  these  tricks,  i'  faith,  man : 
But  howsoever,  what  I  have  found  thee,  I  have 

found  thee. 
Hark  in  thine  ear,  shalt  have  five  leases 
And  mine  own  nag,  when  th'  hast  a  mind  to  ride. 

Fran.  Let  me  deserve,  sir,  first. 

LoD.  Shalt  have  them.  I  know  what  I  do,  I 
warrant  thee. 

Fran.  I  joy  in  such  a  lady. 

LoD.  Nay,  tliere's  a  couple  of  you,  for  a  wife 
and  a  friend.    Shalt  be  no  more  my  servant.  I 

VOL.  XIII.  I 
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thee. 
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had  thought  to  hare  made  thee  ray  stewanl«  but 
thou'rt  too  honest  for  the  place,  that'a  the  truth 
on't 

Clown,  Hia  superfluity  h  mj  neceisity.  Pray» 
let  me  ha'tj  sin 

LoD.  I  will  talk  with  thee  to-morrow,  Pambo : 
thou  fihalt  have  something  too  :  but  I'll  go  to  bed. 
Honest  Francis,  the  dearest  must  part^  I  see.  1 
will  so  hug  the  sweet  rascal,  that  thinks  every 
hour  ten.  till  I  come  yonder !    Giiod  night,  Frank, 

To  bed,  Pambo.    What  delight  in  life 

Can  equal  mch  a  friend  and  such  a  wife  ? 

So,  my  dainty  DoU,  I  come  to  thee,  [Sjtit, 

CijOWN*  So  a  city  nightcap  go  with  tliee  I  But 
shall  I  not  be  thought  on  for  my  night's  service  1 

Fran.  O,  look  ye,  pray  forget  not  ye  had  some* 
thing* 

Clown*  Well,  and  pray  do  you  rememl>er  I  had 
no  tiling, 

Fran"*  Nothing  I  wliat's  that  ? 

Clown.  Nothing,  before  I  Imd  something,  I 
mean.    So  you  are  well- re  turned  from  Utopia. 

Fran.  You're  very  nimbler  sir :  good -morrow, 

A  bar  itt  out.     EnUr  the  DUKK  or  Verona,  PAN- 

DiTLPHO,  Spinoso,  Jaspro,  Jovani,  Lobexzo, 

PhILIPPO,  ABSITSMIA,  II  ffitnrtl  and  tiro  /i/awj. 

Ver,  Call  the  accus'd  to  th'  bar, 

Phil-  We  appear 
W' ith  acknowledge  reverence  to  the  presence, 

Ver.  We  meet  not 
To  build  on  circumstance.^,  hut  to  come  plainly 
To  the  biisine^>«  that  here  plac'd  ui.  Cousin 
Lorenzo, 

You  have  free  leave  to  speak  your  grie& ;  but  this 


Desire  the  setuite  to  observe,  and  nearly : 

I  come  here  not  jour  kinsman  ;  neither,  mu  lam^ 

Looking  unto  the  greatness  of  your  blood, 

Ab  you  are  sister  to  the  Duke  of  Venice ; 

But  as  an  equal  judge,  I  come  to  doom, 

As  circumBtanca  ^  atid  protjf  informs. 

Lor.  Thus  then, 
(Gre.at  sir,  grave  lordt,  and  honourable  auditorB 
Of  my  dishonour)  I  affirm  'tis  known 
To  th'  signory  of  Verona,  the  whole  city ; 
Nay,  the  great  midtitude  without^  that  come 
This  day  to  hear  unwilling  truth,  can  witness, 
How,  since  my  marriage  with  that  v^onian— weep'st 
thou  I 

0  truth,  w^ho  would  not  look  thee  in  a  woman's 
tears  t 

But  showers  that  fall  too  late,  produce  dear  years— 
All  know  that,  since  our  marriage,  1  have  performM 
So  fairly  all  judicial  wedlock-offices, 
That  malice  knew  not  how  at  my  whole  actions 
To  make  one  blow,  and  to  strike  home*    I  did 
rather 

Honour  her  as  a  saint,  sir,  than  respect  her, 
As  she  was  my  wife.    On  pilgrimage  I  sent 
All  my  endeavours  to  the  fair-seeining  shrine 
Of  their  desires,  where  they  did  offer  dally 
A  plenal  satisfaction,  which  she  seem'd 
fieciprocaUy  to  return,  paid  back 
As  much  obedience  as  I  lent  of  love  : 
But  then  the  serpent  stings,  when  like  a  dove 
Opitiion  feathers  him  :  women's  sweet  words 
As  far  are  from  their  hearts,  though  from  their 
breasts 

They  fly^  as  lapwings^  cries  are  from  their  nests, 
PaK,  O,  yon  inveigh. 


*  lOlA  flopy^  cirettimtances.] 
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Li>R.  1  would  appear  no  satire. 
And  for  thiB  man  (how  fain  I  would  caU  htm 
friend!) 

I  appeal  to  the  whole  state,  if  at  the  fight 
Betwixt  Biserta  galleys  and  your  grace. 
Wherein  you  pleas'd  to  send  me  general  there, 
That  he  deserv'd  (let  me  not  take  from  liim 
His  merit's  meet  confession)  but  I  was  there. 
The  man  (the  erring  mm)  that  erown*d  his  merit 
With  approbation  and  reward  ;  brought  him  home, 
Prefer/ d  him  to  those  gmces  you  heaped  on  him  : 
Wore  him  a  neighbour  to  my  he^rt^  as  lovers 
Wear  jewels,  left  by  their  dead  friends,    I  loek'd 
him 

Into  my  heart,  and  double-barr*d  him  there 
With  reason  and  opinion  :  his  extremities 
Fastened  me  more  unto  him,  whilst,  like  an  arch 
Well-built,  by  how  much  the  more  weight  I  borej 
I  stood  ^  the  stronger  under  him  \  so  loir'd  him> 
That  in  his  absence  still  mine  ear  became 
A  sanctuary  to  his  injur'd  name. 

Ver.  And  what  from  hence  infer  you  ? 

Lor.  That  'twas  baae, 
Base  in  the  depth  of  baseness,  for  this  wife 
So  honoured  and  tins  i^mooth  friend  so  belo^^d 
To  conspire  betwixt  them  my  dishonour. 

Ver.  How] 

Lor.  To  stain  my  sheets  with  lust,  a  minntc'a 
theft ; 

To  brand  perpetually  three  faces :  a  husband's, 
A  wife's,  and  friend's, 

Abs.  O  gooii  my  lord, 
Cast  out  this  devil  from  you. 

Lor,  O  good  my  laily. 
Keep  not  the  devil  within  you,  but  confeas. 
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Phil.  Hear  me,  great  sir;  I  will  confess, 
Lorenzo, 

And  print  thee  down  the  fool  of  passion. 
Spin.  Speak,  sir. 

Phil.  Tis  true,  this  boasting  man  did  thus 
erect  me 

In  his  opinion,  plac'd  me  in  his  love, 

Grac'd  me  with  courtesies  :  0  the  craft  of  jealousy  ! 

As  boys,  to  take  the  bird,  about  the  pit 

Cast  wheat  and  chaff,  contriving  a  neat  train 

To  entice  her  to  her  ruin — so  this  friend, 

Falser  than  city-oaths,  it  is  not  doubted. 

Having  so  far  endear'd  me,  when  he  came 

To  enjoy  a  fair  wife,  guess'd  it  impossible 

For  me  to  share  with  him  in  all  things  else. 

And  not  in  her ;  for  fair  wives  oft,  we  see. 

Strike  the  discord  in  sweet  friendship's  harmony  : 

And  having  no  way  to  ensnare  me  so. 

To  separate  our  loves,  he  seriously 

Woo'd  me  to  try  his  wife. 

Lor.  'Tis  false. 

Phil.  'Tis  true. 
By  all  that  honest  men  may  be  believed  by. 
Three  several  times  I  tried  her,  by  him  urg'd  to't, 
Yet  still  my  truth  not  started,  kept  so  constant, 
That  till  this  hour  this  lady  thus  much  knew  not. 
I  bore  her  brave  reproofs.    0,  when  she  spake. 
The  saints  (sure)  listened,  and  at  every  point 
She  got  th'  applause  of  angels  1    Now,  upon  this. 
This  jealous  lord  infers  (and  it  may  be 
But  to  shun  futurity)  that  I, 
His  betray'd  friend,  could  not  hold  the  cup, 
But  I  must  drink  the  poison.    No,  Lorenzo, 
An  honest  man  is  still  an  unmov'd  rock, 
Wash'd  whiter,  but  not  shaken  with  the  shock. 
Whose  heart  conceives  no  sinister  device  : 
Fearless  he  plays  with  flames,  and  treads  on  ice. 
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ToL  Comb,  did  jw.  w  tow  frimi  konr 

Coamel  kni  to  tht»  tmkf 
If 

Phil  Yam  did. 

LCML  Fldfippov  thou  art  iaHa  finov  a  good  mb, 
Asd  bast  U'ea  leare  of  Modectr.    Let  tlKse  ■  j 

That  inaedalitj  dioiiki  be  indnctioii 
To  mj  man  certain  shame — let  these  speak 
And  relate  what  thej  saw :  Uiej  grew  pnblicy 
M J  ferrants  could  diseorer  them. 

Pa3I.  Speak,  friends,  be  feark»  ; 
And  what  joo  know,  eren  to  a  srflaUe, 
Boldlj  confemi 

l8T  Slate.  Then  know,  great  air,  as  soon 
As  e'er  mj  ktd  was  gone  to  meet  roar  grace, 
Si^^nor  PhiHppo  and  mj  hdj  priralelj 
l^ent  op  to  her  bed-diambo*:  we  two,  sospecting 
What  afterwards  we  found,  stole  soft! j  np, 
And  through  the  key  hole  (for  the  door  was  lock'd) 
We  saw  my  lad  j  and  Count  Riilippo  there 
Upon  the  bed,  and  in  the  very  act. 
As  my  lord  before  affirm'd. 

Am.  Canst  tiiou  hear,  heaven. 
And  withhold  thy  thonderf 

Phiu  My  lords,  one  devil,  ye  know. 
May  possess  three  bodies. 

Veb.  Will  yon  swear  this,  sirf 

IffT  Slave.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Spin.  And  yon  f 

2d  Slave.  I  will,  and  dare,  sir. 

Lor.  Brave  rascals ! 

Veil  Reach  them  the  book. 

Abs.  Ye  poor  deladed  men,  O,  do  not  swear ! 

Lor.  Think  of  the  chain  of  pearl  [Ande. 

1st  Slave.  Give  us  the  book : 
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That  we  affirm  the  truth,  the  whole  truth, 
And  nothing  but  the  truth,  we  swear. 

Pan.  Believe  me,  I  am  sorry  for  the  lady. 

Phil.  How  soon 
Two  sools,  more  precious  than  a  pair  of  worlds, 
Are  levelled  below  death ! 

Ab8.  0,  hark !  did  you  not  hear  it? 

Omnes.  What,  lady  ? 

Abs.  This  hour  a  pair  of  glorious  towers  are 
fallen; 

Two  goodly  buildings  beaten  with  a  breath 
Beneath  the  grave.    You  all  have  seen  this  day, 
A  pair  of  souls  both  cast  and  kiss'd  away. 

Spin.  What  censure  gives  your  grace  1 

Ver.  In  that  I  am  a  kinsman 
To  the  accuser,  that  I  might  not  appear 
Partial  in  judgment,  let  it  seem  no  wonder 
If  uato  your  gravities  I  leave 
The  following  sentence  :  but  as  Lorenzo  stands 
A  kinsman  to  Verona,  so  forget  not, 
Abs^emia  still  is  sister  unto  Venice. 

Phil.  Misery  of  goodness ! 

Abs.  O  Lorenzo  Medico  !  * 
Abstemia's  lover  once,  when  he  did  vow 
And  when  I  did  believe ;  then  when  Abstemia 
Denied  so  many  princes  for  Lorenzo, 
Then  when  you  swore.    O  maids !  how  men  can 
weep. 

Print  protestations  on  their  breasts  and  sigh, 
And  look  so  truly,  and  then  weep  again, 
And  then  protest  again,  and  again  dissemble  ! 
When  once  enjoy'd,  like  strange  sights  we  grow 
» stale, 

And  find  our  comforts,  like  their  wonder,  fail. 
Phil.  O  Lorenzo ! 


[A  not  unusual  form  of  De  Medici.] 


IK 


L/xpk  mm  lean,  mdi  €«*  of  wkkh.  wteP^nhifir^ 


An  liarder  fiff  tLm  rocks,  and  caa'a  noC  priae 
Tbe  pnevMu  waters  of  tnnii's  iBjar  d  ere*. 
I»K.  PWa«e  your  grace,  (woccei  to  ceosnre. 
Vol  Tlraft  'di  dmwL  as  thoe  lords  haTe  «ei 
down 

AgMMt  all  contndktioiL    Sigikor  Pkilippo. 
In  thai  joo  hare  Urns  grocdT.  sir.  dislMnoar'd 
Eren  oar  blood  hself  in  this  rode  injnrr 
Lights  on  oar  Idnsman.  kis  prerogatiTe 
ImpUcs  death  oo  roar  treqiasi ;  bvt  Toar  merity 
Of  more  antiquity  is  than  your  trespass. 
That  death  is  *  Uotted  oat,  and  in  the  place 
Banishment  writ,  perpetual  banishmeot 
(On  pain  of  death,  if  yon  retnin>  for  ever. 
From  Yemia  and  her  signoiies^ 

Phil.  Verona  is  kind. 

Pax.  Unto  yoo,  madam, 
1  his  censore  is  allotted.    Your  high  blood 
Takes  off  the  danger  of  the  law,  nay,  from 
Even  banishment  itselfl    This  lord  yoor  hus- 
band 

Sues  only  for  a  legal  fair  dironce. 
Which  we  think  good  to  grant,  the  church  alow- 
ing: 

And  in  that  the  injury  chiefly  reflects 

On  him,  he  hath  free  licence  to  marry,  when 

And  whom  he  pleases. 

Ab8.  I  thank  ye, 
That  you  are  favourable  unto  my  love, 
Whom  yet  I  love  and  weep  for. 

Phil.  Farewell,  Lorenzo.  , 
This  breast  did  never  yet  harbour  a  thought 
Of  thee,  but  man  was  in  it,  honest  man  : 


1  [Old  copy,  w.] 
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There's  all  the  words  that  thau  ait  worth.  Of 
your  grace, 

I  humbly  thus  take  leave  :  farewell,  my  lords  : 
And  lastly  farewell  ihoir,  fairest  of  many, 
Yet  by  far  more  uufortunate.    Look  up 
And  see  a  crown  held  for  thee  ;  win  it,  and  dia 
Love's  martyr,  the  sad  map  of  injury  : 
And  so  remember,  sir,  your  injur'd  lady 
Has  a  brother  yet  in  Venice. 

A^.  Farewell,  Lorenzo, 
Whom  ray  soul  iloth  [yet]  love  :  if  you  e'er  marry, 
May  you  meet  a  good  wdfe  :  so  good,  that  you 
May  not  suspect  her,  nor  may  she  be  worthy 
Of  your  fiuspieiou  i  aufl  if  you  hear  hereafter, 
That  I  am  dead,  inquire  but  my  last  wortls, 
And  you  shall  know  that  to  the  last  I  lov'd  you  : 
And  when  you  walk  forth  with  your  second  choice 
Into  the  pleasant  fields,  and  by  chance  talk  of  rae, 
Imagine  that  you  see  me  lean  and  pale, 
Strewing  your  paths  with  dowers  :  and  wlien  in  bed 
Ym  cast  your  arras  ahout  her  happy  Bide[5]» 
Think  you  Bee  me  stand  with  a  patient  look^ 
Crying,  All  hail,  you  lovers,  live  and  prosper. 
But  may  she  never  live  to  pay  my  debts. 
If  but  in  thought  she  wrong  you,  may  eh©  die 
In  the  conception  of  the  injury* 
Pray,  make  me  wealthy  with  one  kim  Farewell, 
sir. 

Let  it  not  grieve  you,  when  you  shall  remember 
That  I  was  innocent :  nor  this  forget — 
Though  innocence  here  suffer,  sigh,  and  groan, 
She  walks  but  thorough  thorns  to  find  a  tlirone. 

Vm  Break  up  the  court  *  and,  cousin,  learn 
this  rede ; 

Who  stabs  truth^s  bosom,  makes  an  angel  bleed* 
LOE.  The  storm  upon  my  bix-ast,  sir.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  III. 

JCnitt'  LoDOVico,  Jaspro,  JovanIi  mtd  Cuyym, 

how  Did  chronicle  ever  match  this  t^upki  gen- 
tlemen f 

J  AS,  You  make  us  wonder, 
Thftt  both  should  seem  to  yielil  to  the  temptation, 
Ami  both  so  meet  in  oue  resolved  goodness. 
Unknown  to  one  anotlier  ! 

LoD.  There  lies  the  jest  on*tw  Sirrah  Pambo, 
I  do  bnt  tiiinkt  an^  she  had  met  him  in  the  gar- 
den, how  she  would  have  rattled  him. 

Clowk.  And  ruffled  Iiini  too,  sir  :  the  camo- 
mile '  would  have  }>een  better  for  it  many  a  day 
after, 

Jov.  Such  an  honest-minded  sei-vant  where 
one  find  } 

LoD.  Semntl  mj  swoni  brother,  man;  he*s 


^  Th«  Oftmomilfl  £«  eaif)  t<»  grow  faster  the  umrt  il  h 
pruaed  or  troddata  tipoOf  and  to  this  circumst^jte  khe  Clown 
am  ntludet.  Frequeat  ootice  in  taken  of  this  property  in 
tbo  pliuit  by  our  ancient  writem.  Aa  iti  Tofte'a  **  HonourB 
Aondtfiui^i  or  th^  Famous  Postoriili  of  the  Faire  SbeplieardefiB« 
Jiiliettm"  ItilO*  |>.  204,  Uh  part  :  "But  aji  gok!  taken  out 
(if  the  bumini^  fiirnftcet  U  f^rre  more  bright  and  fieroe^  than 
wlmti  it  wiu  first  Qung  in ;  &ud  as  (Mm&nullj  the  more  it  u 
ifod  uftan,  fAe  ihkker  and  heUtr  U  Qiwdh:  even  bo  we  Ma 
thu  fiviri^  Archmsli  to  abew  taor«  deare  and  beautiful!, 
whfin  tho  flame  wab  odoq  past  and  gone  tben  eihit  had  bene 

And  m  tho  Fi™t  Part  of  King  Henry  IV,/'  act  ii.  hC.  1 1 
•'For  Uioiigh  iht  camomile  iht  more  U  it  trodden  m,  ike 
faMtr  it  tfi'oti^*t  jct  youtbi  the  more  it  »  wasted^  the  aooner 

It  WltT*/' 

0iM»  gi1ir«r  inntancc^  in  the  notes  of  Mr  St«eirenB  And  Dr 
Ktftncr  on  the  lait  pa«Ha|^, 


imtt^  isr  ml  a&rt  le  '1  jievf  inrrve  m*:  vt 
liiBC  inm 

iMSBS  &  .eiN«L  fioimL  ^nu-  ttiHiir  its 
€u«c^*K  TflL  TTuei  3Ht  wtam^  iter  itt^  atuick 
Jn^  SulL  "wt      irK  m;^  ion. 
LoL.  ^jt»  »  sit.  tism\H 

«i  Tantt^bRi.  sr  *  2'L  ^  ad_  use 

Lnii.        sl  nc    i£  Iter  Miauf    '"zs  pin 

OBtfL  jri   par:  iiten..  ac*  si  wt±I*-iiuaciK 

Tjif  iit  HIT  »idni£  II  itsr 
Cu-nv^  5l.  sn  alt*  -nif  w-eiunr  i\  mn.  aiit 

-«bcimuL.  iTK  dsaid 

liOl'.  ITirr.        tuuil  um  iFt  iiuvt-  iis  asi  am 
-aik  £^  wyk. 

CZr^WT..  aott^T  mmi'ji  liit  nion-  ii.  &  rccMr 
liiBr'f  'Uit  THinuu:  f  iitfi 

IfCCL'.  Sinr.  ui  mn  judi*-  of  itec.  nnr  jardik. 
coit  uixuc  :  'vriHsvaii  mcis:  iif  nur  dKmef  st  ir  rfo.- 
fesHBDOi  nn  ougt-  ii  xudull.  huda  rwir^t  &  cjcicser. 
std  Kmi!:  bin  uiit^e  b  sue  tiuc  inHfL  r-nii 

flOanxc  "UKi.  ui^  itevc  iiiisb»  rvri:'^  ^ 

Jen".  Tit  ft  fiicL  fiiie  kdem  kl  it^lL  si  bnnie  . 
liifT  art  €-v«L 
Wiixi  tilt:  triitik  fTDTia  liitc  »Diict:  wiiii 

Lca^.  y»r.  I  v.»jd  TFt.  Tt  fixiiinid  fiud  nc-  Phiiiin^f' 
«f  Fnxiciiiet'. 

TOD  Kbin2id  fine  Ii:-  A':icr.«3xiift  cif  urr  iadr. 

m  Bdbzidto}T  AuVifunk  itiUov.   He  krfs  hat  is  too 
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luiich,  md  see  what  crimes  oti*t !  I  give  my  wife 
lier  will,  and  see  what  comes  ou*t  too  1 

Ulown;  Nay,  sir,  there  U  two  came  on't,  an' m 
man  could  discover  *em. 

LoD.  Two  what,  I  pry  thee  I 

CLOWNi  It  may  l>e  two  babies,  sir :  for  they 
come  commonly  with  giving  a  woman  her  wilL 

LoD.  rd  laugh  at  tliat,  i'  faith,  boy.  But  who 
has  she  now  fur  her  caiife^sor  t 

Clown.  She  looks  for  one,  they  call  him  father 
Antony,  sir;  and  he's  wished^  t-o  her  by  Madonna 
Lussuriosa. 

Enter  Dorothea  and  Feancisco, 

LoD.  There's  another  modest  soul  too,  never 
without  a  holy  man  at  her  elbow !  But  here 
comes  one  outweighs  them  all  Why,  how  now, 
chick,  weeping  so  fast  ?  Thia  is  the  fault  of  most 
of  our  ladies ;  painting — weeping  for  their  sins  I 
should  say,  spoils  their  faces. 

Fran.  Sweet  madam, 

LoD.  Look,  look,  look  I  loving  soul,  he  weeps  for 
company ! 

Cluwn.  And  I  shall  laugh  outright  by  and  by. 
Dor.  0  that  good  man  I 
I.OD.  Why,  bird  I 
Jab.  Be  patient,  lady. 

Doit.  Would  he  go  to  heaven  without  his  zealous 
pupil  t 

Clown.  It  may  be  he  knew  not  your  mind, 

forsooth. 

Dor,  He  knew  my  mind  well  enough* 
Clown.  Whj  then,  it  may  be,  he  knew  you 
could  not  hold  out  for  the  journey.    Pray,  do  not 
set  us  all  a  crying.  [WeejM. 
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JjOD.  Prythee,  sweet  birtls-nie,  be  content. 
Dor.  Yes,  yes,  content !  when  you  two  leave  my 
company  1 

No  one  comes  near  me ;  so  that  were  it  not 

For  modest  simple  Francis  here  

Clown.  As  modest  as  a  gil>-cat  at  midnight 

[AiiJf. 

Dor.  That  sometimes,  reads 
Virtuous  books  to  me ;  were  it  not  for  him, 
I  might  go  look  content.^   But  'tis  no  matter, 
Nobody  cares  for  me. 

LOD.  Nay,  prythee,  DolL  Pray,  gentlemen, 
comfort  her.  [Weeps. 

Clown.  Now  is  the  devil  writing  an  encomium 
upon  cunning  cuckold-makers. 

Fran.  You  have  been  harsh  to  her  of  late,  I 
fear,  sir. 

LoD.  By  this  hand,  I  turned  not  from  hctr  all 
last  night.    What  should  a  man  do  1 

Jas.  Come,  this  is  but  a  sweet  obe<lient  shower, 
To  bedew  the  lamented  grave  of  her  old  fatlier. 

Clown.  He  thinks  the  devil's  dead  too.2 

Dor.  But  'tis  no  matter ;  were  I  sucli  a  one 
As  the  Count  Lorenzo's  lady,  were  I  so  graceless 
To  make  you  wear  a  pair  of  wicked  horns, 
You  would  make  more  reckoning  of  me  [  UWpit, 

LoD.  Weep  again  1  She'll  cry  out  her  eyes, 
gentlemen. 

Clown.  No,  I  warrant  you :  remember  the  two 
lines  your  honour  read  last  night — 

A  woman's  eye, 
*S  AjyriTs  dust,  no  sootier  loet  b%U  dry. 


^  [I  might  go  in  search  of  it  ] 

•  [A  proverbial  expression,  by  which  the  Clown  ironically 
suggests  that  the  world  is  going  to  be  good  at  loMt. ) 
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LuD.  Good  pigs-ijje  !  Frank,  |>ryth«e,  walk  her 
t*otht?r  turn  i'  tli'  garden,  and  get  her  a  stomacli  to 
her  supper.    We'll  be  with  ye  presently,  wench. 

Dor.  Nay,  when  ye  please  ;  but  why  should  I 
go  from  ye  1 

LoD.  Loving  ioul!  Piythee,  Frank,  take  her 
away. 

Dor.  Pray,  let  me  kiss  ye  first  Come,  Francis, 
Nobody  cares  for  us. 

[At  the  door  FRANCIS  kim^s  her.  Exeunt. 

LoD*  \\  ell,  there  goes  a  couple :  where  shall  a 
Tuaji  match  you,  indeed  ?    Hark,  Pambo  \ 

J  AS,  Did  you  observe  ? 

Jov.  They  kissed ! 

J  AS,  Peace* 

LoD.  And  enlreat  Madonna  Lussuriosa  to  sup 
with  us ;  a.5  you  go,  tell  her  my  lady's  never  w*^ll 
but  in  her  company « 

CIjOWN.  What,  if  your  honour  invited  the  Count 
Lorenzo  ?  he'll  be  so  melancholy,  now  his  lady  and 
he  are  p^irted. 

LoD.  Fray  do  as  you  are  bid,  kind  sir^  and  let 
him  alone :  I'll  have  no  cuckold  sup  in  my  house 
to-nighti 

Clowx,  'Tn  a  very  hot  evening ;  your  honour 
will  sup  in  the  garden  then. 

Lob,  YeSj  marry,  will  I,  sir*  what's  that  to 
you? 

Clown*  Why,  your  honour  was  ever  as  good  as 
your  word.  Keep  the  cuckold  a  out  of  door,  and 
lay  a  cloth  for  my  lord  in  the  arbour,  gentlemen. 

Loa  I  have  been  this  three  months  about  a 
project, 

Joy.  What  is*t,  my  lord  ? 

LoD.  Why,  1  intend  to  compose  a  pamphlet  of 
ail  my  wife's  virtues,  put  them  in  print,  and  dedi- 
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cate  them  to  the  duke,  an  orthodoxal  directions 
against  he  marries. 

Jas.  'Twill  give  him  apt  instructions,  when  he 
does  marry,  to  pick  out  such  a  woman. 

LoD.  Pick  her !  where  will  he  pick  her?  as  the 
English  proverb  says,  lie  may  m  soon  find  a  neeiUe 
in  a  boUie  of  hay.  Would  I  knew  what  sins  she 
has  committed,  I  would  set  them  down  all  one 
with  another;  they  would  serve  as  foils  to  her 
virtues :  but  I  do  think  she  lias  none  :  d'ye  think 
she  has  any,  gentlemen  ? 

Jov.  O,  none,  sir,  but  has  some. 

LoD.  Ay,  piddling  ones,  it  may  be ;  as  when  a 
pin  pricks  her  finger  to  cry  at  sight  on't,  and 
throw't  away ;  but  for  otlier  matters  

Jas.  Now  I  think  on*t,  sir,  I  have  a  device 
newly  begotten  that,  if  you  be  so  desirous  to  be 
resolved  of  her  perfections,  'twill  be  an  apt  means 
for  your  intelligence. 

lioD.  That  will  be  excellent;  and  then  my 
book,  grounded  upon  mine  own  experience,  the 
report  of  my  judgment  in  the  choice  of  a  woman, 


set  the  letters  together. 

Ja8.  We  will  discourse  it  as  we  go :  meantime, 
sir. 

Let  this  prepare  the  path  to  your  construction, 
Conceit  and  confidence  are  jugglers  bom  ; 
One  grafts  in  air,  t'other  hides  the  real  horn. 

LoD.  Well,  he  that  believes  he  has  horns,  has 
horns ;  and  Crede  quod  habes,  et  haJbeSy  shall  be  my 


Elder  Pandulpho  and  SPIXOSO. 
Spin.   The  powers  of  Venice  upon  our  con 


motto. 


[Exeunt, 


fines] 


til 
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Pan*  Vcs:  Signor  Philippo,  it  seems,  having 
jwssessM  him  * 
With  the  passages  that  passed  upon  his  sister, 
Embaasadors  were  despatch' d  to  Bergamo, 
Wliere  then  his  forces  lay;  who  thus  returnM, 
That  he  came  not  a  public  foe  uDto  Verona, 
But  to  require  justice  against  Count  Lorenzo, 
To  approve  his  sister  innocent. 

Spin.  What  witness, 
Proof,  or  apparent  circumstance  builds  he 
His  bohl  att<empt  nponi 

P,VN.  He  says,  besides 
Thti  honour  of  Phiiippo,  he  has  proof 
So  unresislihle  to  affirm  the  plot 
Of  Count  Lorenzo,  that  he  only  crairM 
(Hostages  being  renderM  for  their  safe  retitrns) 
Here  in  the  senate-chamber  the  fair  trial 
Might  publicly  be  censur'd.    And  by  this 
They  are  at  hand. 

Enteral  one  dmr  DuKE  OF  Venice,  Philippo,  and 
Lords  :  nt  the  otfiet%  T>vkk  of  Vkrona,  Jas- 
PEO,  JoVANi;  Lorenzo  finm^ded.  A  bar  mi 
md.    r/itf  1ST  Slave, 

Veil  Fair  air,  the  presence  is  leveird  for  your 
grievance^. 

Ven.   First  summon  to  the  bar  the  Connt 
Lorenzo* 

Pan,  Lorenzo  Medico^  stand  to  the  bar, 
LoR»  I  do  statid  to  the  bar, 
Vbn,  I  come  Qot  here^  witness  the  good  man's 
comfort. 


1  Tbflt  ifl,  jusqnamto^,  or  i  n  farmed  Uitw,   [See  note  at 
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To  add  one  step  unto  my  territoiies ;  and  though 
I  burden 

The  neighbour-bosom  of  my  confines  with 
The  weight  of  armour,  or  do  wound  your  breast 
(My  dukedom's  near  next  neighbour)  with  the 
hoofs 

Of  war-apparell'd  horses,  'tis  not  to  seek 
For  martial  honours,  but  for  civil  justice. 
Conceive  mine  honour  wounded  :  a  sister's  shame 
Is  an  unpleasant  spot  upon  our  arms ; 
Yet  that  we  come  not  here  to  sanctify 
A  sister's  sin ;  for  if  she  be  so  prov'd, 
Shame  sleep  within  her  epitaph,  and  brand  her ; 
•  Let  bears  and  wolves  that  angel's  face  confound, 
Gives  goodness  such  a  foul,  unfriendly  wound  : 
But  if  she  chaste  be  prov'd,  what  balm  can  cure 
A  wounded  name  ?    As  he  that  not  inflicts 
The  bitter  stroke  of  law  upon  the  strumpet 
Fattens  the  sad  afflictions  of  a  thousand ; 
So  who  but  stains  an  honest  woman's  name 
Plagues  are  yet  kept  for  him  :  steel  is  no  defence 
For  the  unclean  tongue  injures  innocence. 
I  affirm  my  sister,  wrong'd,  wrong'd  by  this  man— 
This,  that  has  wrong'd  pure  judgment,  and  thrown 
poison 

Upon  the  face  of  truth ;  and  upon  him 
I  seek  a  satisfaction. 

Lor,  I  reply. 
The  law  must  give  you  satisfaction, 
That  justly  did  divorce  us  :  I  appeal 
To  the  whole  consiliadory,  if  equal  law 
In  her  progression  went  a  step  astray, 
Either  by  proof  or  information. 
Let  the  duke  speak  (not  as  he  is  my  kinsman) 
If  I  produc'd  not  legally  in  court. 
Besides  mine  own  assertion,  which  even  reason 
Grounded  on  probability,  two  of  my  servants, 

VOL.  XIIL  K 


That  upon  oath  affii  mM  they  saw  your  d&ter 
Even  in  the  very  act  of  sin  and  shame 
With  that  Philippo  there.    Blame  me  not  then, 
sir, 

If  I  return  an  error  to  your  cause* 
Reason,  the  base  whereon  we  build  the  laws 
You  injure  in  this  action,  gives  her  the  He. 
Who  dares  not  build  his  faith  upon  Ms  eye  ? 
They  swore  what  they  did  see ;  and  men  still  fear 
(Reason  concludes)  what  they  not  aee,  to  swear. 

Veil  You  hear  my  kinsman's  answer  I 

Pa^j.  And  'tie  requisite 
That  you  produce  your  author  :  it  is  held 
Mere  madness  on  a  hill  of  sand  to  build. 

Phil.  The  foundation- work  h  mine, 
And  that  i  answer :  he  builds  on  truth. 
The  good  man's  mistress,  and  not  in  the  sanctuary 
Of  this  injnr'd  brother  s  power,  but  the  integrity 
And  glory  of  the  cause,    I  throw  the  pawn 
Of  my  afflicted  honour^  and  on  that 
I  openly  affirm  your  absent  lady 
Chastity's  well-knit  abstract :  snow  in  the  fall,, 
Purely  refin'd  by  the  bleak  northeni  blast, 
Not  freer  from  a  soil ;  the  thoughts  of  infants 
But  little  nearer  heaven  :  and  if  these  princes 
Please  to  permit,  before  their  guilty  thoughts 
Injure  another  hour  ujyon  the  lady, 
My  right -drawn  sword  shall  prove  it. 

Lor.  Upon  my  knee,  sir, 
{How  my  soul  dances  !)  humbly  I  entreat 
Your  grant  to  bis  request :  fight  with  Philip|>o 
V  M  midst  of  flame  or  jwstilence  j  in  a  cavej 
Where  basilisks  do  breed* 

Veh.  We  roust  take  counsel : 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 

Lor.  Blood  desires  burthen  i 
The  price  of  truth  is  precious.    For  all  the  fights 
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I  have  fought  for  you  on  land  :  the  feats  ^  at  sea, 
Where  I  have  tugg'd  with  tempests^  stood  storms 
at  midnight, 

Out-star'd  the  flaring  lightning,  and  the  next 
morning 

Chas'd  the  unruly  stubborn  Turk  with  thunder ; 
For  all  the  bullets  I  have  bravely  shot, 

And  sent  death  singing  to  the  slaughter,  sir  

Ver,  Peace! 

Lor.  What  should  a  soldier  do  with  peace  1  re- 
member 

Mine  honour  lies  a-bleeding,  and  in  mine  yours ; 
Her  wide  wound  inward  bleeds  ;  and  while  you 
cry  peace, 

Shame  wars  upon  my  name.    O,  rather  kill  me, 
Than  cast  me  to  this  scandal ! 

Spin.  The  doubtful  cause. 
With  such  a  dare  approved,  you  may  permit  it. 
Ver.  Your  request  is  granted,  coz. 
Lor,  You  have  now,  sir,  breath'd 
Fresh  air  in  the  face  of  fainting  honour. 
Rapiers  of  fair  equality. 


The  spider,  when  she  would  snare  the  fly,  doth  weave 
With  neater  art  appearance  [to]  deceive. 
Stay  I — as  you  said,  sir,  blood  is  a  precious  price  : 
Let  me  but  see  the  men  produced  who  swore 
They  saw  them  in  the  shameful  act,  and  then 
Farewell  a  sister  and  her  honour. 
Pan.  Produce  your  servants,  sir. 


Lor.  Plague  of  this  change !  here's  one  of 
them  ;  the  t'other. 


Old  copy,  fears.] 
*  The  speech  foUowiDg  has  hitherto  very  mistakeuly  been 
assigned  to  Verona.   The  sense,  even  without  comparison 
with  the  old  copy,  shows  the  error. — Ccilier. 


[Venice  sends  off  a  Lord. 


143  TM  CITY  NIGHTCAP. 

In  that  I  threaten' t]  him  for  some  neglect, 
The  next  day  ran  away* 

Ven*  Did  you,  sir,  swear 
You  saw  our  skter  and  this  gcntteinan 
In  this  base  act  of  sin  I 

Lor,  Fear  nothing. 

1st  Slave.  To  deny  truth 
Is  moi'e  dangerous  than  to  displease  a  rhike. 
I  saw  it,  and  did  swear  it. 

Miiter  Lord,  and  2d  Slavil 

Ym.  But  here  comes  one 
Will  swear  you  saw  it  not,  and  are  forsworn. 

1st  Su^ve.  'Sfoot,  Stratzo  ! 

Spin.  This  is  the  other  fellow  took  his  oath. 

Ver.  What  come  you  here  to  say,  sir  I 

2d  Slave.  Tliat  we  swore  falsely,  may  it  please 
your  graee ; 
Hir*d  by  my  lord  with  gifts  and  promises : 
And  as  Tnow  have  spoke  the  truth,  so  Heaven 
Forgive  my  former  peijury  ! 

Vfjl  Hear  yon,  cousin  ¥ 

1st  Slave.  Would  you  would  say  something : 
I  have  nettles  in  my  breeches. 

Lor.  NoWj  now,  1  hope,  your  eyes  are  open, 
lords ; 

The  bed  of  snakes  ts  broke,  the  trick's  cotne  out, 
And  here's  the  knot  i'  th'  rush*    Good  Heaven, 

good  Heaven  I 
That  craft,  in  seeking  to  put  on  disguise, 
Should  so  discover  herself  I 
Vee.  Exi^lain  yourself  I 

Lor.  Now  see,  sir,  where  this  scorpion  lurkft,  to 
sting 

Mine  honour  unto  death-    Tliis  noble  duke 
By  nature  is  engaged  to  flefend  a  sister  ; 
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And  to  tliis  duke  so  eiigag'd  this  malicious  lord — 
For  sin  still  hates  her  scoureer — makes  repair, 
And  prepossesses  him  with  Uiat  supposed  innocence 
Of  an  injured  sister,  which  he  had  hir'd  this  slave 
To  follow  him  and  aflSrm,  and  lays  the  cause 
To  scruple  and  to  conscience :  they  did  consent 
To  steal  belief  by  seeming  accident 
Sin,  juggler-like,  casts  sin  before  our  eyes : 
Crad  sometimes  steals  the  wonder  of  the  wise. 
With  an  equal  hand  now  weigh  me,  and  if  I 
want 

A  grain  of  honour,  tear  me  from  your  blood, 
And  cast  me  to  contempt. 

1st  Slave.  My  lord  would  have  made  an  ex- 
cellent state-sophister.  [Aside. 
Ver.  In  what  a  strange  dilemma  judgment  sits, 
Charm'd  to  her  chair  with  wonder  ! 
Ven.  Shall  I  have  justice] 
Pan.  Yes,  in  that  this  fellow  swears  for  the 
duke: 

Reach  him  the  book ;  you  shall  see  him  again 
Take  the  former  oath. 

Ver.  This  doubt  must  be  so  ended  : 
If  it  give  not  satisfaction,  send  back  our  hostage  ; 
You  have  faij  regress  to  your  forces  :  but 
The  blood  remains  on  you  ;  and  still  remember. 
The  price  of  blood  is  precious. 

Phil.  Let  us  end  it. 

Ven.  O,  what  a  combat  honour  holds  with  con- 
science ! 

Roach  him  the  book ;  and  if  thou  false  dost  say, 
May  thine  own  tongue  thine  own  foul  heart  betray. 

l8T  Slave.  Amen,  say  I : 
Give  me  the  book.    My  oath  must  end  all,  then  1 

Spin.  It  must. 

Lor.  Now  you  shall  hear  him  swear 
I  Ic  saw  them  both  in  the  base  act. 
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1st  Slave.  Kay,  1  swear 
Thoy  are  now  both  seen  in  the  base  Act 
OMNia  How's  this  f 
Pm  Tis  A  strange  oitth. 
1st  Slave.  Tia  true,  thougli, 
Lor  True,  viltaia  !  are  both  now  seen  in  tli« 

base  act  ? 
1ST  Slave.  Yes,  both. 
LoE,  Which  both  1 
1st  Blaye.  Yen  and  1,  sir 
Omnes.  How  i 

1st  Blate.  Boih  yau  and  I  are  seen  in  the  b&se 
act, 

Blanderitig  epotl^  honour,  an  act  io  baae 
The  barbarous  Moor  would  blu§h  at. 

Phil.  D'ye  hear  him  now  ? 

Lor.  Out,  slave  !  wilt  thou  giv^e  ground  too  f 
fear  works  upon  'em  : 
Did  you  not  both  here  swear  i*  th'  eenate'chamber, 
You  saw  them  both  dishonest  I 

1st  Slavm  Then  we  swore  true,  sir. 

Lor,  I  told  yoii  ^twas  but  fear, 

Vee.  Swore  ye  true  then,  sir^  when  ye  swore 
Ye  both  saw  them  dishonest  1 

IST  Slave.  Yes,  marry,  did  we,  sir ; 
For  we  were  both  two  villains  when  we  iaw  them, 
8o  we  saw  them  dishonest. 

VeNp  Heaven ^  thou  art  equal  1 

1st  Slavk  This  is  a  jeidous  lord,  bis  tadj 
chaste. 

A  rock  of  crystal  not  more  clear,  this  gentleman 
Basely  abns'd  ;  this  great  prince  disbonour'd ; 
And  80  we  kneel  for  mercy. 

Ver*  You  have  redeemed  it : 
Depart,  prove  houest  men.    That  I  should  bear 
Dishonour  in  my  blood  ! 

Omnes.  Much-injur'd  lady ! 
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Ven.  What  justice,  sir,  belongs  unto  the  iiijur'd  ? 
Ver.  First,  witness  Heaven,  I  tear  thee  from 
my  blood, 

And  cast  thee  off  a  stranger.    Assume  you,  sir, 
Since  the  great  cause  is  yours,  my  seat  of  justice. 
And  sentence  this  foul  homicide  :  it  must  be, 
And  suddenly ;  he  will  infect  the  air  else. 
Proceed,  great  sir,  with  rigour,  whilst  I  stand  by, 
And  do  adore  the  sentence. 

Ven.  Answer,  Lorenzo, 
Art  thou  not  guilty  1 

Lor,  Give  me  my  merit — death. 
Princes  can  build  and  ruin  with  one  breath. 

Ven.  The  cause  may  seem  to  merit  death,  in 
that 

Two  souls  were  hazarded,  a  priiic^^ss'  fame, 
A  duke  dishonoured,  and  a  noble  lord 
Wounded  in  reputation  ;  but  since  she  lives. 
And  that  no  blood  was  spilt  (though  something 
dearer) 

Mercy  thus  far  stretches  her  silver  wings 

Over  your  trespass.    We  do  banish  you 

Both  from  our  dukedom's  limits  and  your  own  : 

If  you  but  set  a  daring  foot  upon  them, 

Whilst  life  lends  you  ability  to  stand. 

You  fall  into  the  pit'  of  death,  unless 

You  shall  find  out  our  most  unfortunate  sister. 

And  bring  her  to  our  court. 

Lor.  You,  sir,  are  merciful ! 

Ver.  This  let  me  add, 
In  that  you  have  had  ^  impartial  justice,  sir, 
Princes  should  pimish  vice  in  their  own  blood  : 
Until  you  find  that  excellent  injured  lady, 
Upon  this  gentleman,  who  hath  suffer'd  for  you. 
We  confer  your  lands,  revenues,  and  your  place  : 


*  [Old  copy,  made.] 
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That,  during  three  days'  stay  within  our  coaiinea. 
It  shall  be  dt?ath  tfi  any  that  relieves  you, 
But  I  aa  they  do  a  beggar  at  their  door, 
So  cast  you  from  their  presence.  ^ 

Loii.  Your  dooms  are  just  I 
0  love,  thy  first  destruction  k  distrust ! 

[Emunt  Lorenzo,*  Jasped,  and  Jovahi* 
Ver.  For  you,  fair  eir,  until  we  shall  hear  tid- 
ings 

Of  your  mostr injured  sist^^r,  please  you  to  call 
My  court  your  own — conceive  it  m — where  live. 
Two  partners  in  one  passion  we  will  be, 
And  sweeten  sorrow  with  a  syiupathy'  [ExtunL 

Enter  LoDOVico  liJbe  « friavj  Jasi'RO,  and  JoVANL 

LoD.  What,  am  I  fitted,  gallants  t  am  I  fitted  t 
J  AS.  To  th*  life,  able  to  cheat  suspicion  j  and 
so  like 

Fatljer  Antony  the  confessor,  that  I  protest 
There's  not  more  aemblanca  in  a  pair  of  eggs. 

Jov,  An  apple  cut  in  half  is  not  so  Hke* 

LoD-  Well,  lords,^  youVe  mad  loi\ls  to  counsel 
me  to  this.  But  now,  in  this  habit,  ehail  I  know 
the  very  core  of  her  heart  and  her  little  piddling 
sins,  which  will  show  in  my  book  as  foils  to  her 
giant-bodied  virtues. 

Jas.  That  will  be  admirable  1 

Jov*  Well  step  aside :   by  this  she's  upon 
coming. 

Jas.  We  si  I  all  know*  all 

LoD.  lieveal,  confession  !  but  go  your  ways  :  as 


*  [Old  OOpy,  S&       him  from  our  pi^tmcc} 
'  Tlrt  4*  tttdff  M^mt  Lord,  hc.f  but  Loreozo  ut  me*at.— 

» [Old  cflpy,  ^hrdi.} 
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much  as  may  lawfully  be  revealed,  we'll  laugh  at 
at  next  meeting. 

Jas.  Come,  let's  be  gone.   But  once  upon  a 
time,  sir, 

A  beggar  found  a  lark's  nest ;  and,  o'erjoy'd 
At  his  sudden  glut,  for  he  thought  'twas  full  of 
young  ones. 

Looking,  they  were  all  gone :  he  was  forc'd  again 
to  beg, 

For  he  found  in  the  lark's  nest  a  serpent's  egg. 
So  much  good  d'ye,  sir.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  DOROTHEA. 

LoD.  Well,  thou  surpassest  all  the  courtiers  in 
these  pretty  ones,  if  a  man  had  the  wit  to  under- 
stand them.    Yonder  she  comes:  I  can  hardly 
forbear  blushing,  but  that  for  discovering  myself. 
Right  reverend  habit,  I  honour  thee 
With  a  son's  obedience,  and  do  but  borrow  thee. 
As  men  would  play  with  flies  who,  i'  th'  midst 
Of  modest  mirth,  with  care  preserve  themselves. 
Dor.  Hail,  holy  father ! 
LoD.  Welcome,  my  chaste  daughter ! 
Dor.  Death  having  taken  good  father  Jacomo, 
Upon  the  plenal  and  approv'd  report 

Of  your  integrity  and  upright  dealing  

LoD.  Delicate  Doll !  [Aside.] 
Dor.  I  have  made  a  modest  choice  of  you,  grave 
sir. 

To  be  my  ghostly  father  :  and  to  you  I  fall 
For  absolution. 

LoD.  Empty  then,  my  daughter, 
That  vessel  of  your  flesh  of  all  the  dregs 
Which,  since  your  last  confession  clear'd  you,  have 
Taken  a  settled  habitation  in  you  ; 
And  with  a  powerful  sweet  acknowledgment 
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Hunt  out  those  spirits  wMcb  haunt  that  homm 

of  fleeh. 

Tears  makts  dry  branches  flourish  green  and  fresh* 

DoR»  Siflce  last  I  confess 'J,  then  I  do  confess 
My  firit  sin  was,  that  my  tailor  bringing  home 
My  last  new  gown,  Imving  made  the  sleeves  too 
flantiug, 

In  an  unchristian  passion  I  did  bid 
The  devil  take  him. 

hoD.  That  was  sometliing  harsh,  dear  daughter, 
Yet  the  more  pardonable,  for  it  may  be  your  tailor 
Lies  in  hell  night  by  niglit.   Pray,  to  your  second. 

Dor,  Next,  in  a  more  savage  mge,  my  chamber- 
maid 

Putting  a  little  saffron  in  her  starch, ^ 
I  most  nn merciful brake  lier  head. 

LoD.  'Two^  rashly  done  too.    But  are  you  sui'e, 
dear  daughter. 
The  maid's  head  was  not  broke  before  t 

DotL  No,  no,  sir ;  she  came  to  me  with,  ne'er  a 
crnck  about  her. 

LoD,  These  wil!  be  brave  sins  to  mix  with  her 
virtues  t  Why,  they  will  make  no  more  show  than 
three  or  four  bailiffs  amongst  a  company  of  honest 
men,  [A  tide.  J  These  sins,  my  dove-like  daughter, 
are  out  of  contradiction  venial,  trivial,  and  light. 
Have  you  none  of  greater  growth  f 

Dor.  0  yes,  sir,  one  I 

LoD.  One  !    What  should  that  be,  I  wonder  t 

Dor.  One  yet  remains  behind 
Of  weight  and  consequence.    The  same  order 
Heralds  prescribe  in  shows,  I  now  observe 
In  placing  of  my  sins  ]  as  there  inferiors 
Fare  *fore  the  persons  of  great  note,^  so  l&si| 


S«o  note  on  "  Album  mar/*  [xi.  S2fl.] 

i*e*,      before.    Old  copy,  Far  mert.—Peggt. 
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Because  the  last  lives  freshest  in  our  memories,^ 
My  great  sin  comes  to  obliterate  those  pass'd. 
LoD.  Sh'  has  trod  some  chicken  to  death,  I 
warrant  her.  [Aside,] 
Dor.  Hear  me,  and  let  a  blush  make  you  look 
red. 

Unseemly  I  have  abus'd  my  husband's  bed. 

LoD.  You  did  ill  to  diink  too  hard  ere  you 
went  to  bed. 

Dor.  Alas,  sir !  you  mistake  me  :  I  have  lain 
With  another  man  besides  my  husband. 

LoD.  Howl 

Dor.  Nay,  the  same  way  I  use  to  lie  with  him, 
But  not  altogether  so  often. 

LOD.  Why  then,  Grede  quod  habes,  el  haheSy  I  will 
believe  I  have  horns,  for  I  have  'em.  'Sfoot,  a 
woman,  I  perceive,  is  a  neat  herald  ;  she  can 
quarter  her  husband's  coat  with  another's^  arms  at 
pleasure.  But  I  have  a  penance  for  your  pure 
whoreship.  [Aside.']  You  are  somewhat  broad  : 
are  you  not  with  chud,  daughter  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  yes ;  sure,  'twas  that  night's  work. 

LoD.  How  know  you  that  ? 

Dor.  Alas  !  by  experience,  sir.    The  kind  fool 
my  husband 
Wishes  all  well ;  but,  like  a  light  piece  of  gold. 
He's  taken  for  more  than  he  weighs. 

LoD.  With  child  !  there's  charges  too  :  o'  th' 
other  side,  there  should  follow 
A  zealous  exhortation  :  but  great  affairs 
That  brook  no  stay  make  me  be  brief,  rememb'ring 
Lawful  necessity  may  dispense  with  ceremony. 
You  are  ingenuously  sorry  1 


1  [In  the  former  edits,  this  line  precedes  the  one  before 
it,  to  the  prejudice  of  the  sense.] 
•  [Old  copy,  hutehtr^t:] 
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t)oR.  Ye»,  indeed,  sir* 
Lou  And  tiesolTa  to  fall  no  more  90  f 
Doa,  Xo,  in  truth,  sii-. 
Lo£>.  I  then  pronounce  you  here  absoly'd.  Now 

for  jour  penance. 
Doe,  Anything* 

LoD.  As  the  fact  in  you  seems  gtrmnge,  so 
blame  me  not 
If  jour  penance  be  as  strange.    You  may  wonder 

at  Ity 

But  it  is  wonderotus  ea«y  in  performance ; 
Bui  aa  your  petiance  I  enjain  it     Nay^  now  1 
remember 

In  an  old  French  authentic  author,  his  book 
'Titled,  I/e  Satuf/aefi^tte^  I  read  the  same 
Hnjoin'd  a  lady  of  Dauphin,    Tia  no  holy  fast, 
No  devout  pmyer,  nor  no  zealous  pilgrimage 
Tis  out  of  the  prescrib'd  road. 

Dor,  Let  it  be 
Bo  Htrauge  [that]  story  ne'er  mafcch'd  the  injunction, 
I  tlo  vow  the  plenal  strict  perforinanee, 

LoD.  Listen  to  me. 
Hoon  at  night  {so  nimour  spreads  it  through  tho 
city) 

The  two  great  dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona 
Are  feasted  by  your  lord,  where  a  masque's  intended. 
Dor,  That*s  true,  sir. 

LoD.  Now,  when  ye  all  are  set  round  about  the 
tabla, 

In  ilepth  of  silence,  you  shall  confess  these  words 
Aloud  to  your  huabaud,  You  are  mt  this  chiles 

father : 

And,  Vause  my  order  bars  ^  me  such  inquisition, 


^  [Old  Ciipy f  orders  bar,  Mr  CoUicr'n  co rrection.  He  udea, 
m  Mr  Cijllier  «uggefitJ*,  to  the  ligtoufc  order  to  wbioli  hti 
preteadfl  to  belonig  ] 
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Yoo  shall  Bar.  SucL  n  iiiiiL  lav  viiL  m*:. 
Naming  tbe  partv  wab  }mTiu*n  iii  }  uui  ttiu 
Dor.  GockI  sir  : 

LoD.  This  i*  Tonr  jiemmc^  J  ^ujoh.  vou  kwj.  u. 
Yon  are  absolv'd  :  break  h.  vmu  ku' 

of  it.  GocKj-livf 
Dor.  O  £riKKi  sir.  stay    n^v*-?        ifftmw:-  nf 

more  fiLame*  iLal  tiuK. 
LoD.  You  know  tiit-  cian;'**?  »jf  iii*  iirvra<  ii  a  to 

OS : 

Tis  the  fihamefoj       uf  unr  r*rij^:illu^  (;ru«f r> 
If  we  reveal 

Dor.  For  Heaven  r  sat*;. 
Enjoin  me  first  ujkil  wy  ku*^^  ^ 
From  Verona  to  L'ir*^i'.- 

LoD.  That'b  mniduu. 

Dc»R.  Xotiiin^  iuci^u  u-  iiur.        .^„j^  . .. 
jicoianoe. 
So  wondrout  eai^T  il  jHTfunuaii**  • 
Ix»D.  *Tifc  iirevtiijaru*:. 

Dor.  J  am  nileu:    y«juT  ti^-v  jt^unw*  iuu\  ut»:*-i 
A  new  perionuaij';*-.  Javw*:!. 
You  art  tiit*  'TUfUo:        vniiVir* in*  r^-:,,,, 


LoD.  And  thj"  :rj';i: 
whore. 


In  Milan  l*n  iLi  mib^'n  tar.«  vrijutr-. 
Wearied  wi:L  marry  h'Sfl*'r:i.^,     (j  Lr,^,,^,^ 
How  far  iij  I'.-i*:  J  aiL  M  iti.  aft^i.-ri.^i. 
Bacauw-  i:        tii»-*  iau**.-?    '  f  'r  :,,  . 
Where  ^eiiij*-* 'iiii*-!.  j-^g;;,-^  j 


But  I  hei^  diseover 
Stmii^'ta  actions  elo.iely  carried  in  this  lioiise. 
Great  iiersons  (but  not  gooU)  here  nightly  revel 
In  surfeits  and  in  riots^  yet  io  carried, 
That  the  next  day  tlie  place  appeiirs  a  sanctuAry 
Rather  than  sin's  fotd  receptacle.    These  ways 
Have  to  me  still  been  strangers ;  but,  Lorenzo, 
Thou  couldst  not,  thoughj  believe  it    O  jealousy  * 
[0]  love  s  eclipse  !    Thou  art,  in  thy  disease* 
A  wild  mad  patient^  wondrous  hard  to  please. 

Enter  TiMPANIA  (tnd  MOKBO. 

MoR.  Yonder  she  walks,  munabling  to  herself. 
The  Prince  Antonio  has  blessed  her  with's  olmerva- 
tion  ;  and  ye  win  her  but  to  him»  your  hr>ui?e 
bears  the  bell  away.    Accost  her  quaintly. 

Tim.  I  warrant  thee,  Morbo;  Madonna  Tim- 
pania  has  effected  wonders  of  more  weii^ht  than  a 
maidenhead.  Have  I  ruined  so  many  city-citadels 
to  let  in  court-martialiKtSj  and  shall  this  countr}^- 
cottage  hold  out  ^  I  were  more  fit  for  a  cart  thau 
A  coach  then,  i'  faith.  How  novv^  Millicent,  how 
d*ye  this  mornitig  I 

Am.  Well,  1  do  thank  so  good  a  landlady* 

Tim.  But  hark  you,  Mill  Is  the  door  close, 
Morbo  ? 

MoR*  As  a  usurer's  conscience.  Gra^ie  was 
coming  in,  till  she  saw  the  door  shut  upon  her. 

Tim.  I'll  set  Grace  about  her  business,  and  I 
come  to  her.  Is  here  any  work  for  GiTice,  with  a 
wanion  to  her  t  ^  We  shall  have  eavesdroppers, 
shall  we  7 


»  Thift  erpreisaion  occurs  in  '*  Periclei,  Prince  of  Tyre," 

Act  ii.  EC,  \  — 

LfKJk  how  ihoii  ^llmRt  ntiw  ; 

CftiUP  tWRj,  rn  reteh  thp*  with  a  wafMi^Afi." 
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Abs.  ChastitT  gUArd  me  !  how  I  trembU*. 

Tim.  Come  hither.  Mistress  MillicenL  Fie,  how 
Tou  lei  yaor  hair  hang  aboat  Tour  ean  too !  How 
do  yoa  like  my  hooje.  Mill  I 

Abs.  Well  indeeti.  well 

Tdl  Nay,  I  know  a  woman  may  rise  here  ia 
one  month,  and  she  will  herself.  Bat  troth's 
troth  :  I  know  yoo  see  something,  at  they  say, 
and  80  forth.  Did  yoa  see  the  gallant  was  hen^ 
Ust  till  twelve  I 

Ab&  Which  of  them  mean  you  f  Here  was 
many. 

Tim.  Which  I  he  in  the  white  feather,  that 
supped  in  the  gallery  :  was't  not  white,  ^lorbo  f 

Mob.  As  a  lady's  hand,  by  these  five  fingers. 

Tdl  White  f  No.  no,  'twas  a  tawny,  now  I 
remember. 

Mob.  As  a  gipey,  by  this  hand  :  it  looked  white 
by  candle-light,  though. 

Tdl  That  lusty  springal,^  Millicent,  is  no  worse 
man 

Than  the  Duke  of  Milan's  son. 

Abs.  His  excellent  carriage  spoke  him  of  noble 
birth. 

Tim.  And  this  same  duke's  son  loves  you.  Mil 
licent 


Again,  in  Ben  Jonson's  "  Deril  is  an  Ass'^ — 

"  Aad  a  cuckold  is. 
Where'er  he  pat  hU  h«td  vith  a  M<aniii<m. 
If  hit  horns  be  forthf  the  deril's  companion  ! " 

[.4nd  in  a  thousand  other  places.] 

*  Sf/ringa!  (adoleacens),  a  youth. — Skintifr,  So  in  Sj»enft*r*i 
"Faery  Queene,"  bk.  v.  c.  x.  a.  6 — 

**  AAODfst  the  rest  vhich  in  that  iipace  befvl, 
There  came  two  tpringaU  of  taXi  tender  jeera.** 

And  in  "Wily  Beguiled,"  160«:  "Pray  ye,  maid,  bid  hiui 
welcome,  and  make  much  of  him,  for  by  my  v.iy,  hc'i  a 
good  proper  apringold." 


THE  dTT  XIGHT*:aF. 


AKn.  Now  H»vw  d«find  ' 
Tdl  Wb^        a  duke  s  5*xi  *  buttt.  ccaie  «p 
vitk  a  B^min.  Croa  wbeim  ewe  jiw.  tro v.  iia  t 

Tdl  I  woiui  kftT^  jte  kaov.  ftc«ewi5^«  I  owld 
taken  bt  omcIl  wd  fftoked  kirn  %?w  o£ 

looksii  after  Be.  tfia^  s  ne^iMazs  k^s  kft¥^ 

wmme  ndif. 

Mo«L  A»i  pec  fitvoi  tisese  {wrfiswd  fcr:39» 

Ab&  Pofixwd.  i»iM%L 

htwfj  motAer  Hke  a  Hki^st'^  rxr^  if 
tk«K  wvnf  M  thzve  svwe  pfti*r\iiT  iku 

mj  miszrtm  perfssieii      coKft !  so  ibfT  wvirv^ 
t»  n^riLV  aH  zht  to  Sftke  ia  acr. 

Tdl  He  seik  jvm  iine:  I  kei^  m  cimoka 

Bte  ssftT^  je  so  aQas.T  ^T^fnl  wwmem  v> 
amswvr  s^y  suaj        iLii  cca&e  • 

je  ociservvd  ibe  T3»si-:cL  o£  a  ek^i '  ieoK- 
lODB  h  will     2ike  &        ic<&eczBws  kke  a  kcrse. 

l[c«.  WiT.  «  Bc&ke  ciie  wviasL  oi»? 

4kt  k*o^  Ilk*  a  ^ciciSLiiy  veoitra.  A2.>x^er  cj>t  Ifke  % 
dismsiLi  vife.  aar^ciber  cat  like  iaiT.  aB>l  to:  sell 
ke  A  rccik. 

Aik  Wias  sbsill  >*coa&e  oc*  voe  '  O.  «^  .*tirsif 
Olf  zrxxiaiesL.  *o  j»Te       w>»  foe  a  w^ijcse 
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Enttr  Philippo. 


Phil.  Morrow,  sweet  madam. 
O,  look  how,  like  the  8un  behind  a  cloud, 
The  beams  do  give  intelligence  it  is  there  ! 

Tim.  You're  reciprocal  welcome,  sir. 

Phil.  What,  have  ye  not  brought  this  young 
wild  haggard  ^  to  the  lure  yet  ? 

Tim.  Faith,  sir,  she's  a  little  irregular  yet :  but 
time,  that  turns  citizens'  caps  into  court-periwigs, 
will  bring  the  wonder  about 

Phil,  bless  you,  sweet  mistress ! 


Mgr.  'Sfoot !  here's  the  prince :  I  smell  thunder. 
Tim.  Your  grace  is  most  methodically  welcome. 
You  must  pardon  my  variety  of  phrase  :  the  cour 


Ant.  What's  he? 

Mgr.  a  gentleman  of  Ferrara,  sir ;  one  Pedro 
Sebastiano. 

Ant.  And  do  ye  set  her  out  to  sale  ?   I  charged 
ye  reserve  for  me  alone. 
Tim.  Indeed,  sir  

Ant.  Pox  of  your  deeds  !  [Kicks  her. 

Tim.  O  my  sciatica ! 

Ant.  Sirrah,  you  perfumed  rascal ! 

[Micks  Philippo.    They  draw, 
Tim.  Nay,  good  my  lord. 
Mgr.  Good  sir,  'tis  one  of  the  duke's  chamber. 
Phil.  Let  him  be  of  the  devil's  chamber. 


'    A  haggard  goahawke  "  is  one  that  is  wild  aud  hard  to 
reclaim.    iSee  Latham's  *'  Book  of  Faulconry,"  1633. 
And  Masainger's  '*Maid  of  Honour,"  act  ii.  sc.  2 — 


Enter  Antgnig  and  Slave. 


"  A  prond  lioffoardy 
And  not  to  be  rcclaim'd  ! " 


VGL.  xin. 


L 


THE  CITY  NIOHTrAP. 


Ant,  SirmJif  leave  the  hou&e,  or  I  will  send  lliee 
out  with  tliimder. 

Slave.  Good  sir»  'tis  nmdness  here  to  stand 
him. 

Phil.  'Sfoot,  kicked  I  Pray  that  we  meet  no 
more  again,  sir:  still  keep  heaven  about  you,' 

Abs.  Whatever  thou  art,  a  good  mau  still  go 
with  thee. 

Ant.  Will  you  bestow  a  cast  of  your  pro- 
fessions 1 

MoR.  We  are  yanished,  sir- 

Tim,  This  *tis  to  dream  of  rotten  glasses, 
Morbo,  * 

Abs.  0,  what  shall  become  of  me  ?  In  his  eye 
murder  and  hist  contend. 

Ant.  Nay,  fly  not,  you  sweet, 
I  am  not  angry  with  yon  j  indeed,  I  am  not 
Do  you  know  me? 

Abs,  Yes,  sir,  report  hath  given  intelligence 
You  are  the  prince,  the  duke's  son- 

Ant*  Both  in  one. 

Abs,  Report,  sure, 
Spoke  but  her  native  language :  you  are  none  of 
either. 

Am.  How? 

Abs.  Were  you  the  prince,  you  would  not,  sure, 
be  slaved 

To  your  blood's  passion.    I  do  crave  your  pardon 
For  my  rough  language  :  •truth  hath  a  forehead 
free, 

And  in  the  tow'r  of  her  integrity 

Sits  an  unvanquishM  virgin.    Can  you  imagine 

Twill  appear  possible  you  are  the  prince  1 


^  PbiUpt>f^  liore  cnak^i  h\s  ^xi^,  which  ui  not  ty&rked  in  the 
old  eopy»  i^hd,  under  th«  cin^uniiitaaceft,  La  not  very  crediUbW 
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Why,  when  you  set  your  foot  first  in  this  house, 
You  crush'd  obedient  duty  unto  death, 
And  even  then  fell  from  you  your  respect. 
Honour  is  like  a  goodly  old  house,  which 
If  we  repair  not  still  with  virtue's  hand, 
Like  a  citadel  being  madly  rais'd  on  sand, 
It  falls,  is  swallow'd,  and  not  found  [again]. 

Ant.  If  you  rail  upon  the  place,  prythee. 
How  cam'st  thou  hither  1 

Abs.  By  treacherous  intelligence.    Honest  men 


Are  you  [the]  son  to  such  a  noble  father  l 

(And  would  you]  send  him  to's  grave  then, 
jike  a  white  almond-tree,  full  of  glad  days. 
With  joy  that  he  begot  so  good  a  son. 
O  sir,  methinks  I  see  sweet  majesty 
Sit  with  a  mourning  sad  face  full  of  sorrows. 
To  see  you  in  this  place.    This  is  a  cave 
Of  scorpions  and  of  dragons.    O,  turn  back  : 
Toads  here  engender  ;  'tis  the  steam  of  death  : 
The  very  air  poisons  a  good  man's  breath. 
Ant.  Within  there ! 

Enter  TlMPANIA  and  MORBO. 
MOR.  Sir. 

Ant.  Is  my  caroch  at  door  1 
Tim.  And  your  horses  too,  sir.    Ye  found  her 
pliant  1 

Ant.  Y'  are  rotten  hospitals  hung  with  greasy 
satin ! 
Tim.  Ah ! 

MoR.  Came  this  nice  piece*  from  Naples,  with  a 
pox  to  her  ? 

Tim.  And  she  has  not  NeapoliUnised  him,  I'll 


so 


be  flea'd  for't. 


[Exeunt  Bawd  and  Pandeu. 


164 


THE  CITY  NIGHTCAP 


Asrr.  L^t  me  borrow  goodness  from  thy  lip* 
Farewell 

Here's  a  Eew  wonder  :  I  have  met  bearen  in  belL 

EniiT  Vkjiick,  Vehonjl,  Lodovico,  PaND0U»HO, 
Jaspro. 

Ver.  Is  this  your  chaste,  religious  lady  ? 

LoD.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  let  it  be  carried  with 
a  silent  reputation,  for  the  credit  of  the  concluiiiotL 
Afi  all  here  are  privy  to  the  passage,  I  do  desire 
not  to  be  laughed  at  till  after  the  masque,  and  we 
are  all  ready,  I  have  made  bold  with  some  of 
your  giuce's  gentlemen,  that  ane  good  dancers. 

Ver  Tis  one  of  my  greatest  wonders,  credit 
me. 

To  think  what  way  she  will  devise  here  openly 
To  perforni  her  so  etrict  penancei 

Ven,  It  busies  me,  believe  me,  too, 

J  AS.  Ye  may  see  now,  sir,  how  possible  it  is  for 
a  ctmning  lady  to  make  an  asa  of  a  lord  too  con- 
fident 

Ldd.  An  ass  '  I  will  prove  a  contented  enckold 
the  wisest  man  in's  company. 

Ver.  How  prove  you  that,  air  f 

LoD.  Because  he  knows  himself. 

Ver,  Vety  well  brought  in. 
Is  all  our  fumittire  fit,  against  the  morning. 
To  go  for  Milan  ? 

Jas>  Keady,  and  like  your  grace. 

Ver.  We  are  given  to  understand,  the  injured 
princess^ 

Whom  Count  Lorenzo  and  nohle  Philippo 
Are»  unknown  to  one  another,  gone  in  search  of. 
Hath  been  seen  there  disgiiis'd.    Strict  inquisition 
From  the  duke  himself  shall,  ere  many  days, 
Give  our  ho[>es  satisfaction. 
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Enter  DOROTHEA,  LaDIES,  FrANCISCO,  and  ClOWN. 

Jas.  The  ladies,  sir.    Francisco  keeps  before, 
sir, 

And  Pambo  keeps  all  well  behind. 

LoD.  Yes,  there's  devout  lechery  between  hawk 
and  buzzard.  But,  please  ye,  set  the  ladies :  the 
masque  attends  your  grace.  [Exit, 

Yer.  Come,  ladies,  sit.    Madonna  Dorothea, 
Your  ingenious  lord  hath  suddenly  prepared  us 
For  a  conceited  masque,  and  himself,  it  seems. 
Plays  the  presenter. 


A  profane  masque  1   Chastity  keep  us,  ladies. 
Yen.  What,  from  a  masque  1  Whereon  grounds 

your  wish  1 
Dor.  Marry,  my  lord,  upon  experience. 
I  heard  of  one  once  brought  his  wife  to  a  masque 
As  chaste  as  a  cold  night ;  but,  poor  unfortunate 
fellow, 

He  lost  her  in  the  throng ;  and  she,  poor  soul. 
Came  home  so  crush'd  next  morning  ! 

Yen.  'Las,  that  was  ill : 
But  women  will  be  lost  against  their  will. 

Yer.  Silence,  the  masquers  enter. 

Enter  LODOVICO,  Clown,  and  MASQUERS :  a  stag, 
a  ram,  a  hull,  and  a  goat. 

Clown.  Look  to  me,  master. 

LoD.  Do  not  shake:  they'll  think  th' art  out.  A 
masque '  

Clown.  A  masque,  or  no  masque ;  no  masque 
but  a  by-clap ; 
And  yet  a  masque  yclep'd  A  City  Nightcap, 


*  Ijodovico  stands  by,  and  prompts  the  Clown  as  he  speaks 
the  prologues.  ^Collier. 
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[*0D,  And  conve- 
Clown,  Ainl  conveniently  for  to  keep  off  scorns. 
Considerately  the  cap  is  hedged  with  horns. 
LoD*  We  insinuate. 
Clown.  Speak  a  little  louder 
LoD,  We  insmuate. 

Clown.  We  insinuate,  by  this  stag  and  ram  eo 
pretty, 

With  goat  and  bull,  court,  country,  camp,  and  city. 
LoD.  Cuckold. 
Clown,  Cuckold,  my  lord? 
LoD.  'Tis  the  fii^t  word  of  your  next  line. 
Clown.  O — —Cuckold  begins  with  C.  And  i»'t 
not  sport  1 

The  C  begins  with  country,  camp,  and  court : 
But  here's  the  fine  figary  of  (jur  poet. 
That  one  may  wear  this  nightcap,  and  not  know 
it. 

Dor.  Why,  chicken^  shaU  they  make  such  an 
aiis  of  thee  ?  Good  your  grace,  can  a  woman  endure 
to  see  her  loving  husband  wear  honis  in's  own 
bouse  ? 

Ver,  Pray»  lady,  'tis  but  in  jest. 

Dor,  In  jest  I  Nay,  for  the  jest  sake,  keep 
then  on,  sweet  bird. 

Clown.  Kow  to  our  masque's  name :  but  first, 
be  it  known-a 
When  I  name  a  city,  I  only  mean  Verona. 
Those  two  lines  are  extempore,  I  protest,  iiir  ;  I 
brought  them  in,  because  here  are  some  of  other 
cities  in  the  room,  that  might  snuff  pepper  else.^ 


^  f*f,,  Might  take  offbuce,  or  be  jiff rooted.  To  (air  pq!>per 
in  the  f70f«,  WAH  fnrmerlr  ^  emit  phrase  fur  b^iug  &0r<itited 
OT  irritated  ;  Aa  in  TarlttmV  '*Newei  otil  of  Pufgntory/' 
1630,  p.  10:  *'Mylf«  Lmrmg  bim  name  tbe  QaWj  foitt 
itrtti^t  peppsr  %n  tht  ¥iti>*r  ^nd  start  in  g  i»p^  tlirpw  off  hi* 
i^firdin^ls  riMibes, " 
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Ven.  You  have  fairly  ta'en  that  fear  oflf ;  pray, 

proceed. 

LoD.  Your  kindest  men  

Clown.  Your  kindest  men  most  cuckolds  are, 

O  pity ! 

And  where  have  women  most  their  will  ?  i'  th'  ^ 
city ! 

Seek  *  for  a  nightcap,  go  to  cuckolds'  luck ; 
Who  thrives  like  him  who  hath  the  daintiest  duck 
To  deck  his  stall  ?  nay,  at  the  time  of  rapping. 
When  you  may  take  the  watch  at  corners  napping ; 
Take  it,  forsooth — it  is  a  wondrous  hap, 
If  you  find  master  constable  without  his  cap : 
So  a  city  nightcap,  for  whilst  he  doth  roam 
And  fights  abroad,  his  wife  commits  at  home. 

Ven.  a  Verona  constable. 

Clown.  A  constable  of  Verona ;  we  will  not 
meddle  with  your  city  of  Venice,  sir. 

Therefore  'tis  fit  the  city,  wise  men  say, 

Should  have  a  cap  called  Cornucopia. 

Lou.  To  con  

Clown.  To  conclude  our  cap,  and  stretch  it  on 
the  tenter, 

Tis  known  a  city  is  the  whole  land's  centre  : 
So  that  a  city  nightcap  ours  we  call 
By  a  conclusion  philosophical. 
Heavy  bodies  tend  to  th'  centre,  so  (the  more  the 
pity) 

The  heaviest  heails  do  butt  upon  the  city  : 
And  to  our  dance  this  title  doth  redound, 
A  city  nightcap y  alias,  cuckolds'  round. 

Dor.  Cuckolds'  round  !  and  my  sweet  bird  leads 
the  dance ! 

Ver.  Be  patient,  madam,  'tis  but  honest  mirth  : 
From  good  construction  pleasure  finds  full  birth. 

[^Dance. 


^  [01(1  copy,  oh.l 


«  [Old  copy,  MiVJb.] 
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Vee.  JasprOy  fill  soine  wine. 
J  AS.  Tifi  here,  sir 
Ver.  Count  Lodovico  ! 
LoD.  Sin 

Vee.  ril  instautljr  give  yuu  ih  fair  occasion  to 
produce 

The  performance  of  her  penance. 

LoD.  ril  catch  occasion  by  the  bck,^  sir. 

Vee,  Here,  a  health  to  all ;  it  shall  go  round. 

LoD.  'Tis  a  general  health,  and  leads  th€  reat 
into  the  field, 

Clowh.  Your  honour  breaks  jests  as  serving- 
men  do  glasses — by  chance. 

Veb.  As  I  was  drinkiBg,  I  was  thinMngj  trust 
me, 

How  fortunate  our  kind  host  was  to  meet  with 
So  chaste  a  wife.     Troth,  tell  me,  good  Count 

Lodowick» 

Admit  Heaven  had  her  

liOD,  O  good  your  grace,  do  not  wound  me — 
Admit  Heaven  had  her  !  Uas,  what  should  Heaven 

do  with  her  ^ 
Vee.  Your  love  makes  you  thus  passionate ; 

but  admit  so  ; 
Faith,  what  wife  would  you  choose  ? 

LoD,  Were  1  to  choose  then,  as  I  would  I  were, 

so  this  were  at  Japan, 
I  would  wish,  my  lord,  a  wife  so  like  my  lady. 
That  once  a  week  she  should  go  to  confession ; 
And  to  perform  the  penance  she  should  run. 
Nay,  should  do  nought  but  dream  on't,  till  'twere 

done. 

Jas,  a  delicate  memento  to  put  her  in  mind  of 
her  penance.  [AsideA 
Dor.  Now  you  talk  of  dreams,  sweetheart,  111 
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tell  ye  a  very  nnhappy  one :  I  was  a-dreamed  last 
nicht  of  Francis  there. 
LoD.  Of  Frank? 

Dor.  Nay,  I  have  done  with  him. 
LoD.  Now  your  grace  shall  see  the  devil  out- 
done. 

Ver.  Pray,  let  ns  hear  your  dream. 
Dor.  Bless  me !  I  am  e'en  asham'd.to  tell  it  : 
but  'tis  no  matter,  chick, 
A  dream  is  a  dream,  and  this  it  was. 
Methought,  sweet  husband,  Francis  lay  with  me. 

LoD.  The  best  friend  stHl  at  home,  Francisca 
Could  the  devil,  sir,  perform  a  penance  neater. 
And  save  his  credit  better  1   On,  chick ;  a  dream 
is  but  a  dream. 
Dor.  Methought  I  prov'd  with  child,  sweet- 
heart 
LoD.  Ay,  bird  ? 
Fran.  Pox  of  these  dreams ! 
Dor.  Methought  I  was  brought  to  bed;  and 
one  day  sitting 
I'  th'  gaUery,  where  yourmasquing-suits  and  vizards 
hanff. 

Having  the  child,  methought,  upon  my  knee, 
Who  should  come  thither,  as  to  play  at  foils, 
But  thou,  sweetheart,  and  Francis  1 
LoD.  Frank  and  I !    Does  your  grace  mark 
thati 

Ver.  I  do,  and  wonder  at  her  neat  conveyance 
on't. 

Dor.  Ye  had  not  play'd  three  veneys,*  but  me- 
thought 


'  I.e.,  Says  Mr  Steevens  (note  to  Merry  Wives  of  Wiod- 
8<)r,"  act  L  sc.  1),  "three  venues^  Fr.  three  dififerent  set-to^s, 
bouts,  a  technical  term."  Several  inHtances  are  there  pro- 
duced, to  which  may  be  added  the  following : — 
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fit;  hit  thee  such  ft  blow  upon  tlie  forcbeiid, 
It  s weird  so,  that  thou  couldst  not  see. 
LoD.  See,  see  ! 

DoH,  At  whioh  the  child  cried^  so  that  I  could 
not  atill  it ; 

Whereat,  methought,  I  prajr*d  thee  to  put  on 
The  hat  thou  wor'st  htit  now  before  the  duke, 

thinking  thereby 
To  stiU  the  child :  but,  being  frighted  with*fc, 
He  eried  the  more. 

Lor  He  !  Frank,  than  gett'at  boys. 
Fran.  In  dreams,  it  seems,  sir. 
BOR,  Whereat  I  crieti,  methought,  poiutnig  to 
thee — 

Away,  thou  naughty  man,  you  are  not  this  child's 
father  1 

LoD.  Meaning  the  child  Francisco  got 
Dor.  The  same :  and  then  I  wak'd  and  kias'd 
thee. 

Omnes,  a  pretty  merry  dream  ! 


Ben  Jotifeoii'i     Every  Mau  m  hia  Humour/^  act  L  S — 

*^  Mat.  But  one  t>«ttti£,  ilr, 
Qc>,  Venuti  Qc,  a  most  grosM  dfinamliiaUftD  u  uvfr  t  hmrd,'* 

*'  Tte  Old  Law,"  by  Mwtnger,  4c,,  act  iii.  hc.  3 — 

0  f^^re  jour  perftuo'd  vomhlp  tkr^  wnuer, 
A  »Dua<f  old  isan  puts  liti  ttiraatbeLUr  borne 
Thaa  a  sp\c'd  y<^ui^g  mail" 

Greene's  "  HtatoHe  ot  Fryer  B&coti  nad  Fry^r  Btingmj,** 
Sjg.  Q     edit.  1630— 

"  Whj  stanil'tt  thou,  8erl»t»j,  dwitit'it  Iboa  or  thy  hhr 
A  venf  jr,  tnui  E  f^reMvgaret  eiBrt!i«i  ranch." 

F*3n oar's  Compt«r*B  Comninnwealtb,*'  1617,  p-  21  : 
"  Tluis  are  mj  young  novicea  atrucke  the  heart  at  the 
firit  irnny,  and  dsLrea  come  oo  more  for  feare  of  as  sharp  a 
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Enter  Jaspro. 


Jas.  Your  servant  tells  me, 
Count  Lodowick,  that  one  Father  Antony, 
A  holy  man,  stays  without  to  speak  with  you. 
LoD.  With  me  or  my  ladyl 
Jas.  Nay,  with  you,  and  about  earnest  business. 
LoD.  I'll  go  send  up,  and  he  shall  interpret  my 


Dor.  Why,  husband  !  my  lord  ! 
Fran.  Didst  mark?   He  must  interpret.^ 
Clown.  I  smell  wormwood  and  vinegar.  [Aside, 
Ven.  She  changes  colour. 
Dor.  He  will  not,  sure,  reveal  confession  ! 
Ver.  We'll  rise,  and  to  our  lodgings :  I  think 
your  highness 
Keeps  better  hours  in  Venice  1 

Ven.  As  all  do,  sir : 
We  many  times  make  modest  mirth  a  necessity 
To  produce  ladies'  dreams. 

Fran.  How  they  shoot  at  us  !    Would  I  were 
in  Milan  I 
These  passages  fry  me. 

Entei*  Jaspro  and  Lodovico.*- 

Jas.  Here's  strange  juggling  come  to  light, 
Ver.  Ha,  juggling  I 

Jas.  This  friar  hath  confessed  unto  Count  Lodo- 
wick, 

That  this  lady  here,  being  absolv'd,  confessed 
This  morning  to  him  here,  in  her  own  house, 
Her  man  Francisco  here  had  lain  with  her. 


[Old  copy  reads,]  I  mutt  interpret.  Francisco  seems  to 
allude  to  Lodovico's  last  words. —  Peggc. 

■  Lodovico  is  diffgiiised  like  a  friar,  as  is  evident  from  the 
rest  of  the- scene.— fV/iVr. 


1T2 
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At  which  her  lord  runs  up  and  down  the  garden 
Like  one  distracted,  crying,  Ware  hornSf  ho  / 
Dor.  Art  mad?    Deny  it  yet;  1  am  undone 
else. 

Clown,  Father  Tony  ! 

LoD.  I  confess  it,  I  deny  it— ay,  anything,  I  do 
everything  ;  I  do  nothing, 

Ver,  The  friar's  fallen  frantic  ;  and  being  mad, 
Depraves  a  lady  of  so  chaste  a  breast, 
A  bad  thought  never  bred  there. 

Dor.  'Tis  my  misfortune  still  to  suffer,  sir. 

LoD.  Did  you  not  see  one  slip  out  of  a  cloak-bag 
i'  th'  fashion  of  a  flitch  of  bacon^  and  run  under  the 
table  amongst  the  bogs  ? 

Ven.  He's  mad,  he's  mad. 

Clown.  Ay,  ay,  a  tithe-pig :  'twas  overlaid 
last  night,  and  he  speaks  nonsense  all  the  day 
after  

Dor.  Shall  I,  8ir,  suffer  thi^— In  mine  own  hou&s 
too? 

Clown.  Vd  eeratch  out  his  eyes  first. 

Veil  Since,  lady,  you  and  your  man  Francisco 
Are  the  two  injur'd  persons,  here  disrobe 
This  irregular  son  of  lus  religious  mother, 
Ex])0£e  him  to  th*  apparent  Ijlush  of  shame. 
And  tear  those  holy  weeds  off. 

Fran.  Now  you,  my  frantic  brother, 
Had  you  not  been  better  spar'd  your  breath  ? 

Dor,  And  ye  keep  counsel,  sir,  no  better. 
We'll  ease  you  of  your  orders. 

Clown.  Nay,  let  me  have  a  hand  in't :  I'll  te^ir 
the  coat  with  more  zeal  than  a  puritan  would  tear 
a  surplice. 

Fran.  See  what  'tis  to  accuse  when  you're 
mad. 

Dor,  I  confess  again  to  you  now,  sir,  this  man 
fVul  lie  with  me. 
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Clown.  And  I  brought  him  to  her  chamber, 
too  :  but  come,  turn  out  here. 
Duke.  Who's  this] 
Omnes.  'Tis  Count  Lodowick. 
LoD.   How  dreams,  sweet  wife,  do  fall  out 
true ! 

Clown.  I  was  a-dream'd,  now  I  remember,  I 
was  whipped  through  Verona. 

LoD.  I  was  your  confessor : 
Did  not  I  enjoin  your  chaste  nice  ladyship 
A  dainty  penance  1 

Jas.  And  she  performed  it 
As  daintily,  sir,  we  11  be  sworn  for  that. 
Dor.  0  good  sir,  I  crave  your  pardon ! 
LoD.  And  what  say  you,  Francis  ? 
Fran.  You  have  run  best,  sir  :  vain  'tis  to  de- 


Craft  sets  forth  swift,  but  still  fails  in  the  end. 
LoD.  You  brought  him  to  her  chamber,  Pambo. 
Clown.  Good  my  lord,  I  was  merely  inveigled 
to't. 

LoD.  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  ye  ;  I  take  no 
notice  of  ye ;  I  have  played  my  part  off  to  th'  life, 
and  your  grace  promised  to  perform  yours. 

Ver.  And  publicly  we  will  still  raise  their 


Who  e'er  knew  private  sin  'scape  public  shame  ? 


Yet  are  within  slave  to  dishonest  passions. 
You  shall  through  Verona  ride  upon  an  ass 
With  your  face  towards  his  back-part,  and  in 
Your  hand  his  tail  'stead  of  a  bridle. 

Clown.  Snails !  upon  an  ass  ?  an't  'ad  been  upon 
a  horse,  it  had  been  worthy,  gramercy. 

Ver.  Peace,  sirrah : 
After  that,  you  shall  be  branded  in  the  forehead, 
And  after  banish'd.    Away  with  liim  ! 


fend; 


fame : 
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Fran.  Lust  m  still 
Like  a  midnight  meal :  after  our  violent  drink  iagiJ, 
Tis  swallowed  greedily  ;  but,  the  course  being  kept. 
We  are  sicker  wlien  we  wake  than  ero  we  glepL 

[Exit 

Clown.  He  muBfc  be  branded  I  if  the  whore- 
master  be  burnt  ,  what  shall  become  of  the  procurer  1 
Ver.  You,  madam,  io  that  you  have  cosen'd 
sanctity. 

To  promise  her  the  vows  you  never  paid, 
You  shall  unto  the  monastery  of  matrons, 
And  spend  your  days  reclusive  ;  for  we  conceive  it 
Her  greatest  plague,  who  her  days  in  lust  hath 
pass'd 

And  soiFd,  against  ^  her  wtU  to  be  kept  chaste. 
DoH,  Your  doom  is  just-,  no  sentence  can  be 
given 

Too  hard  for  her  plays  fast  and  loose  ^  with  Heaven, 
LoD,  I  will  buss  thee,  and  bid  fair  weather  after 

thee.    But  for  yoiij  sirrah  

Clown.  Nay,  sir,  'tis  but  m-tiif  quod  AoAw,  et 

hahex,  at  most ;  belieTe  I  have  a  halter,  and  I  have 

one. 


'  [Old  copy,  «  aga%nH.'\ 
*  Fti^  a7id  h^iit,^^  sajs  Sir  Jubn  Hftwkinfl  (noU  to 
Antony  and  Cleopatra,*'  wet  ac.  "is  a  temi  ttj  ai^i^ 
A  client itJg  game^  of  which  tli«  foUowing  U  a  descHptioo,  A 
ltiatiji.^n]  belt  h  ma^e  up  into  a  Dumber  of  intricate  foldfl,  and 
plac^<l  edgowi^e  upon  a  tablt.  Que  of  the  folds  ia  mode  to 
repreeei^t  the  iiuddlt^  of  the  girdle^  ro  that  whoever  should 
tbtuet  a  akf^i^er  int^t  it  would  think  he  held  it  inAt  to  the 
tabltj ;  whereas,  when  he  ha«  so  done,  the  psmxi  with  whom 
he  pUjii  may  take  hold  of  both  ends  otLiI  draw  it  awaj.  The 
trick  iN  now  kitown  to  the  eomuiou  people  by  the  oame  of 
pri^jkint^  fit  the  belt  Or  girdle.'^  The  Qipniea,  bo  early  am  the 
reign  of  Queen  Elt2£ibeth,  were  j^reat  ndepU  in  theae  priieticet. 
See  Scot's  "  DlscuveHe  of  witchcraft,*^  ]  584^  p.  33^;  where  in 
the  29th  cbnpter  la  dedcribed  the  tDaf1nE^r  of  playing  at  ftxtl 
Ami  loost  with  bandkerchiefa, 
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Vkr.  You,  sirrah,  we  are  possess'd,  were  their 
pander. 

Clown.  I  brought  but  flesh  to  flesh,  sir,  and 
your  grace  does  as  much  when  you  bring  your 
meat  to  your  mouth. 

Ver.  You,  sirrah,  at  a  cart*s  tail  shall  be  whipped 
through  the  city. 

Clown.  There's  my  dream  out  already !  but, 
since  there  is  no  remedy  but  that  whipping-cheer 
must  close  up  my  stomach,  I  would  request  a  note 
from  your  grace  to  the  carman,  to  entreat  him  to 
drive  apace ;  I  shall  never  endure  it  else. 

Ver.  I  hope.  Count  Lodowick,  we  have  satisfied 
ye. 

LoD.  To  th'  full;  and  I  think  the  cuckold 
catch'd  the  cuckold-makers. 

Ver.  Twas  a  neat  penance ;  but,  0  the  art  of 
woman  in  the  performance  ! 

LoD.  Pshaw,  sir,  'tis  nothing  :  had  she  been  in 
her  gran'am's  place — 
Had  not  the  devil  tirst  begun  the  sin. 
And  cheated  her,  she  would  have  cheated  him. 

Vkr.  Let  all  to  rest :  and,  noble  sir,  i'  th'  morn- 
ing 

With  a  small  private  train  we  are  for  Milan. 
Vice  for  a  time  may  sliine,  and  virtue  sigh  ; 
But  truth,  like  heaven  s  nun,  plainly  doth  reveal, 
And  scourge  or  crown,  what  darkness  did  conceal. 

ACT  V. 

Enter  Antonio  and  a  Slavk,  one  in  tJie 
otlurs  habit 

Slave.  But  faith,  sir,  what's  your  device  in 
this! 

This  change  insinuates  some  project. 


Ant,  Shall  I  tell  thi;e  ? 
Thou  art  my  slave  ;  I  took  thee  (then  a  Turk) 
In  the  fight  thou  ktioiT^st  we  made  before  Palermo  : 
Thoti  art  not  in  stricter  bondage  unto  me 
Than  I  am  onto  Cupid. 

Slave.      then  you  are  going,  sir, 
To  your  old  rendezvous ;  there  are  brave  rogues 
there : 

But  the  duke  observe 8  you  narrowly,  and  seta  spie^ 
To  watch  if  you  step  tliat  way. 

Ant.  Why  therefore,  man, 
Thus  many  times  I  have  changed  habits  with  thee, 
To  cheat  euspicion  :  and  prejudicate  Nature 
( Mistress  of  incliBations),  sur«^i  intended 
To  knit  thea  up  so  like  me  for  this  purpose  ; 
For  th'  hast  be«n  taken  in  my  habit  for  me. 

Slave.  Yes,  and  have  had  many  a  Frenek 
cringe, 

As  I  have  walk*d  V  th*  park  ;  and,  for  fear  of  dia* 
eovery, 

I  have  crOwn'd  it  only  with  a  nod. 

Enter  a  LoRn, 

Ant.  Th'  ait  a  mad  villain. 
But,  sirrah,  I  am  wondrously  taken 
With  a  sweet  face  1  saw  yonder ;  thou  know'st 

where. 

Slave,  At  Venua  College,  the  court  bawdy- 
house. 

Ant,  But  this  maid,  howsoever  she  came  there, 
Is  acquainted  so  With  Heaven,  that  when  I  thought 
To  have  quench'd  my  frantic  bloody  and  to  have 
plucked 

The  fruit  a  king  would  leap  at  i  even  then 
She  beat  me  with  such  brave  thtmder  oif,  as  if 
Heaven  had  lent  her  the  artillery  of  angels. 
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Slave.  Slie  was  coy  then  ? 
Ant.  Coy,  man !  she  was  honest — left  coyness 
to  court  ladies  : 
She  spake  the  language  of  the  saints,  methought. 
Holy  spectators  sat  on  silver  clouds, 
And  clapp'd  their  white  wings  at  her  well-plac'd 
words. 

She  piecemeal  pulPd  the  frame  of  my  intentions, 
And  so  join'd  it  again,  that  all  the  tempest 
Of  blood  can  never  move  it. 

Slave.  Some  rare  phcenix  !  what's  her  name  ? 

Ant.  Tis  Millicenta,  and  wondrous  aptly, 
For  she  is  mistress  of  a  hundred  thousand  holy 

heavenly  thoughts. 
Chastely  I  love  her  now,  and  she  must  know  it : 
Such  wondrous  wealth  is  virtue,  it  makes  tlie 
woman 

Wears  it  about  her  worthy  of  a  king, 
Since  kings  can  be  but  virtuous  :  farewell. 
A  crown  is  but  the  care  of  deceiv'd  life  ; 
He's  king  of  men  is  crown 'd  with  such  a  wife. 

[Exit  Antonio,  and  the  Lord  after  him. 
'    Slave.  Are  your  thoughts  levelPd  at  that  white, 
then^i 


1  To  Uvell  at,  or  to  hit  the  white,  were  phraseB  token  from 
arohery,  and  often  used  by  our  ancient  writers.    The  white 
was  the  mark  at  which  archers  practised  when  they  learned  to 
shoot.  So  in  Ma88inger*8  "Emperor  of  the  East,"  act  iv.  sc.  3 — 
**  The  immortalitj  of  mj  fame  it  the  vthUe  I  shoot  at 

in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  "Four  [Plays  in  One"  (Dyce's 
edit.),  ii  512]— 

"  And  let  your  thouKhts  flee  higher ;  aim  them  right, 
Sir,  yoa  may  hit,  you  haye  the  fairest  white;'* 

in  Lyly*s  "Euphues  and  his  England,"  1582— "  Vertue  w 
the  white  we  shoot  at,  not  vanitie"  (p.  11.)  Again,  He 
glaunced  from  the  marke  Euphues  shot  at,  and  hit  at  last  the 
white  which  Philautusset  up"  (p.  18). 
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This  shall  to  th'  duke  your  dad,  sir   He  can  never 

talk  with  me,^ 
But  lie  twits  me  still  with,  /  t^k  thee  at  thni  fiijht 
We  made  before  Palermo  /  I  did  command 
Men  as  he  did  there,  Turks  and  valiant  men  : 
And  though  to  wind  myself  up  for  his  ruin^ 
That  I  may  fall  and  crush  him,  I  appear 
To  renounce  Mahomet,  and  s^em  a  Christian, 
*TiB  but  conveniently  to  stab  this  Christian^ 
Or  any  way  confound  him,  and  Vape  cleanly. 
Ere  ^  one  exj^ects  the  deed  :  to  hasten  it. 
This  letter  came  even  now,  which  likewise  certifies 
He  waits  me  three  leagues  off,  with  a  horse  for  flight 
Of  a  Turkish  captain,  commander  of  a  galley. 
He  keeps  me  as  his  slave,  because  indeed 
I  play*d  the  devil  at  sea  with  him  ;  but  having 
Thns  wrought  myself  into  him,  I  intend 
To  give  him  but  this  day  to  t^ke  his  leave 
Of  the  whole  world.    He  will  come  back  by  twi- 
light : 

Ml  wait  him  with  a  pistol    0  sweet  revenge  I 
Laugh,  our  great  prophet,  he  shall  understand, 
When  we  think  death  farthest  off,  he  s  nearest 
hand. 

Etit^  Philippo* 

Phil.  You  and  I  must  meet  no  more,  sir :  there's 
your  kick  again.  [A'^cH'^  kim. 


Agmin,  "An  archer  mje  jou,  it  bo  be  knonreD  by  bia  tiime, 
not  hj  hia  arrmwe  i  but  your  aitne  is  so  Ulj,  that  if  jou  ktiewe 
howe  farre  wide  from  l^te  wkiUjour  tbjift  itticketb^  yoti  would 
hereafter  mtber  break  e  juur  bo  we  tben  bend  ii** — /bid.  57. 

^  Id  thU  ip««cb  ore  tu  h&  hmml  initline^  of  tho  cliiir' 
acter  of  ^itn^a^  ao  admirably  drawn  by  Dr  Young.  The  plot 
of  tba  Hifvengt  is,  however,  an  id  to  Imtfo  been  taken  from  Mr« 
Bebn^s  play  of     Abdelftssar/*  which  waa  borrowed  from 

Luit*s  Dumini^n  ;  or^  The  LaaciTiaiis  Queen. 

*  [Old  cop^y,  tmd,\ 
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Slave.  Hold,  hold !  what  mean  you,  sir  1 

Phil.  I  have  brought  your  kick  back,  sir  * 

[Shooti  him. 

Slave.  Hold,  man,  I  am  not   [Falls. 

Phil.  Thou  hast  spoken  true,  thou  art  not  

What  art  thou? 
But  I  am  for  Verona.  [Exit, 
Slave.  Mine  own  words  catch  me  :  'tis  I  now 

understand. 

When  we  think  death  farthest  off,  he's  nearest 
hand.  [Dies, 

Enter  LoRENZO. 

Lor.  She  lives  not,  sure,  in  Milan !  report  but 
wore 

Her  usual  habit  when  she  told  in  Verona 
She  met  Abstemia  here.    0  Abstemia, 
How  lovely  thou  look'st  now  !  now  thou  appearest 
Chaster  than  is  the  morning's  modesty. 
That  rises  with  a  blush,  over  whose  bosom 
The  western  wind  creeps  softly.    Now  I  remember 
How,  when  she  sat  at  table,  her  obedient  eye 
Would  dwell  on  mine,  as  if  it  were  not  well, 
Unless  it  look'd  where  I  look'd.    0,  how  proud 
She  was,  when  she  could  cross  herself  to  please  me  ! 
But  where  now  is  this  fair  soul  1  like  a  silver  cloud, 
She  hath  wept  herself,  I  fear,  into  th'  dead  sea. 
And  will  be  found  no  more :  this  makes  me  mad, 
To  rave  and  call  on  death  ;  but  the  slave  shrinks,^ 
And  is  as  far  to  find  as  she.  Abstemia, 
If  thou  not  answer  or  appear  to  knowledge, 


*  So  in  "Cjmbeline,'*  act  v.  sc.  8 — 

'*  I  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Coaid  not  And  death,  where  I  did  hear  him  groan ; 
Nor  feel  him,  where  he  struclc :  being  an  ugly  moHBter, 
'Tts  strange,  he  hides  him  in  ftresh  cups,  soft  bed«i, 
Sweet  words  ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  draw  his  Icnives  i"  th'  war." 


ISO 


TITE  CUT  NKlltTCAl*. 


That  here  with  ghftme  I  sought  the»3  in  i\m  wood, 
I'U  leave  the  blushing  witness  of  my  bloocL  [A>il« 

SnUr     Duke  of  Milan,  Sebastiano,  Sahcftio, 
and  ifi€  Lord. 

Mil.  FuUoweil  yoa  him  thus  farf 
LoHD.  Juat  to  this  place,  sir  ; 
The  slave  ho  loves  loft  him  ;  hero  they  parted. 
Mtl.  Certain,  he  has  some  private  haunt  this 
way. 

Seb,  Ha  1  private  iadeed^  sir  :  O,  behold  and  see 
Where  he  lies  full  of  wounds  1 
Lords.  My  lord. 

Miu  My  son  Antonio !  who  hath  done  thL:^ 
deed) 

San,  My  Lord  Antonio  ! 

Mil*  He*s  gone,  he*»  gone  !  warm  yet  I  bleedis 
fresh  t  and  whilst 
We  here  hold  passion  play,  we  but  advantage 
The  flying  munlerer.    Bear  his  body  gently 
Unto  the  lodge,    O,  whut  hand  hath  so  hid 
That  sunlike  face  behind  a  crimson  clond  \ 
Use  all  means  possible  far  life :  but  I  fear 
Charity  will  arrive  too  late.    To  horse  ! 
Ilisperse  tbrouqh  the  wood ;  run,  ride^  make  way. 
The  sun  in  Milan  is  ecling'd  this  day  ? 

Omnes.  To  horse,  and  raise  more  pursuit  1 

Enter  LoEENZO  with  hu  stmrd  drawn. 

Lor,  Absteniia !  0,  take  her  name,  you  winds, 

upon  your  wings^ 
And  ihrougli  the  wanton  region  of  the  air 
Softly  convt-y  it  to  her.    There's  no  aweet  suffer- 

ancuj 
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Wliich  bravely  she  i>ass'«l  through,  hiit  iis  a  tliorii 
Now  to  my  side^ :  niy  will  the  centre  btcKnl 
To  all  her  chaste  endeavours :  all  her  actions. 
With  a  perfection  perpendicular, 
Pointed  upon  it.    She  is  lost !    O  she, 
The  well-built  fort  of  virtue's  victory  ! 
For  still  she  conquer d  :  since  she  is  lost,  then, 
My  friendly  sword,  find  thou  my  heart 
WrrH.  Follow,  follow ! 

Ekttr  Duke  of  Milan,  SANriim,  ami  Seuastianc 

Mil.  This  way.   What's  he  ?  lay  hands  on  hi  in. 
Ser  The  munVrer,  on  niy  life,  my  lunl,  hen»  in 
the  wood 

Was  close  beset ;  he  would  have  slain  himself. 
Mil.    Speak,   villain,   art  thou   the  hlou«iy 

murderer  ? 
Lor.  Of  whom? 

San.  His  dissembled  ignoraucr  spt^aks  hiui  tin- 
man. 

Ser  Of  the  duke's  son,  the  Prince  Antonio,  sir  : 
Twas  your  hand  that  kill'd  him. 

Lor.  Your  lordship  lies ;  it  was  my  sword. 

Mil.  Out,  slave ! 
Kavens  shall  feed  upon  thee  :  speak,  what  cause 
Hadst  thou  with  one  unhappy  wound  to  cloud 
That  star  of  Milan  ? 

Lor.  Because  he  was  an  erring  star, 
Not  fix'd  nor  regular.    I  will  resolve  nothing  ; 
I  did  it,  do  not  repent  it ;  and  wen>  it 
To  do  again,  Pd  do't. 

Omnes.  Bloodthirsty  villain ! 

Mil.  Lead^  him  to  swift  dfstructinn,  Im  tun's, 
and  death. 


*  [Mr  CoUler'B  correction.    Old  copy,  leave.] 


THE  Cnr  NIGHTCAP. 


0  my  Antonio  !  how  did  thf  youth  stray. 
To  meet  wild  winter  in  the  midst  of  May  I 

Lor.  0  my  Abstemia  !  who  cast  thy  fate  so  bad, 
To  clip  ^  affliction,  like  a  husband  clad  f  [Exeunt 

Mnttr  AKTOM!i>  and  AbsTEMU, 

Asa  Good  air,  the  prince  makes  known  bis 
wiidotn^ 

To  make  you  speaker  in  hia  amse. 
Ant.  Me !  know,  mifitregs, 

1  have  felt  lora'a  passions  equal  with  himself. 
And  can  discourse  of  love*s  cause :  had  you  Mil 

Mm 

When  be  sent  me  to  ye,  how  truly  he  did  look ; 
And  when  your  name  slipp'd  through  his  trembling 
lip«. 

A  lover's  lovely  paleness  straight  poesesi'd  hinL 
Abs.  Fie,  fie  I 

Ant.  Oo,  says  be,  to  that  something  more  than 
woman — 

And  lie  look'd  as  if  by  something  he  meant  saint ; 
Tell  her  I  saw  heaven's  army  in  her  eyes, 
And  that  from  her  chaste  heart  such  excellent 
goodness 

Came,  like  full  rivers  flowing,  that  there  wanta 

nothing 

But  her  soft  yielding  will  to  make  her  wife 
Unto  the  Prince  Antonio.  O,  will  yon  fly 
A  fortune,  which  great  ladies  would  pursue 
Upon  their  knees  with  prayers  t 

Am.  No,  Lorenzo, 
Had  law  to  this  new  love  made  no  denial : 
A  chaste  wife's  truth  shines  through  the  greatest 
trial. 
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EfUer  MoRBij. 


Mgr.  How  now,  wh^:  mikt  yo^  i  tn'  w*»i 


Where's  my  old  lady  \ 
Abs.  I  know  not. 

Mgr.  All  the  coantry's  in  an  cftruar  yon<i<;r: 
the  Prince  Antonio's  slain. 
A3isa  How : 

Mgr.  Nay,  no  man  can  tell  h*jw  :  but  the 
miund'rer  with's  sword  in's  hand  is  taken. 
Ant.  Is  he  of  Milan  \ 

Mgr.  No.  of  Verona :  I  he^l  his  name,  and  I 
have  forgot  it. 
Ant.  I  am  ail  wonder  ;  'ti*  the  slave,  eore  ! 
Mgr.  Lor — Lor — Lorenzo. 
Abs.  Ha,  Lorenzo  .'    What.  I  pray  ) 
Mgr.  Lorenzo  Me — Me»iico  ha«  ran  him  in  the 
eye,  some  thirty- three  inches,  two  barl»;y corns  : 
they  coold  scarce  know  him  for  the  bloo<l,  but  by 


our  house;  intelligence  has  been  given  of  his 
pilgrimage  thither.  I  am  afraid  I  sliail  be  singe<i 
to  death  with  torches,  and  my  laiiy  ate  wed  between 
two  dishes. 

Ant.  Why  hath  this  thus  amaze^l  you,  mLatre&s  t 
Abs.  O,  leave  me.  leave  me  :  I  am  all  distraction  ; 
Struck  to  the  soul  with  sorrow. 

Enter  MiLAN,  LgrDS,  and  LoRENZG  guarded. 

Ant.  See  where  they  come  I 
My  father  full  of  tears,  too.    Til  stand  by  : 
Strange  changes  must  have  strange  discovery. 

ABa  'Tis  he  :  heart,  how  thou  leap'st !    0  ye 
deluded. 

And  full  of  false  rash  judgment !  why  do  ye  lead 


here  I 


I  must  find  out  my  Ia«ly :  he  used 
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Innocence  like  a  sacrifice  to  slaughter  ? 

Get  garlands  rather  :  let  palm  and  laurel  round  * 

Those  temples,  where  such  wedlock-truth  is  found. 

Lor.  Ha! 

OMNEa  Wedlock  ! 

Abs.  0  Lorenzo  !  thou  hast  suffered  bravely, 
And  wondrous  far  :  look  on  me,  here  I  come, 
Hurried  by  conscience  to  confess  the  deed. 
Thy  innocent  blood  will  be  too  great  a  burthen 
Upon  the  judge's  soul. 

Lor.  Abstemia! 

Abs.  Look,  look. 
How  he  will  blind  ye  !  by  and  by,  he'll  tell  ye 
We  saw  not  one  another  many  a  day ; 
In  love's  cause  we  dare  make  our  lives  away. 
He  would  redeem  mine :  'tis  my  husband,  sir ; 
Dearly  we  love  together ;  but  I,  being  often 
By  the  dead  prince,  your  son,  solicited 
To  wrong  my  husband's  bed,  and  still  resisting. 
Where  you  found  him  dead  he  met  me,  and  the 
place 

Presenting  opportunity,  he  would  there 

Have  fore  d  me  to  his  will ;  but  prizing  honesty 

Far  above  proffer'd  honour,  with  my  knife, 

In  my  resistance,  most  unfortunately 

I  struck  him  in  the  eye.    He  fell,  was  found, 

The  pursuit  raised,  and  ere  1  could  get  home 

My  husband  met  me  ;  I  confess'd  all  to  him. 

He,  excellent  in  love  as  the  sea-inhabitant. 

Of  whom  'tis  writ  that,  when  the  flatt'ring  hook 

Has  struck  his  female,  he  will  help  her  off, 

Although  he  desperately  put  on  himself. 

But  if  he  fail,  and  see  her  leave  his  eye. 

He  swims  to  land,  will  languish,  and  there  die — 

Such  is  his  love  to  me ;  for,  pursu'd  closely, 


1  [i.e.,  Surround,  crown.] 
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He  bid  me  save  myself,  and  he  would  stay 
With  his  drawn  sword  there  about  the  place,  on 
purpose 

To  requite  my  loyalty,  though  with  his  death. 
Fear  forc'd  my  acceptance  then  ;  but  conscience 
Hath  brought  me  back  to  preserve  innocence. 

Seb.  The  circumstances  produce  probability. 

Lor.  By  truth  herself  she  slanders  truth :  she 
and  I 

Have  not  met  these  many  months.     O  my 

Abstemia ! 
Thou  wouldst  be  now  too  excellent. 
Akt.  These  are  strange  turns. 
Mil.  Let  not  love  strangle  justice.    Speak :  on 
thy  soul, 

Was  it  her  hand  that  slew  the  prince  1 

Lor.  Not,  on  my  life ; 
Tis  I  have  deserved  death. 

Asa  Love  makes  him  desperate, 
Conscience  is  my  accuser.    0  Lorenzo ! 

[The  Duke  and  LoRDS  whdspcr. 
Live  thou,  and  feed  on  my  remembrance  : 
When  thou  shalt  think  how  ardently  I  love  thee. 
Drop  but  a  pair  of  tears  from  those  fair  eyes. 
Thou  offer'st  truth  a  wealthy  sacrifice. 

Lor.  Did  ye  hear,  sir  ] 

Mil.  No,  what  said  she  ? 

Lor.  She  ask'd  me,  why  I  would  cast  myself 
away  thus. 

When  she  in  love  devis'd  this  trick  to  save  me. 
San.  There  may  be  juggling,  sir,  in  this :  it  may 
be 

They  have  both  liands  i'  th'  deed,  and  one  in  love 
Would  sufier  for't. 

Ente?'  a  LoRD. 
Mil.  What  news  1 
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Lord.  The  Dukes  of  Venice  and  Verona, 
With  gome  gmaU  train  of  gentlameDf  are  prival^Ijr 
This  hour  come  to  tlie  court* 
Miu  Bear  them  to  prison. 
Until  we  have  given  sticb  entertainment  norrow 
Will  give  us  leave  to  show  :  until  that  time, 
The  satis  faction  of  my  lost  son's  life 
Must  hover  'twiict  a  hushanil  and  a  wife, 

[ExfunL   Manet  ANTONIO, 
Ant.  How  stmngelj  chance  to-day  runs  !  the 
slave  killed 
In  my  apparel,  and  this  fellow  taken  for^t. 
Whom  to  my  knowledge  I  never  saw.    She  loves 
him 

Past  all  expression  dearly,    I  have  a  trick, 
In  that  so  Infinitely  dear  she  loves  him, 
Has  seal'd  her  mine  already ;  and  111  put 
This  wondrous  love  of  woman  to  such  a  nonphis, 
Time  hath  produced  none  stranger.    I  will  set 
Honour  and  Love  to  fight  for  Hie  and  death. 
Beauty  (as  castles  huilt  of  cards)  with  a  breath 
Is  leveird  and  laid  flat, 

Mnter  Phiuppo,  puUing  on  a  du^uisej  ia^M  down 
a  ptitol, 

Phil,  Misery  of  ignorance  ! 
It  was  the  Prince  Antonio  I  have  skin. 

Ant.  Ha  !  the  clue  of  all  this  error  is  unrayell'd, 
This  is  the  valiant  gentleman  so  threatened  me  : 
He  met  the  slave^  doubtless,  in  my  haMt^ 
And  seal'd  upon  him  Ma  mistaken  spleen. 
If  it  be  80,  there  hangs  some  strange  intent 
In  those  accuse  themselves  for't 

PniL>  It  seems  some  other  had  laid  the  plot  to 
kill  him. 

This  paper  I  found  with  him  speaks  as  much, 


And,  sent  to  the  intended  murderer, 
HappenM  (it  seeras)  to  his  hands.    It  concurs  ; 
For  they  my^  there  is  one  taken  for  the  fact, 
And  will  do  me  the  courtesy  to  be  hang*d  for 
me. 

There's  comfort  yet  in  that  So,  so  ;  I  am  fitted ; 
And  will  set  forward. 

[Aktonio  tak^ii  up  the  puioL 
Ant,  Gooae,  there's  a  fox  in  your  way. 
PeiL.  Betrayed  ! 

Ant.  Come,  I  have  another  business  afoot :  I 
have  no  time  to  discover  ^em  now,  sir.  See,  I  can 
enforce  you  ;  hut  hy  this  hand,  go  but  with  me, 
and  keep  your  own  connsel  Garden-houses*  are 
not  truer  bawds  to  cuckold^ making,  than  I  will  be 
to  thee  and  thy  stratagem. 

Phil.  Th*  art  a  mad  knave  :  art  serious  1 
Ant,  As  a  usurer  when  he's  telling  iuterest- 
money. 

PuiU  Whatever  thou  art,  thy  hluntness  begets 
belief    Go  on^  1  trust  thee. 

Ant.  But  1  have  more  wit  than  to  trust  you  be- 
hind me,  sir;  pray,  get  you  before.  I  have  a 
friend  shall  keep  you  in  custody  till  I  have  passed 
a  project ;  and  if  you  can  keep  your  own  counsel, 
I  will  not  injure  you.  And  this  for  your  comfort — 
the  prince  lives. 

Phil.  Living  !    Thou  mak'st  my  blood  dance. 
But  prytheei  let's  be  honest  one  to  another. 

Ant*  0  sir,  as  the  justices'  clerk  and  the  con- 
stable, when  they  share  the  crowns  that  drunkards 
pay  to  the  poor.  Pray,  keep  fair  distance,  and 
take  no  great  strides.  [E^tmt 


^  See  Hate  to  '*  1  he  Mi^erie^  of  Enforced  Uuriage  **  [Ix, 

538. 


EtU4T  Lorenzo  mtd  Abstemia,  m  m  primm. 

Lor.  Can  then  Abstemia  forgive  LorenEO  t 
Alls.  Yei*,  if  Lorenzo  em  but  love  Abstemia, 
She  can  hang  thus  upon  his  neck,  atid  call 
This  prison  true  love's  pakue. 

Lor.  0,  let  kinipi 
Forget  their  crowns  that  know  what  'tis  to  enjoy 
The  wondrous  wealth  of  one  so  good.  Now 
Thou  art  lovely  as  young  ^  spring,  and  comely 
As  ia  the  well^pread  cedar ;  the  fair  fruit, 
Kiss'd  by  the  sun  so  daily,  that  it  wears 
The  lovely  blush  of  maids^  seems  but  to  mock 
Thy  soul's  integrity.    Here  let  me  fall, 
And  with  pleading  sii^hs  beg  pardon. 

EnUr  Kwiomo. 

Abs.  Sir,  it  meets  you^ 
Like  a  glad  pilgrim,  whose  desiring  eye 
Longs  for  the  long- wished  altar  of  his  vow. 
But  you  are  far  too  prodigal  in  praise. 
And  crown  me  with  the  garlands  of  your  merit. 
As  we  meet  barks  on  rivers,  the  strong  gale 
(Being  beat  friends  to  us),  our  own  swift  motion 
Makes  ua  believe  that  t'other  nimbler  rows  : 
Swift  virtue  thinks  small  goodness  fastest  goes. 

Lor.   Sorrow  hath  bravely  sweeten'd  thee  i 
What  are  you  1 

Ant.  A  displeasant  black  cloud  I  though  I  ap- 
pear dismal, 
I  am  wondrous  fruitful    What  cause  soever 
Mov'd  you  to  take  this  murder  on  yourself, 
Or  you  to  strike  yourself  into  the  hazard 
For  his  redemption,  'tis  to  me  a  stranger ! 
But  I  conceive  you  are  both  innocent. 


^  [Old  copy,  d  ^tt»£f.] 
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IjOK.  As  newbcirn  \"irtne    I  did  aocuiif 
My  innocence,  to  rid  ine  of  a  liftr 
Look'd  nglier  than  death  npon  an  injury 
I  had  done  this  Tirtaoos  wife. 

Abs.  And  I  accused 
My  innocence,  to  save  the  belov'd  life 
Of  my  most  nohle  liusband. 

AXT.  Why,  then,  now  'twould  grieve  yuu 
Death  should  unkindly  part  ye. 

Lor.  O,  but  that,  sir, 
We  have  no  sorrow.    Now  to  part  from  her, 
Since  Heaven  hath  n^w-married  and  new-made  u^*, 
I  had  rather  leap  into  a  den  of  lions, 
Snatch  from  a  hungr]^*  bear  her  bleeding  prey : 
I  would  attempt  desperate  impossibilities 
With  hope,  rather  than  now  to  leave  her. 

Ant.  This  makes  for  me.  [AsUl^A 

Abs.  And  rather  than  leave  you,  sir,  I  wouhl 
eat 

Hot  coals  with  Portia,  or  attempt  a  terror 
Nature  would,  snail-like,  shrink  her  head  in  at. 
And  tremble  but  to  think  on. 

AxT.  Better  and  better.  [Asitif.] 
If  you  so  love  him,  what  can  you  conceive 
The  greatest  kindness  can  express  that  love  ? 

Abs.  To  save  his  life,  since  there  is  no  hope. 
Seeing  he  so  strongly  has  confessed  the  munler. 
We  shall  meet  the  happiness  to  die  together. 

Ant.  Fire  casts  the  bravest  heat  in  coldest  w<»a- 
ther: 

V\\  try  how  ardently  you  bum  ;  for  know, 
Upon  my  faith,  and  as  I  am  a  gentlemcin, 
I  have  in  the  next  room,  and  in  the  custody 
Of  a  true  friend,  the  man  that  did  the  deed 
You  stand  accusM  for. 

Abs.  Hark  there,  Lorenzo  ! 

Li)R.  Will  you  not  let  him  go,  sir  ? 
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Ant.  That's  in  suspense.     But^  mistress,  you 
did  say, 

You  durst  eat  coaU  with  Portia,  to  redeem 
The  infinitely  lov*d  life  of  your  Imsband. 

Abs,  And  stiJl  [do]  strongly  protest  it 

Lor.  0  iny  Abstemia  ! 

Ant,  You  shall  redeem  him  at  an  easier  rate: 
I  have  the  murderer,  you  see^  in  hold. 

LoK,  And  we  are  bless'd  in  your  discovery  of  him. 
Ant.  If  you  will  give  consent  that  I  etbkll  taste 
That  sense-bereaving  pleasure  so  familiar 
Unto  your  happy  husband—; — 
Aita  Howl 
Ant.  Pray,  hear  me  ; 
Then  I  will  give  this  fellow  up  to  the  Jaw, 
If  you  deny,  liorses  stand  ready  for  us, 
A  bark  for  transport;vtion ;  where  we  will  li^'e. 
Till  law  by  death  hath  sever'd  ye. 

LoK.  But  we  will  call  for  present  witness* 
Ant.  Look  ye— — -  [Sitow^  the  pistol. 

Experienc'd  navigators  still  are  fitted 
For  every  weather,    'Tis  almost  past  call 
To  reach  the  nimblest  ear  :  yet  but  oSer  it, 
I  part  ye  presently  for  ever    Consider  it ; 
The  enjoying  him  thou  so  entirely  lov  at 
All  thy  life  after ;  that  when  mirth-S|jent  time 
Hath  crowu'd  your  heads  with  honour,  you  may  sit 
And  tell  delightful  stories  of  your  loves  ; 
And  when  ye  come  to  that  poor  minute's  ^scape 
Crowns  my  desire,  ye  may  let  that  slip  by, 
Like  water  that  ne'er  meets  the  miller's  eye* 
Compare  but  this  to  th*  soon- forgotten  pleasure 
Of  a  pair  of  wealthy  minutes.     The  thriftiefst  ^ 
lapidary 

Knows  the  most  curious  jewel  takes  no  harm 


1  014  dopy  readH  thirMfirsi, 
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For  one  day's  wearing.   Gould  you,  sir  (did  your 
eye 

Nor  see  it  worn),  your  wife  having  lent  your  cloak 
(If  secretly  retum'd  and  folded  up) — 
Could  you  conceive,  when  you  next  look'd  upon't. 
It  had  neatly  fumish'd  out  a  poor  friend's  want ) 
Be  charitable,  and  think  on't. 

Lor.  Dost  hear,  Abstemia  ? 
O,  shall  we  part  for  ever,  when  a  price 
So  poor  might  be  our  freedom  ? 

Abs.  Now,  goodness  guard  ye  I 
Where  leam't  you,  sir,  this  language  ? 

Lor.  Of  true  love. 
You  did  but  now  profess  that  you  would  die 
To  save  my  life  ;  and  now,  like  a  forward  chapman, 
Catch'd  at  thy  word,  thou  givest  back,  asham'd 
To  stand  this  easy  proffeh 

Abs.  Could  you  live. 
And  know  yourself  a  cuckold  ? 

Ant.  What  a  question's  that ! 
Many  men  cannot  live  without  the  knowledge. 
How  can  ye  tell 

Whether  she  seems  thus  to  respect  your  honour, 

But  to  stay  till  the  law  has  chok'd  you  ? 

It  may  be  then  she  will  do't  with  less  entreaty. 

Lor.  Ay,  there,  there  'tis. 

Abs.  Tis  your  old  fit  of  jealousy  so  judges. 
A  foul  devil  talks  within  him. 

Lor.  O,  the  art. 
The  wondrous  art  of  woman  !   ye  would  do  it 
daintily ; 

You  would  juggle  me  to  death ;  you  would  per- 
suade me 

I  should  die  nobly  to  preserve  your  honour ; 
That  (dead)  ignobly  you  might  prove  dishonour- 
able, 

Forget  me  in  a  day,  and  wed  another. 
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Aus,  Why  then  would  I  hare  ilie^i  for  yowl 
Ant.  That  was  hut  a  proffer. 
That,  <lying,  you  might  idolise  her  love  : 
Twoukl  have  put  her  oflF  the  better. 

Lob.  0,  you  have  builded 
A  golden  palace,  strew'd  with  palm  and  roses, 
To  let  me  bleed  to  death  in  I    How  sweetly 
Vou  wouKl  have  lost  me,    Abstemiat  you  have 
leam*d 

Tlie  cunning  fowler's  art,  who  pleasantly 
Whistles  the  bird  into  the  snait?.    Good  Heaven  ! 
How  you  had  strewed  the  enticing  top  o'  th'  cup 
With  Arabian  spices !    But  you  ha<l  laid  i'  th* 
bottom 

Epheaian  aconite.    You  are  love's  hyiK)CTite  ; 
A  rotten  aticl<j  in  the  nijizht's  darkn**ss  born, 
And  a  fair  poppy  in  a  field  of  coni. 

Abs,  O  sir  !  liear  me   [Kntteh. 

Lor.  Away !  I  will  no  more 
Look  peat  1  in  mud.    O  slj  hypocrisy  !    Durst  ye 
But  now  dio  for  me  1    Good  Henren !  die  for 
me ! 

The  greatest  act  of  pain,  and  dare  not  buy  me 
W^ith  a  poor  minute's  pleasure  ? 
Abs.  No,  sir,  I  dare  not  r  there  is  little  pain  in 
death ; 

But  a  great  death  in  very  little  pleasure. 
1  had  rather,  trust  me,  bear  your  death  with 
honour, 

Than  buy  your  life  with  basanese.    As  I  am  ex- 

|M)s'd 

To  th'  greatest  battery  beauty  ever  fought, 

0,  blame  me  not  if  I  be  covetous 

To  come  off  with  greatest  honour.    If  I  do  this 

To  let  you  live,  I  kill  your  name,  and  give 

My  soul  a  wound  :  1  crush  her  from  sweet  grace, 

And  chan*jt^  her  angers  to  a  fury's  face. 
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Try  me  no  more,  then  ;  but,  if  yon  umst  bleed, 
boast. 

To  preserve  honour,  life  is  nobly  lost. 

Lor.  Thou  wealth  worth  more  than  kingdoms  1 
I  am  now 

Confirmed  past  ail  suspicion,  thou  art  far 
Sweeter  in  thy  sincere  tnith,  than  a  sacrifice 
Decked  up  for  death  with  garlands.    The  Indian 
winds,* 

That  blow  off  from  the  coast,  and  cheer  the  sailor 
With  the  sweet  savour  of  their  spices,  want 
The  delight  flows  in  thee.    Look  here,  look  here, 
O  man  of  wild  desires  !    We  will  die  the  martyrs 
Of  marriage  ;  and,  'st<;ad  of  the  loose  ditties 
With  which  they  stAb  sweet  modesty,  and  en- 
gender 

Desires  in  the  hot-room,  thy  noble  story 

[To  Abstemia.] 
Shall,  laurel-like,  crown  honest  ears  with  glory. 
Ant.  Murder,  murder,  murder  I 

Ente^'  (he  three  DUKES,  with  LoRDS. 

Mil.  Ha  !  who  cries  murder  ? 

Phil.  Asy'  are  a  gentleman,  now  be  true  to  me. 

Abs.  Sir! 

Ven.  Sister : 

Ver.  My  shame  !  art  thou  there  ? 
Ven.  0  sister,  can  it  be 
A  prince's  blood  should  stain  that  white  hand  ? 


»  So  Milton,  in  "  Paradise  Lost,"  bk.     1.  169— 

*'  Ad  when  to  them  who  sail 
Beyond  the  Cape  of  Hope,  and  now  are  past 
Mosambiqae,  off  at  sea  north-east  winds  blow 
Sabean  odoars  from  the  spicj  shore 
Of  Araby  the  blest :  with  sach  delay 
Well  pleas'd  they  slack  their  coarse,  and  many  a  leafua 
Cheer'd  with  the  frateftil  smell  old  Ocean  smiles." 

VOL.  xin.  N 
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Ambo.  Hear  us* 
Ant.  No,  no,  no,  hear  me  :  'twas  I  cried  mur- 
der; 

Because  I  have  found  them  hotb  etain'd  with  the 
deed 

They  would  have  throttled  me. 

Lor,  Hear  ua  ;  by  all  

Miu   Upon  your  lives,  be  sUent,    Speak  on, 
sir ; 

Had  they  both  hands  in  our  son's  blood  \ 

Ant.  Two  hands  apiece,  sir. 
I  have  sifted  it :  they  both  have  kill'd  the  prince  ; 
But  thia  is  the  chief  murtlerer.     Pleas©  you,  give 

mo  audience  ; 
Ye  eball  wonder  at  the  manner  how  they  kill'd 
him. 
Mil.  Silence  ! 

Ant,  He  came  first  to  this  womaii»  and  (tmih's 
truth) 

He  would  have  lain  with  her, 
Miu  Her  own  confession. 
AnTp  Nay,  good  your  grace^ 
MiU  We  are  silent. 

Ant.  Coming  to  seize  upon  her,  with  the  first 
blow 

She  struck  his  base  intent  so  brave  a  bufifet, 
That  there  it  bled  to  death.    She  said,  liis  horse 
Would  teach  him  better  manners  ;  there  he  dted 
once. 

Ver.  What  does  this  fellow  talk  1 
Am.  I  undeistaiid  him. 

Ant.  He  met  her  next  i'  tJie  wood,  where  ha 
was  found  dead  : 
Then  he  came  noblier  up  to  her,  and  told  her 
Marriage  was  his  intent ;  but  she  as  nobly 
(Belike,  to  let  him  know  she  was  married) 
Told  him,  iti  an  intelligible  deniali 
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A  chaste  wife^i  truth  shin'd  through  the  great^^st 
trials 

There  the  prince  died  again. 

LoD.  There's  twice ;  beware  the  third  tima 
Aifi,  The  third  time,  he  came  here  to  them 
both  in  prison, 
Brought  a  pistol  with  him,  would  have  forc'd  her 
again ; 

But  had  ye  seen  how  fairly  then  ehe  slew  him, 
Yon  would  have  shot  applauses  from  your  eyes  ; 
0,  she  came  up  so  bravely  to  that  prince 
Hot  potent  Lust  (for  she  slew  no  prince  eke), 
With  such  a  valiant  die^^ipline  she  de^troy'd 
That  debosh'd  ^  prince^  md  Desire ;  a&d  then,  by 
him 

So  bravely  too  fetched  off,  that  (to  conclude) 
Betwixt  them  they  tliis  wonder  did  contrive. 
They  kill'd  the  prince,  but  kept  your  son  alive. 


Mil*  Antonio  l 
OMNEa  The  prince  ! 

Ven,  Come  home,  my  sister,  to  my  hettrth 
Vke.  And  now  Lorenzo  is  again  my  beloved 
kinsman. 

Aj^t,  0  sir,  here  dwells  virtue  epitomised, 
Even  to  an  abstract,  and  yet  that  so  large 
Twill  swell  a  hook  in  folio. 

LoD.  She  swells  beyond  my  wife  then  : 
A  pocket-book,  bound  in  decimo  &€Jiio^ 
Will  hold  her  virtues,  and  as  much  spare  paper  left 
Aa  will  furnish  five  tohacco-shopa. 

J^IlL.  But  here's  the  wonder;  who  is  it  was 
slain 
III  your  apparel  ? 

Phiu  I  will  give  them  aU  the  slip,  [Ofert  in  t^. 


1  [Debaucbed.] 
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Akt.  Here's  a  gentleman  of  Femua  

Phil.  As  you  are  noble 

Ant.  That  saw  them  fight  i  it  was  the  slave 
was  slain,  air, 
I  took  before  Palermo  :  he  that  kill'd  him, 
Took  him  but  for  a  gentleman  his  equal ; 
And  as  this  eye-mitness  says,  he  in  my  apparel 
Did  kick  the  t'other  first. 

Fmu  Nay,  upon  my  life,  sir. 
He  in  vour  apparel  gave  the  first  kick  :  I  saw  them 
fight, 

And  I  dare  swear  the  t'other  honest  gentleman 
Little  thought  he  had  slain  anything  like  the  prince, 
For  I  heanl  him  swear,  but  half  an  hour  before. 
He  never  saw  your  giuce. 

Mil.  Then  he  kill'd  him  fairly  t 

Phil.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord. 

Ven,  T'other  had  but  his  merit  then  :  who  di©« 
And  seeks  his  death,  seldom  wets  others'  eyes. 

Ant.  Let  this  persuade  you  :  I  believe  you  noble. 
I  have  kept  my  word  mth  you. 

Phil.  You  have  outdone  me,  sir, 
In  this  brave  exercise  of  honour  ;  but  let  me. 
In  mine  own  person,  thank  you» 

Omxes.  Philippo! 

Phil.  Unwittingly  I  did  an  ill — as*t  happened, 
To  a  good  end  :  that  slave  I  for  you  killVi 
Wante^l  but  time  to  kill  you  :  read  that  paper^ 
\Vhich  I  found  with  him,  I  thinking  by  accident 
Yon  had  intercepted  it.    We  all  have  happily 
Been  well  deceived  ;  you  are  noble,  just,  and  true  ; 
My  hate  was  at  your  clothes,  my  heart  at  you. 

Yer,  An  accident  more  atrange  hath  seldom 
happened* 

Lor.  PhilippOj  my  best  friend,  'twixt  shame  and 
love, 

Here  let  me  lay  thee  now  for  eren 
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Asa  Heaven 
Hath  now  plan'd  all  our  rough  woes  smooth  and 
even. 

Mil.  At  court  fa]  large  relation  in  apt  form 
Shall  tender  pass'a  proceedings ;  but  to  distinguish, 
Excellent  lady,  your  unparallel'd  praises 
From  those  but  seem,  let  this  serve  :  bad  women 
Are  nature*8  clouds,  eclipsing  her  fair  shine  : 
The  good,  all-gracious,  saint-like  and  divine. 

[Exeunt  Omnes. 
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Jabpkr  Maynk  was  bom  at  Hatherley,  in  Devonshire, 
in  the  year  1604  ;  and  being  sent  to  Westminster  School, 
he  continued  there  until  the  age  of  nineteen  years,  with- 
out obtaining  a  Kin^^'s  scholarship.  At  that  time  he 
met  with  a  patron  in  Dr  Bryan  Duppa ;  by  whose  re- 
commendation, in  1623,  he  entered  himself  a  servitor 
of  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  and  commenced  M.A.  June 
18, 1631.  He  afterwards  took  holy  orders,  and  distin- 
guished himself  in  the  pulpit  by  that  quaint  manner  of 
preaching  which  was  then  in  vogue.  His  first  prefer- 
ment was  the  vicarage  of  Cassington,  near  Woodstock,^ 
to  which  was  afterwards  added  the  living  of  Pyrton,  near 
Watlington,  both  by  the  presentation  of  his  college. 
These  preferments  lying  at  a  small  distance  from  the 
university,  he  continued  to  reside  there,  and  was  mucli 
admired  for  his  wit  and  humour.  In  1638  he  completed 
a  translation  of  Lucian's  Dialogues ;  ^  and  in  the  next 


>  8th  of  October  1638.  Rymer'a  **Foed."  xx.  817.— 
Oilehritt. 

'  It  wa«  not  published  till  1664,  but  the  title-page 
expretses  that  it  was  "made  Engliiih  from  the  original  in 
the  year  1638."  This  fact  also  appears  from  the  dedication 
to  tbe  Marquis  of  Newcastle,  wbicb  is  a  masterpiece  of  solid 
reasoning  and  critical  acumen,  where  the  author  mentions 
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year  appeared  his  comedy  of  "  The  City -Match."  On 
the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  war,  he  sided  with  the 
royal  party,  to  which  he  remained  ever  after  firmly 
attached.  He  was  appointed  in  1642  one  of  the  divines 
to  preach  before  the  king  and  Parliament,  in  that  year 
proceeded  Bachelor  of  Divinity,  and  was  created  D.D. 
on  J une  7, 1 646.  The  decline  of  the  king's  affairs  caused 
a  very  great  alteration  in  those  of  our  author  :  he  was 
ejected  from  his  student's  place  in  1648,  and  soon  after 
deprived  of  both  his  vicarages.  In  the  midst  of  these 
sufferings  he  still  preserved  a  warm  zeal  for  the  old 
establishment  In  September  1652,  he  held  a  public 
disputation  with  a  noted  Anabaptist  preacher,  in  Wat- 
lington  Church.  He  afterwards  had  the  good  fortune 
to  meet  with  a  friend  in  the  Earl  of  Devonshire,  who 
received  him  into  his  family  in  the  character  of  chaplain, 
and  with  that  nobleman  he  resided  until  the  Restoration. 
On  that  event  he  returned  back  to  his  livings,  was  ap- 
pointed chaplain-in-ordinary  to  the  king,  promoted  to 
a  canon's  stall  at  Christ  Church,  and  raised  to  the  dig- 
nity of  Archdeacon  of  Chichester. 

Thus  replaced  in  his  favourite  seat  of  the  Muses,  he 
continued  to  reside  there  during  the  rest  of  his  life, 
happy  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  his  promotions.  He 
died  December  6,  1672,  and  his  corpse  was  interred 
in  the  aisle  adjoining  to  the  choir  of  Christ  Church, 


that  these  pieces  were  translated  for  your  private  enter- 
tainment above  five-and-twenty  years  since.*'  He  adds  that 
he  was  then  only  a  student  of  Christ  Church,  and  that  he 
should  have  translated  more  if  the  late  barbarous  times 
had  not  broke  my  study. "  In  the  course  of  this  preface 
(for  the  epistle  is  to  be  so  considered)  Mayne  very  severely 
lashes  the  republicaiiH  for  their  ignorance  and  pr^Pumptuous- 
ness. — Collier  (note  altered). 
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where  a  monuiuent  was  erected  to  hia  memor}'  at  the 
charge  of  Dr  Rol^ert  South  and  Dr  John  Lamphire,  the 
executors  of  his  will. 

Besides  the  translation  of  Lucian  (before  mentioned) 
and  "  The  City-Match,"  *  he  published  several  sermons 
and  poems,'  and  "The  Amorous  War a  tragi-comedy. 
40,  1648. 

[**  The  City-Match"  is  an  excellent  comedy  of  intrigut^ 
and  counter-plot,  with  many  amusing  and  lively  situa> 
tions,  and  frequent  illustrations  of  manners.  The  char- 
acter of  Dorcas,  however,  is  forced,  and  her  sudden 
metamorphosis  is  wanting  in  probability.] 


^  From  the  Prologue  and  Epilogue  it  appears  that  this 
play  was  acted  by  command  of  the  king,  both  at  White- 
hall and  at  the  Blackf  riars  Theatre. — Collier, 

'  Among  others  he  has  a  poem  prefixed  to  Cartwright's 
'•Plays  and  Poeme,"  and  another  ''Jonsonius  Virbiua."— 
GtlchrUL  [The  late  Mr  Bolton  Corney  thought  that  to  Mayue 
ought  to  be  attributed  the  verves  before  the  second  folio  of 
Shakespeare,  signed  J.  M.  S.,  qtiati  Jai^per  Mayne,  Student.] 


TO  THE  READER, 


The  Author  of  this  Poem,  knowing  how  hardly 
the  best  things  protect  themselves  from  censure, 
had  Qo  ambition  to  make  it  this  way  public,  hold- 
ing works  of  this  light  nature  to  be  things  which 
need  an  apology  for  being  written  at  all,  nor  es- 
teeming otherwise  of  them,  whose  abilitiea  in  this 
kind  are  moat  passable,  than  of  masqueri  who 
spangle  and  glitter  for  the  time,  but  'tis  th[alrough 
tinsel  As  it  was  merely  out  of  obedience  that  no 
first  wrote  it,  ao  when  it  was  made,  had  it  not  been 
commanded  from  him,  it  had  died  upon  the  place 
where  it  took  life-  Himself  being  so  averse  from 
raising  fame  from  the  stage,  that  at  the  present- 
ment he  was  one  of  the  severest  spectators  there, 
nor  ever  showed  other  sign  wliereby  it  might  be 
known  to  be  liis  bnt  his  lihertj  to  despise  it.  Yet 
he  hath  at  k^ngth  consented  it  should  pass  the 
press  I  not  with  an  aim  to  purchase  a  new  reputa- 
tion, but  to  keep  that  which  he  hath  already  from 
growing  worne ;  for  understanding  that  some  at 
London,  without  his  approbation  or  allowance, 
were  reaily  to  print  a  false^  imperfect  copy,  he  was 
loth  to  he  h  be  lied  by  his  own  work,  or  that  his 
play  f;hould  appear  to  the  world  with  more  than  its 
own  faults.  Farewell. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  KING  AND 
QUEEN. 

The  Author,  royal  sir,  so  dreads  this  night, 
As  if  for  writing  he  were  doom'd  to  th'  sight ; 
Or  else,  unless  you  do  protect  his  fame, 
Y'  had  sav'd  his  play,  and  sentenced  him  to  th' 
flame. 

For  though  your  name  or  power  were  i  th'  re- 
prieve. 

Such  works,  he  thinks,  are  but  condemned  to  live. 
Which  for  this  place,  being  rescu'd  from  the  fire, 
Take  ruin  from  th'  advancement,  and  fall  higher. 
Though  none,  he  hopes,  sit  here  upon  his  wit, 
As  if  he  poems  did,  or  plays  commit ; 
Yet  he  must  needs  fear  censure  that  fears  praise, 
Nor  would  write  still,  were't  to  succeed  i'  th'  bays  : 
For  he  is  not  o'  th'  trade,  nor  would  excel 
In  this  kind,  where  'tis  lightness  to  do  well. 
Yet,  as  the  gods  refin'd  base  things,  and  some 
Beasts  foul  i'  th'  herd  grew  pure  i'  th'  hecatomb  ; 
And  as  the  ox  prepared  and  crowned  bull 
Are  offerings,  though  kept  back,  and  altars  full ; 
So,  mighty  sir,  this  sacrifice  being  near 
The  knife  at  Oxford,  which  y'  have  kindled  here. 
He  hopes  'twill  from  you  and  the  Queen  grow 
clean. 

And  turn  t'  oblation,  what  he  meant  a  scene. 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  BLACKFRIARS. 


Wbrk  it  his  trade,  the  Author  bid  me  «ay. 
Perchance  he'd  tteg  you  would  be  good  to  th'  j>lay  ; 
And  I,  to  set  lum  «p  in  reputation. 
Should  hold  a  basin  forth  for  approbation. 
But  praise  so  gained,  he  thinks,  were  a  relief 
Able  to  make  his  comedy  a  brief ; 
For  where  your  pity,  must  your  judgment  be, 
'Tis  not  a  play,  but  you  fir'd  houses  see. 
Look  not  his  quill,  then,  should  petitions  run  j 
No  gathermgs  here  into  a  Prologue  spun. 
Whether  their  sold  scenes  be  disliked,  or  hit. 
Are  cares  for  them  who  eat  by  th*  stage  and  wit* 
He's  one  whose  unbought  Muse  did  never  fear 
An  empty  second  day  or  a  thin  share  ; 
But  can  make  th'  actors,  though  you  come  not 
twice, 

No  losers,  since  we  act  now  at  the  king's  price, 
Who  hath  made  this  play  public  ;  and  the  ^ame 
Power  that  makes  laws  redeemed  this  from  the 
flame  ■ 

For  th*  Author  builds  no  fame,  nor  doth  aBpire 
To  praise  from  that  which  he  condenm^d  to  tb'  fire. 
He's  thus  secure  then,  that  he  cannot  win 
A  censure  sharper  than  his  own  hath  been. 


DRAMATIS  PP:RS0N\E. 


Warehouse,  an  old  merchant 

Frank  Plotwell,  hU  nephew. 

Cypher,  Am  factor. 

Bannswright,  oW  Plotwell  di»ynised. 

AURELIA,  Penelope  Plotwell  dwjuised. 

Seathriit,  a  merchant. 

Timotht,  Am  son. 

Dorcas,  Su$an  Seathrift  dUguiied. 


Mistress  Scruple,  a  Puritan  achoolmiftrest. 
Mistress  Holland,  a  sempstrets  on  the  Exchange. 
QUARTFIBLD,  a  Captain. 
Salewit,  a  poet 

RosECLAP,  one  that  keeps  an  ordinary. 

MiLLICENT,  his  wife. 

*Prkntice. 
Two  Footmen. 
Boy  that  sinys. 


The  Scene,  London. 


THE  CITY-MATCH/ 


ACT  L,  SCENE  1. 

Warehouse,  Seathrift. 

Sea.  I  promise  you  'twill  be  a  most  rare  plot. 
Ware.  The  city,  Master  Seathrift,  never  yet 
Brought  forth  the  like  :  I  would  have  them  that 
have 

Fin'd  twice  for  sheriff,  mend  it. 

Sea.  Mend  it  1  why, 
'Tis  past  the  wit  o'  th'  court  of  aldermen. 
Next  merchant-tailor,  that  writes  chronicles,^ 
Will  put  us  in. 

Ware.  For,  since  I  took  him  home, 
Though,  sir,  my  nephew,  as  you  may  observe, 


^  In  the  year  1765,  a  gentleman  of  great  eminence  in 
Ilia  profession  made  a  few  alterations  in  Uiis  play,  and  pre- 
sented it  to  the  governors  of  the  Lock  Hospital,  near  Hyde 
Park  Corner,  who  obtained  a  representation  of  it  at  Dniry 
Lane  for  the  benefit  of  that  charity.  It  was  at  the  same 
time  printed  in  8^  under  the  title  of  "  The  Schemers  ;  or, 
The  City-Match." 

Mr  Bromfield,  the  surgeon,  as  Mr  Daries,  who  acted  in  it, 
told  me. — Reed. 

^  The  merchant-tailor  here  alluded  to  was  John  Stowe, 
author  of  the  "Chronicles  of  England,*'  who  was  of  that 
company,  and  a  tailor  by  profession. 
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Si*em  quite  transfigiir'd,  be  as  dutiful 
As  a  new  'prentice,  in  his  talk  declaim 
'Gainst  revelling  coiDpanitms,  he  m  hatd 
To  be  entic'd  from  home  as  my  door-^joats, 
This  reformation  may  but  be  hii  part. 
And  he  may  act  his  \irtnes,    I  hare  not 
Forgot  bis  riots  at  the  Templft*  You  know,  sir  

Ska.  You  told  me,  Master  Warehouse* 

Wabb.  Not  the  sea. 
When  it  deA'^ourM  my  ships,  cost  me  bo  mneh 
As  did  his  vanities*    A  voyage  to  the  Indies 
Has  been  lost  in  a  night :  his  daily  suits 
Were  worth  more  than  the  stock  that  set  me  up  ; 
For  which  be  knew  none  but  the  silk-man's  book, 
And  studied  that  more  than  the  law.    He  bad 
Hie  loves^  too,  and  his  mistresses  ;  was  euter'd 
Among  the  philosophical  madams ;  ^  wa^* 
Am  great  with  them  as  their  concemers  ;  iuid^  I 
hear, 

Kept  one  of  tliem  in  pension* 

Sea,  My  son  too 
Hath  had  his  errors :  I  couhl  ttdl  the  time 
When  all  the  wine  which  I  put  off  by  wholesale 
He  took  again  in  quarts ;  and  at  the  day 
Vintners  liave  paid  me  with  his  large  ficoren  :  but 
He  is  refonned  too. 

Ware.  Sir,  we  now  are  friends 
In  a  design. 

Sea,  And  hope  to  be  in  time 
Friends  in  alliance,  sir. 

Ware*  I'll  be  free  ; 
1  think  well  of  your  son. 

Sea*  Who?  Timothy? 
Belie ve%  a  virtuous  boy  ;  and  for  his  sister, 
A  very  saint 


^  Soe  Ben  Junaon^s    Sitont  Wumu.^^Pe^. 
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Ware.  Mistake  me  not,  I  have 
The  like  opinion  of  my  nephew,  sir ; 
Yet  he  is  young,  and  so  is  your  son ;  nor 
Doth  the  churoh-book  say  they  are  past  our  fears. 
Our  presence  is  their  bridle  now ;  'tis  good 
To  faiow  them  well  whom  we  do  make  our  heirs. 

Sea.  It  is  most  true. 

Ware.  Well ;  and  how  shall  we  know 
How  they  will  use  their  fortune,  or  what  place 
We  have  in  their  affection,  without  trial  1 
Some  wise  men  build  their  own  tombs ;  let  us  try, 
If  we  were  dead,  whether  our  heirs  would  cry, 
Or  wear^  long  cloaks.    This  plot  will  do*t 

Sea.  'Twill  make  us 
Famous  upon  the  Exchange  for  ever.    I'll  home, 
And  take  leave  of  my  wife  and  son. 

Ware.  And  I'll 
Come  to  you  at  your  garden-house.^  Within  there. 

[Exit  Seathrift. 


SCENE  II. 
Enter  CYPHER. 

Ware.  Now,  Cypher,  where's  my  nephew  ? 

Cyph.  In  the  hall, 
Beading  a  letter  which  a  footman  brought 
Just  now  to  him  from  a  lady,  sir. 

Ware.  A  lady ! 

Cyph.  Yes,  sir,  a  lady  in  distress ;  for  I 
Could  overhear  the  fellow  say  she  must 
Sell  her  coach-horses,  and  return  again 


^  All  the  edition  8  read  their. 

'  See  extract  from  Stubbes,  quoted  in  note  to  ''The 
Miseries  of  Enforced  Marriage  "  [ix.,  588.] 
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To  her  ne^jdle,  if  your  nephew  don't  supply  her 
With  money. 

Ware.  This  is  some  honaurable  aempstress, 
I  am  now  confirm' d  :  they  say  he  keeps  a  lady, 
And  this  k  she.    Well,  Cypher,  'tis  too  late 
To  change  my  project  now.    Be  sure  you  keep 
A  diary  of  his  actions ;  strictly  mark 
What  company  comes  to  him ;  if  he  stir 
Out  of  ray  house,  ohaerve  the  place  he  enters  : 
Watch  liim,  till  l:ie  come  out :  follow  him  (diagms'd) 
To  all  liis  haunts. 

CVPH.  He  shall  not  want  a  spy,  sir. 
But,  sir,  when  you  are  ahsent,  if  he  draw  not 
A  lattice  to  your  door,  and  hang  a  hush  out  

Ware.  I  hope  he  wiU  not  make  my  house  a 
taveni* 

Cyph,  Sir,  I  am  no  Syhirs  son. 
Warb.  Feace^  here  he  conies. 


jSCENE  III. 

MtUer  PloWELL,  in  a  sad  i>ostHre.  WAREHOUSE, 
PLOT^VELL,  CVPHER. 

Ware*   Good  morrow,  nephew.     How  now^ 
aadi  how  comes 
This  melancholy  1 

Plot.  Can  I  choose  hut  wear 
Clouds  in  my  face,  when  I  must  venture,  sir, 
Yomr  reverend  age  to  a  long-douhtfnl  voyage. 
And  not  partake  your  dangers  1 

Ware,  Fie !  these  fears, 
Though  they  hecome  you,  nephew,  are  ominous. 
When  heard  you  from  your  father  ? 

Plot.  Never  since 
He  made  the  escape,  sir. 
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Wark  1  hear  he  is  in  Ireland  : 
I#i  true  he  took  your  sifter  with  him  1 
Plot,  So 

Her  mktreSK  thinks,  @ir  :  oii3  da^r  ahe  left  th* 

Exchange, 
And  has  not  since  been  heard  of. 

Ware,  And,  nephew, 
How  like  you  your  new  course ;  which  place  prefei 

you— 

The  Temple  or  Exchange  I    Where  are,  think 

yow, 

The  wealthier  mines — in  the  Indies  or 
Westminster  Hall  ? 

Plot,  Sir,  ray  desires  take  measure 
And  form  from  yours. 

Ware.  Nay,  tell  me  your  mind  plainly 
V  th'  city-tongue.    l*d  have  you  sjieak  like  Cypher  : 
I  do  not  like  quaint  figures,  they  do  smell 
Too  much  o'  th'  inna-of-court. 

Plot.  Sir,  my  obedience 
Is  ready  for  all  impressions  which 

Ware.  Again  1 

Plot*  Sir,  I  prefer  your  kind  of  life,  a  merchant* 
Ware.  'Tis  spoken  like  my  nephew ;  now  I  like 
you, 

Nor  shall  I  e'er  repent  the  beneEts 

I  have  bestowed ;  but  wiU  forget  all  errors 

[Ejtit  Cvpiim 
As  mere  seducementa,  and  will  not  only  be 
An  uncle,  but  a  father  to  you  ;  but  then 
You  must  be  constant,  nephew. 

Plot*  Else  I  were  blind 
To  my  good  fortune,  sir. 

Ware.  Think,  man,  bow  it  may 
In  time  make  thee  o*  th*  city-senate,  and  raifete  thee 
To  the  sword  and  cap  of  maintenance. 

Plot*  Yes,  and  make  me 
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Sentence  light  bread  and  pounds  of  butter  on 
horsebm:k<  ^^Aside. 
Wajie,  Have  gates  and  conduits  dated  from  thy 
year ; 

Ride  to  the  'spital  on  thy  free  beast 
Plot,  Yes, 

Free  of  your  company.  [Ande, 

Ware.  Have  the  people  vail 
As  low  to  Ills  trappings^  as  if  he  thrice  had  fin*d 
For  tliat  good  time's  employment. 

Plot.  Or  as  if 
He  had  his  rider*s  wisdom,  ,  [Amif, 

Ware.  Then  the  works 
And  good  deeds  of  the  city  to  go  before  thee, 
Besides  a  troop  of  rarlets.^ 

Plot.  Yes,  and  1 
Tt^  sleep  thw  sennon  in  my  chain  autl  scarlet, 

[A$ide, 

Wabk  How  say  you  ?   Let*s  hear  that  i 
Plot,  I  say,  sir,  I 
To  sit  at  sermon  in  my  chain  and  scarlet 

Waiuc.  'Tis  right  j  and  be  remembered  at  the 
Cross.  ^ 

Plot,  And  then  at  sessions,  sir,  and  all  times 

else, 

Master  Eecorder  to  save  me  the  trouble, 

And  understand  thiuga  for  me.  {^Aiide. 

Ware.  All  thie  is  possible, 
And  in  the  stars  and  winds :  therefore,  dear 
nephew, 

You  shall  pursue  this  eourae  j  and,  to  enable  you, 


^  [An  aUu^ion  ti*  tb*  Lord  Mayor's  Show,  into  which 
wens  gpneraJlj  intrcKduced  (rymbolioal  repi^Beu  tat  long  oi  tlie 
civio  virluead 

^  At  St  Paul  a  Crr^iB,  wh*re  [the  Lord  Mtvyor  heard  hU 
i  h  ay gvimiioD  iset-tnon .  ] 
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lu  this  half-year  that  I  shall  be  away, 

Cypher  shall  teach  you  French,  Italian,  Spanish^ 

And  other  tongues  of  traffic. 

Plot.  Shall  I  not  learn 
Arithmetic  too,  sir,  and  shorthand  1 

Ware.  'Tis  well-remembered ;  yes,  and  naviga- 
tion. 

Enttr  Cypher. 

Cyph.  Sir,  Master  Seathrifb  says  you  will  lose  the 
tide ; 

The  boat  stays  for  you. 

Ware.  Well,  nephew,  at  my  return, 
As  I  hear  of  your  carriage,  you  do  know 
What  my  intentions  are ;  and,  for  a  token 
How  much  I  trust  your  reformation, 
Take  this  key  of  my  counting-house,  and  spend 
Discreetly  in  my  absence.    Farewell.  Nay, 
No^ tears ;  Til  be  here  sooner  than  you  think  on't. 
Cypher,  you  know  what  you  have  to  do. 
Cyph.  I  warrant  you,  sir.    [Exit  Warehouse, 
Plot.  Tears !  yes,  my  melting  eyes  shall  run ; 
but  it 

Shall  be  such  tears  as  shall  increase  the  tide 
To  carry  you  from  hence. 

Cyph.  Come,  Master  Plotwell,  shall  I 
Read  to  you  this  morning  ? 

Plot.  Read !  what  ]  how  the  price 
Of  sugar  goes ;  how  many  pints  of  olives 
Go  to  a  jar ;  how  long  wine  works  at  sea ; 
What  difference  is  in  gain  between  fresh  herrings 
And  herrings  red  ? 

Cyph.  This  is  fine :  ha'  you 
Forgot  your  uncle's  charge  1 

Plot.  Pry  thee,  what  was't  ? 

Cyph.  To  learn  the  tongues  and  mathematics. 

Plot.  Troth, 
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If  I  have  tongue  enough  to  say  my  prayere 
r  th'  phras<5  a'  th'  kingdom,  I  care  not  i  otherwise, 
I'm  for  no  tongues  but  dried  ones,  such  as  will 
Give  a  fine  relish  to  my  backrag  \  ^  and  for  mathe- 
matics, 

1  liate  to  travel  by  the  map  \  methinlcB 
'Tis  ritling  pdSt 

Cyph.  1  knew  *t would  come  to  thia 
Here  be  his  comrades,  [^twlr,] 

Pum  What,  my  Fleet  Street  friends  1 

[Exit  Ctphek. 

SCENE  IV. 
Enter  BRIGHT  and  Newcut. 

Bright.  Save  you,  merchant  Plotwell ! 

New.  Master  Plotwell,  citizen  and  merchant^ 

save  you ! 
Bright,  Is  thy  tmcle 
Gone  the  wished  voyage  T 

Plot,  Yes,  he's  ^one ;  and,  if 
He  die  by  th'  way,  hath  bequeathed  me  but  some 
Twelve  hundred  pound  a  year  in  Kent ;  some 

three- 
score thousand  pound  in  money,  besidea  jewels, 

bonds, 
And  desperate  debts; 
New*  And  dost  not  thou  fall  down, 


^  This  wa4  &  vrine  which  was  l>roiiglit  from  BaCGamck,  lu 
Germ  any »  ns  appe^ri  from  Heywood'a  Philo-cotlioDiata,'' 
1635^  p,  48,    It  is  there  mentioned  along  with  RheQieh. 

Ray,  in  hi«  Travels,*'  voL  i,  p*  64,  say  a  ;  **  Neit  we  came 
to  BaticiiracbT  a  wiJLed  town  on  the  right  hand,  having  tn&ny 
towera,  iubjcct  to  the  Prince  Elector  PiJatinCj  /amcm^  fur 
tkf  gifodness  of  it*  i€int^  n&  h  alau  RhiiicoWj  &  town  not  far 
ftm  Men  ts! , " — /ffe</. 
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And  ^mj  to  th'  winds  to  eaerilii^  him  to 
Poor  John  and  ma^karal ! 

Bhioht.  Or  imroke  some  rock 
To  do  thee  justice  t 

Kew.  Or  some  compendioufi  cannon 
To  take  him  off  i'  th'  middle  % 

Plot,  And  why,  my  tender^ 
Soft-hearted  friends  1 

Bhight,  What,  to  take  thee  from  the  Temple, 
To  make  thee  an  old  juryman,  a  Wluttington ! 

New.  To  transform  thy  plush  to  penuy-ston©  ; 
and  Bcarlet 
Into  a  velvet  jacket,  which  hath  seen 
Aleppo  twice,  is  known  to  the  great  Turk, 
Hath  'scap'd  three  shipwrecks  to  be  left  off  to  the€, 
And  knows  the  way  to  Mexico  as  well     the  map  1 

Bright.  This  jacket  surely  was  employed  in 
finding 

The  north-east  paBsage  out^  or  the  same  jacket 
That  Coriat  ^  died  in. 

Prx>T.  Verj"  good. 

New.  In  Ovid 
There  ia  not  such  a  metaraorphoek 
As  thou  art  now.    To  be  turned  Into  a  tree 
Or  some  handsome  beast,  is  courtly  to  this. 
But  for  thee,  Frank,  0  transmutation  ! 
Of  satin  changd  to  kersey  hose  I  sing,'-^ 
'Slid,  his  shoes  sliine  too.^ 


J  S««  note  to  "  Tlie  Ordinary  "  [xii.,  S27d 

'  [A  woit  of  p^Ajful  parody  01:1  th«  exordium  to  OTid's 
'  *  Metamorpli  oaes. 

*  The  citi£«n6  of  Charlea  time,  And  eaxlier,  wer^ 
MM  iki0OUfi  for  the  bngbtoesH  of  their  B.bo«H  00  aotne  par* 
ticulor  profeaaioni  at  present.  In  Every  Man  in  hia 
Humour,**  act  ii-  ac.  1,  Kit«ly  nays — 

*'  Whilst  ibtij^  Mir,  to  reWcvn  him  In  the  rkhle. 
Uitke  ihcU  loose  c^miQi.'iitt  mvon  cTery  word, 
Gfrfltare,  or  look,  I  use;  mock  ts?  alt  OTer, 
Troni  my  tml  cap  unt^  ny  ihitttffijr  th^9" 
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Bright.  They  have  the  Gresham  dye. 
Dost  thou  not  flress  thyself  by  'em  1  1  can  tsee 
My  face  in  them  hither. 

Plot.  Very  pleasant^  gentlemeiL 

Bright.  And  faith,  for  how  many  years  art 
thou  bound  ? 

Plot.  Do  yo*i  take  me  for  a  'prentice  ? 

New.  Why,  then,  what  office 
Dost  thou  bear  iii  the  parish  this  yeio-l  Let^B 
feel : 

No  batteries  ^  in  thy  head,  to  signify 
Th'  art  a  constable  t 

BliIGHT.  No  furious  jug  broke  on  it 
In  the  kiiig'ji  name  1 

Plot,  Did  you  contrive  this  scene 
By  the  way,  gentlemen  ? 

New.  No  ;  but  the  news 
Thou  fehouldst  turn  tradesman,  and  this  pagan 
dress, 

In  which  if  thou  shouldst  die,  thou  wouldst  be 
damn'd 

For  an  usurer,  is  comical  at  the  Temple. 
We  were  about  to  bring  in  such  a  fellow 
For  an  apostate  in  our  antinmsque. 
Set  one  to  keep  the  door,  provide  half-crown 
rooma, 

For  rU  set  bills  up  of  thee.    What  sbaJl  I 
Give  thee  for  the  first  day  ? 

Bright,  Ay,  or  second  ? 
For  tlioult  endure  twice  or  thrice  coming  in. 

Plot,  Well,  my  conceited  Orient  Mends,  bright 
offspring 

O'  th'  female  silkworm  and  tailor  male,  I  deny  not 
But  you  look  well  in  your  unpaid-for  glory ; 
That  ill  these  cohnirs  you  eat  out  the  Stxand, 


^  [Bruia««  or  ooutuftloni:  oc by  niiAvilbi.] 
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And  adorn  Fleet  Street ;  that  yoii  may  langll  at  me. 
Poor  working-day  o'  th'  city,  like  two  f€6tlvidfi 
Escaped  out  of  the  Almanac, 

New,  Sirrah  Brightj 
riidst  look  to  hear  such  language  beyond  Ludgate  I 

Bright.  1  thought  all  wit  had  ended  at  Fleet- 
bridge  ; 

But  wit  that  goes  o'  th'  ficore,  that  may  extend, 
Ift  be  a  courtier's  wit,  into  Cheapeida 

Plot.  Your  mercer  lives  thor«,  doeB  he  I    I  war- 
rant you, 

He  has  the  patience  of  a  burnt  heretic. 
The  very  faith  that  sold  to  you  these  silks, 
And  thinks  you'll  pay  for  'em,  is  strong  enough 
To  save  the  infidel  part  o'  th'  world  or  Antichrist. 

Bright,  W'  are  most  mechanically  abused. 

New.  Let's  tear  his  jacket  off* 

Bright.  A  match  1  take  that  8ide. 

Plot.  Hold,  hold  i 

Bright,  How  frail  a  thing  old  velvet  is  !  it  part« 
With  as  ranch  ease  and  willingness  as  two  cowardn. 

fThf^  tear  off  his  Jarkft. 
that  ever  fell  asunder. 
Plot.  Ha'  you  your  wits  i   What  mean  you  I 
Bright.  Go,  put  on 
One  of  thy  Temple  suits,  and  accompany 
Or  else  thy  dimity  breeches  will  be  mortal 
Plot.  You  will  not  strip  me,  will  you  t 
New.  By  thy  visible  ears,  ive  will 
Bright,  By  this  two-l»anded  beaver,  which  is 
so  thin 

And  light,  a  butterfly's  wingi  put  to*fc  would  make 
it 

A  Mercury's  flying  hat,  and  soar  aloft- 

Plot.  But  do  you  know,  to  how  much  danger 
You  tempt  me  ?  Should  my  untde  know  I  come 
Within  the  air  of  Fluet  Street — — 


New,  Will  you  make 
Yourself  fit  for  a  coach  again,  and  eome 
Along  with  us  1 

Plot.  Well,  my  two  resolute  friends^ 
You  shall  prevaiL    But  whither  now  are  your 
Lewd  motions  bent  ? 

Ne^^  We'll  dine  at  Roseclap's ;  there 
We  §hall  meet  Captain  Qtiartfield  and  his  poet ; 
They  shall  show  us  another  fish. 

BRrGBT.  But,  by  the  way,  we  have  agreed  to  see 
A  lady,  you  mechanic. 

PiiOT,  Whatkdyf 

New.  Hast  not  thou  heard  of  the  new-sprung 

lady? 
Bright-  One 
That  keeps  her  coachman,  footboy,  woman,  and 

spends 

A  thousand  pounds  a  year  by  wit. 
Plot.  Howt  wit! 

New,  That  is  her  patrimony,  sir.  *Tis  thought 
The  fortune  she  is  born  to  will  not  buy 
A  bunch  of  turnips. 

Plot,  She  is  no  gamester,  is  she  ?    Nor  carries 
false  dice  9 

Bright,  No,  hut  has  a  tongue, 
Were^t  in  a  lawyer*®  moutli,  would  make  liim  buy 
AH  young  heirs  near  him. 

Plot.  But  does  no  man  know  from  whence  she 
came  1 

Bbight,  As  for  her  birth,  she  may 
Choose  her  own  pedigree :  it  is  unknown 
Whether  she  be  descended  of  some  ditch 
Or  duchess. 

New.  She*e  the  wonder  of  the  court 
And  talk  o'  th'  town. 

Plot.  Her  name  1 

New.  Aurelia. 
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Plot.  Pre  beard  of  ker.    Jhej  nj  she  daf« 
dnek. 

And  answers  diallenges  in  wtL 

Brigst.  She  bjB  been  thiioe  in  the  field. 

Plot,  rth* field! 

New.  Yea,  in  Spring  Garden  ; 
Has  oonqnerd,  with  no  second  but  her  woman. 
A  Puritan,  and  has  rctnni'd  with  prixe& 

Plot.  And  no  dram  beat  before  her  f 

Nkw.  So,  not  eolonrs 
Flomish^d.    She  has  made  a  tow  nerer  to  many. 
Till  she  be  won  by  stratagem. 

Plot.  I  long  to  see  her. 

Bright.  F  th'  name  of  €hiildhally  who  comes 
heief 

SCENE  V. 
£nUr  Timothy. 

Tnf.  Bj  joor  leare^  genUemen. 

Plot.  Master  Timothy ! 
Welcome  from  the  new  world.  I  looked  you  should 
Ha'  past  through  half  the  signs  in  heaven  by  this, 
And  ha'  convers'd  with  the  dolphins.    What !  not 
gone 

To  sea  with  your  father  ? 

Tim.  No,  £uth,  I  do  not  loTe 
To  go  to  sea ;  it  makes  one  lousy,  lays  him 
In  wooden  sheets,  and  lands  him  a  presenratiye 
Against  the  plague  :  besides,  my  mother  was 
Afraid  to  venture  me. 

Plot.  Believe't,  she's  wise 
Not  to  trust  such  a  wit  to  a  thin  frail  bark, 
Where  you  had  sail'd  within  three  inches  of 
Becoming  a  Jonas.    Besides  the  tossing,  to  have 
All  the  fierce  blustering  faces  in  the  map 
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iSwell  more  tern  pes  tuoiiRly  upon  you  than 
Lawyers  preferr'd  or  trumpeters.    Anti  whitlier 
Were  you  bound  now  ? 

Tm,  I  only  came  to  have 
Your  judgement  of  my  suit 

Plot.  Surely  the  tailor 
Has  done  his  part 

TtM.  And  my  mother  has  done  hers ; 
For  she  has  paid  for't.    1  never  durat  be  seen 
Before  my  father  out  of  diiretta^  antl  serge  : 
But  if  he  catch  me  in  such  paltry  stuffs, 
To  make  me  look  like  one  thab  lets  out  money. 
Let  him  say,    Timothy  was  bom  a  fool/' 
Before  he  went,  he  made  me  do  what  he  list ; 
Now  he's  abroad,  I'll  do  what  I  list.  What 
Are  these  two  1    Gentlemen  1 

Plot.  You  see  they  wear 
Their  heraldry. 

Tdl  But  I  mean,  can  they  roar. 
Beat  drawers,  play  at  dice,  and  court  their  mii^ 
tress? 

I  mean  forthwith  to  get  a  mistress  t 
Plot.  But 

How  comes  this,  Master  Timothy  1  you  did  not 
Rifio  such  a  gallant  this  morning. 

Tm.  All's  one  for  that. 
My  mother  lost  her  maidenhead  that  1 
Might  come  first  into  the  world  ;  and,  by  God*s  lid, 
rU  bear  myself  like  the  elder  brother,  I. 
D'you  think,  111  all  days  of  my  life  frequent 
Saint  Anthnfi,  like  my  sister  ?  Gentlemen, 
I  covet  your  acquaintance. 
Bright*  Yom*  servant,  sir. 
New,  I  shall  be  proud  to  know  you. 


[Probably  mm&  Btrong^  m^n^  sort  t>f  ^ubstanc^  like 
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Tim.  Sir,  my  knowledge 
Is  not  much  worth.    I'm  born  to  a  small  fortune ; 
Some  hundred  thousand  pound,  if  once  my  father 
Held  up  his  hands  in  marble,  or  kneeFd  in  brass. 
What  are  you  1  inns-of-court  men  ? 

New.  The  catechism 
Were  false,  should  we  deny  it. 

Tim.  I  shall  shortly 
Be  one  myself ;  I  learn  to  dance  already, 
And  wear  short  cloaks.     I  mean  in  your  next 
masque 

To  have  a  part :  I  shall  take  most  extremely. 
Bright.  You  will  inflame  the  ladies,  sir  :  they'll 
strive. 

Who  shall  most  privately  convey  jewels 
Into  your  hand. 

New.  This  is  an  excellent  fellow. 
Who  is't  ? 

Plot.  Rich  Seathrift's  son,  that's  gone  to  sea 
This  morning  with  my  uncle. 

Bright.  Is  this  he 
Whose  sister  thou  shouldst  marry?    The  wench 

that  brings 
Ten  thousand  pound  ? 

Plot.  My  uncle  would  fain  have  me  [marry  her  ;] 
But  I  have  cast  her  off. 

Bright.  Why? 

Plot.  Faith,  she's  handsome, 
And  had  a  good  wit ;  but  her  schoolmistress 
Has  made  her  a  rank  Puritan. 

New.  Let's  take  him 
Along  with  us,  and  Captain  Quartfleld  shall  show 
him. 

Plot.  'Twill  be  an  excellent  comedy  ;  and  after- 
wards 

I  have  a  project  on  him. 
Tim.  Gentlemen, 
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Shall  we  dine  at  an  t>r«iinary  I  Yon 
Shall  enter  me  among  the  wits. 

Plot.  Sir,  I 
Will  but  shift  clothes,  then  we'll  associate  you, 
But  drst  you  shall  with  us^  and  see  a  lady 
Rich  as  your  father's  chests  and  odd  holes^^  and 
Fresh  as  Pygmalion's  mistress,  newly  wakenM 
Out  of  her  alabaster. 

Tim.  Learl  on  : 
1  long  to  see  a  lady,  and  to  salute  her.  [ExennL 


ACT  IL,  SCENE  1. 
AtmEi^iA,  DoRCAa 

AUB.  Why^  we  ahaU  have  you  get  in  time  the 
tum- 

Up  of  your  eyes,  apeak  in  the  nose,  draw  sighs 
Of  an  ell  long,  and  rail  at  discipline. 
Would  I  could  hear  from  Baanswright  \   Ere  Til 
be  tortured 

With  your  preciseness  thus,  Til  get  dry  palms 
With  starching,  and  put  on  my  smocks  myself. 
Do  EL  Surely  you  may,  and  air  'em  too  i  therfi 
have  been 

Very  devout  and  holy  women  that  wore 
No  shift  at  all 

AuR.  Such  saints,  you  mean,  as  wore 
Their  congregations,  and  swarm'd  with  Christian 
vermin. 

You'll  hold  clean  linen  heresy  I 

DoB-  Surely,  yes, 
Clean  linen  in  a  surplice  :  that  and  powders 


^  [Apparent]  f  ill  111  word  the  i&et^t  pigeon-holffl  in 

i  dedc  or  B«CFetar}  .] 
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Do  bring  drj'  suimm^r:*^  make  Uie  sickness  ra^t*^ 
And  the  enemy  prevail    It  was  rcvealM 
To  Mistress  Scruple  and  hor  husband,  who 
Do  verily  aficribe  the  Gennan  war 
And  the  late  persecutions  to  curling. 
Falsa  teeth,  and  OH  of  talc  J 

AuR,  Now  she  is  in, 
A  lecturer  will  sooner  hold  Im  i>eace 
Than  she. 

Dor.  And  surely,  as  Mafit^?r  Scruple  says  

AuR,  That  was  lier  schoolmaster  ;  one  Hml 
cools  a  feast 

With  his  long  grace,  and  sooner  eats  a  capon, 

Than  hlesees  it 


1  «*  TalCf  m  mtural  fautoty,  is  m  shining,  Bqnftti;)ou9,  fiitatle 
Bp«Gie«  of  »ton6,  easily  separable  into  thia,  tnmspivrt'iit 
■•altia  or  leaveeL"  —  Cbamben'a  "  X>i(jtionary/'  It  vtan 
aiioiiutlj  found  only  in  Bfiatn,  but  since^  in  Bevernl  parU  of 
Eur«p«r  Aii%  Africa,  Serine  cBetniAtA/*  says  blie  same 
writ^r^  "(it>d  other  enipirics,  have  held  tbat  failc  Tuight  l>e 
Ufted  for  many  itnp^rtAiit  purposes,  and  pretend  to  draw 
from  it  tbat  preeioiia  oil  so  much  boasted  of  by  tbe  anetentit, 
pmrtacularly  the  Arabs,  called  oii  nf  talCt  which  Is  iiuppoiied 
m.  wonderful  coHUQetic,  and  preserver  of  the  complexion  ;  but 
the  txuth  is,  tbti  word  t&le^  among  them,  ai^ifiect  no  njorv 
than  an  equal  dUpoaitinn  of  the  humoum^  which  keet^s  the 
body  in  good  temperament  and  perfect  health*  Kow,  m 
nothing  cou tributes  more  ttian  health  to  the  prMervIng  of 
beauty,  this  bafl  gi^en  occnfiton  to  the  chemlflta  tojwtareh  this 
oil  of  talt,  wblch  is  to  maintAiQ  the  body  iu  this  dmpoei^ 
tion,  aud  to  engage  the  ladies  to  bo  at  tbo  expenao  of  the 
search.  '* 

[*'  TeUc  ia  a  cheap  kind  of  mineral,  whieh  thia  cotanty 
(Sussex)  plentlfidly  aiforda,  though  not  to  fiuo  m  that  wfaidi 
is  fetched  from  Venice.  It  is  white  snd  transpc^rent  like 
crystal,  full  of  strekes  or  veine,  which  prettily  ncntter 
themselret.  Being  calcined,  and  vnrioualy  prepared^  it 
tnaketh  s  curious  n^tk-wagh,  which  aome  jtiattfy  lAwfuI^ 
be^uae  dearingp  not  changing,  the  complexion/' — PitUer'a 
Worthier"  quoted  by  QifTord  ^Ben  Jonaon,  17.  94).] 

VOL*  XJIL  F 
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DoR-  Aiirl  pi-oves  it  very  well, 
Out  of  a  book  that  suffered  martyrdom^ 
By  fire  in  Cheapside  ;  since  smtjlets  and  braceleta, 
And  love-locks,  were  in  use,  the  price  of  sprats, 
Jerusalem  artichokes^  and  Holland  cheese, 
Is  very  much  incrcBiSed  :  so  that  the  brethren — 
Botchers  I  mean,  and  such  poor  zealous  saints 
Ae  eAm  five  groata  a  week  under  a  stall, 
By  singiug  psaJms^  and  drawing  up  of  holes, 
Can't  live  in  their  vocation,  but  are  fain 
To  turn  

AuR.  Old  breeches. 

Dob,  Surely,  teachers  and  prophets. 


SCENE  IL 

AUR-  0  Master'  Banns w right,  are  you  come  t 
My  woman 
Was  in  her  preaching  fit :  she  only  wanted 
A  tablets  end. 

Ban*  Why,  wbat'a  the  matter  ? 

Afr,  Never 
Poor  lady  hafl  so  much  unbred  holiness 
About  her  pt^rson  ;  1  am  never  dress'd 
Without  a  sermon  ;  but  am  forced  to  prove 
The  lawfulness  of  curling-irons,  before 
She^ll  crisp  me  in  a  morning*     I  must  show 
Text  for  the  fashions  of  my  gow^iis.    She'll  ask 
Where  jewels  are  commanded  ?  or  what  lady 
r  th'  primitive  times  wore  ropes  of  pearl  or  rubies  1 


^  Thin  waa  Prynne*i  ©ebbmted  work,  entitled,  **  Hiitrio- 
mo^x,"'  which  wm,  by  the  wntenee  of  the  Star 


THE  CrrY-MATCH. 


227 


She  will  urge  councils  for  her  little  ruff, 
Caird  in  Northamptonshire^ ;  and  her  whole  ser- 
vice 

Is  a  mere  confutation  of  my  clothes. 

Ban.  Why,  madam,  I  assure  you,  time  hath 
been. 

However  she  be  otherwise,  when  she  had 

A  good  quick  wit,  and  would  have  made  to  a  lady 

A  serviceable  sinner. 

AuR.  She  can't  preserve 
The  gift,  for  which  I  took  her  ;  but,  as  though 
She  were  inspired  from  Ipswich,^  she  will  make 
The  Acts  and  Monuments  in  sweetmeats,  quinces 
Arraign'd  and  burnt  at  a  stake  :  all  my  banquets 
Are  persecutions ;  Dioclesian's  days 
Are  brought  for  entertainment,  and  we  eat  martyrs. 

Ban.  Madam,  she  is  far  gone. 

AuR.  Nay,  sir,  she  is  a  Puritan  at  her  needle  too. 

Ban.  Indeed  I 

AuR.  She  works  religious  petticoats  ;^  for  flowers 
She'll  make  church-histories.    Her  needle  doth 
So  sanctify  my  cushionets ;  besides. 
My  smock-sleeves  have  such  holy  embroideries, 


^  The  county  in  which  the  celebrated  Robert  Browne  (who 
may  be  esteemed  the  head  of  the  Puritans)  was  beneficed, 
and  afterwards  died  in  gaol,  at  a  very  advanced  age. 

*  Alluding  to  the  second  publication  for  which  Prynne 
was  prosecuted,  and  sentenced  to  lose  the  remainder  of  his 
ears.  It  was  entitled,  "  News  from  Ipswich,  and  the  Divine 
Tragedy,  recording  God's  fearful  J udgments  against  Sabbath- 
Breakers.  4%  16a6.*'  [He  published  it  under  the  name 
of  Matthew  White.] 

'  It  appears  to  have  been  the  custom  at  this  time  to  work 
religious  and  other  stories  in  different  parts  of  the  dress  then 
worn.  In  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  **  Custom  of  the 
Country,"  ii.  3,  [Dyce's  edit.  iv.  422,]  RutiUo  says — 

"  Haring  a  mistress,  sure  yon  shoald  not  be 
Without  a  ntat  hittorica'  thirt." 
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Aofi  am  m  leafned,  thai  I  fw  in  Casne 
All  tuf  mppm^  win  be  qttoted  bjr 
Some  pttre  instmctor >^    Yesterdky  I  wm% 
To  pee  a  kdj  tfaftt  has  m  partoi  :  my  wonrnn, 
WMle  I  fw  in  dkooune,  coarerted  the  fowl ; 
And  now  it  cm  i^^eak  nougiit  bttt  Knox's  works 
80  tbere'ii  a  pumt  lo«t 

Bm  FftitJi,  madam,  elie 
Was  earoest  to  come  to  joil    Hid  I  known 
Her  mktras  had     bred  her,  I  would  first 
HaT«  preferred  her  to  New  England.^ 

DoiL  Surelj,  eir, 
You  promised  Die,  wbeQ  jott  did  take  mf  mouey. 
To  help  me  to  a  faithful  eenriee,  a  lady 
That  would  he  «aTed,  not  one  that  loves  ftfofane, 
Unsanettfied  fiishiotis, 

ACIL  Fly  my  sight. 
You  goody  Hofman/  and  ke-ep  your  chamber,  till 
You  can  proiiMe  yourself  some  cure,  or  I 
WUl  forthwith  excommunicate  your  zeal. 
And  make  you  a  silent  waiting' woman. 

Ban.  Mistress  Dorcas, 
If  you'll  be  usher  to  tliat  holy,  learned  woman 
Tlmt  can  heal  broken  shins,  seaUl  he^uis  aud  th'  itch, 
Your  schoolmistress;  that  can  expound,  aud  teaches 
To  knit  in  Chaldee,  and  work  Hebrew  samplen, 
111  help  you  back  again. 

DoiL  The  motion,  sure,  is  gomi. 
And  1  wiU  ponder  of  it,  [Exit  DoRcm 


1  [Tbis  paJHQg^  lA  quoted  in  the  editioni  of  BeAumQut  and 
^Meherj  io  lUuetnLte  a  pAasage  in  the  "  CiiMtom  of  the 
Conoifj,"  below)  but  it  qucstictnable,  (>?rhAp«,  wbetb«r 
the  aiUtalaDfl  here  Are  to  be  taken  quite  eeriously.] 

»  See  note  to    The  Ordiniry    [ilL,  300.1 

>  Bee  Dotc  to  *'Tbe  Ordinarf [xil,  31  a.] 

^  [Aa  AUuftton  which  I  ononot  ez|iiatn.  It  \am  no  oannee* 
tion  with  CbetUe'e  pl^J'] 
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AUR.  From  thy  zeal, 
The  frantic  ladies'  judgments,  and  Histriomastix,^ 
Deliver  me !    This  was  of  your  preferring ; 
You  must  needs  help  me  to  another. 

Ban.  How 
Would  you  desire  her  qualified  ]  deformed 
And  crooked  1  like  some  ladies  who  do  wear 
Their  women  like  black  patches,  to  set  them  off  t 

AuR.  I  need  no  foil,  nor  shall  I  think  I'm  white 
Only  between  two  Moors;  or  that  my  nose 
Stands  wrong,  because  my  woman's  doth,  stand 
right. 

Ban.  But  you  would  have  her  secret,  able  to 
keep 

Strange  sights  from  th'  knowledge  of  your  knight, 
when  you 

Are  married,  madam ;  of  a  quick-feigning  head  ? 

AuR.  Y"ou  wrong  me,  Bannswright :  she  whom  I 
would  have 
Must  to  her  handsome  shape  have  virtue  too. 

Ban.  Well,  madam,  I  shall  fit  you.    I  do  know  . 
A  choleric  lady  which,  within*  these  three  weeks, 
Has,  for  not  cutting  her  corns  well,  put  off 
Three  women ;  and  is  now  about  to  part 
With  the  fourth — just  one  of  your  description. 
Next  change  o'  th'  moon  or  weather,  when  her  feet 
Do  ache  again,  I  do  believe  I  shall 
Pleasure  your  ladyship. 

AuR.  Expect  your  reward,  [^ari^  Bannswright. 

SCENE  III. 
Etiier  BRIGHT,  Newcut,  Timothy,  Plotwell. 
Tim.  Lady,  let  me  taste  the  Elysium  of  your  lips. 


PryDne*a  book,  mentioned  before. 
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AUS.  Whj,  wha,l  m  worn  t    Yon  wiU  m&t  leap 

Prav.  kiaow  joar  fly^oce. 

Tim.  What  am  I,  wwt  lady  t 
My  fatber  is  ao  ddennaxi's  felov ;  sikI  I 

Uupe  to  be  ooe  in  time* 

AviL  Theo,  sir,  in  time 
Yua  Huiy  be  remembered  at  the  queucfaing  of 
Fir'd  houses,  when  the  bells  ring  backward,'  bjr 
Your  name  ujKjn  the  backet&* 

Tim.  Nay,  they  say 
You  have  a  good  wit,  lady,  atid  I  can  it 
As  iDon  aa  another.    I  in  my  time  have  been 
0*  th'  university,  and  shotdd  have  been  a  scholar. 

Auk.  By  the  size  of  you  wit,  sir,  had  you  kept 
To  that  profession,  I  can  foresee 
You  would  have  been  a  gi%at  petseentor  of  nature^ 
And  great  consumer  of  rush  candles,  with 
As  gmaH  success  aa  if  a  tortoise  should 
Day  and  night  practise  to  run  mcjts.  Having 
Contemplated  your^If  into  lUdook* 
In  pity  to  so  much  affliction^ 
You  might  ha*  passd  for  learned  ;  aiid't  may  be, 
I  f  you  had  fallen  out  mth  the  Muses^  and 
'Scap'd  poetry,  you  might  have  risen  to  scarlet. 

Tim,  Hure's  a  rart-  lady  with  all  my  heart.  By 
thtB 

Light,  gentlemen,  now  have  I  no  more  language 
Than  a  dumb  parrot.    A  little  more^  she'll  jeer  me 
Into  a  fellow  that  turns  upon  his  toe 
In  a  steeple,  and  strikes  quarters  :  ^ 


*  (Sea  a  note  in  Hi*3ditt'«    Pupubu-  Poetry,*'  ii  158, J 

^  AUuditig  to  £kp  tiiiiomaton,  like  those  at  St  DuiwU&'i, 
Kle<jt  Strc«t.  8€f5  miUit  on  Sl:iak«ftpe&re'i  *'  King  Rit^Uard 
III,/*  edit,  177S,  p,  113,  vuL  TiL-i*^«Trniv 


Bright.  Ami  why  sluiuld  you 
Bo  now  so  dainty  of  your  lips  ?  Verilyj 
They  are  not  virgins :  tliey  have  tasted  man, 

AuiL  And  may  again  ;  but  then  Pll  be  aecur'tl 
Foi«  the  sweet  air     th*  parties.    If  you 
Will  bring  it  me  confirmed  under  the  hands 
Of  four  sufficient  la<lies,  that  you  are 
Clean  men*  jou  may  chance  kiss  my  woman. 

New.  Lady, 

Our  lips  are  made  of  the  same  clay  tliat  yuitr^  [^^^v] 
And  have  not  been  refused, 

AUH.  'Tis  rights  you  are 
Two  mns-of-cotirt  men* 

Bright.  Yes,  what  then  I 

AUE.  Known  C ladders  * 
Through  aU  the  town. 

Bright,  Claddersl 

AtJR.  YeSj  catholic  lovers, 
From  country"  madams  to  your  glover's  wife, 
Or  laundress  f  will  not  let  poor  gentlewomen 
Take  physic  quietly,  but  disturb  their  pilU 
From  operation  with  your  untaught  viaits ; 
Or,  if  they  be  employ'd,  contrive  snjall  plota 
Below  stairs  witii  the  chainbermaid  ;  commend 
Her  fragrant  breath,  which  five  yards  off  salutes, 
At  four  deHow*rH  a  rose,  at  three  kills  spiders. 

New,  What  tlangerous  truths  these  are  I 

AUB.  Kavish  a  lock 
From  the  yeUow  wait  iug- wo  man  :  Ui*e  j^tratageni^ 
To  get  her  silver  whistle,  and  waylay 
Iler  pewter-knota  or  bodkim 


^  [ Nitres,  lu  hh  QloMftiy^'*  lB$^t  ^-t  M^uia  to  say 
thai  thii  14  the  only  pu»ifase  where  ild^  [)krcUHS  occurs.  For- 
tUUAttfly  it  ift  oxplnmed  fur  ua.    But  its  ori|fiD  is  obacured 

'  [Tbe  tintiw  given  Ut  the  wom«H  wUtJ  ntU)iuie*1  *m  th-s 
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New.  Pretty,  pretty  I 

Brioht.  You  think  you  have  abua'd  us  now  ( 

AlTR,  ril  tell  you  : 
Had  1  in  all  the  world  but  forty  mark. 
And  that  got  by  my  netadle,  and  making  socks, 
And  were  that  forty  mark  mill'd  sixpences. 
Spur-royals^  Harry-groats,^  or  such  odd  coin 
Of  husbandry,  as  in  the  king's  reign  now 
Would  never  pass,  I  would  despise  you* 

New.  Lady, 
Your  wit  will  make  you  die  a  withered  virgin. 

Beight.   Wc  shall  in  time,  when  your  most 
tyrant  tongue 
Mat] I  made  this  house  a  wiideroeeSf  and  you 
As  unfrequented  as  a  statesman  fallen ; 
When  you  shali  quarrel  with  your  face  and  glaae, 
Till  from  your  |>encil  you  have  rais'd  new  cheeks — 
See  you  beg  suitors,  write  bills  o'er  your  d<>or : 
**  Here  is  an  ancient  lady  to  be  let/' 

New.  You  think  you  are  handsome  now,  and 
that  your  eyes 
Make  star-shooting,  and  dart/- 

AUR.  T  may  be  I  do. 

New.  May  1  not  prosjK^r  if  I  have  not  seen 
A  better  face  in  signs  or  gingerbread. 

Tim,  Yes,  I  for  twopence  oft  have  bought  a 
better. 

Bright*  What  a  sweet,  innocent  look  you  have  1 
Plot.  Fie,  gentlemen, 


*  In  the  third  year  of  Jumoa  I.,  Tm&-riah  (*>r  royuh)  of 
gold  were  euiued  at  30*.  apiece^  and  fpur-riuU  at  I5ij.  eadi. 
Fi>r  U&rrjf'gmutij  me  note  to  '*TUe  AoUqiniTy,"  pmL 

*  So  CbApm^t],  ID  hifl  Hputi  ta  Ufinen/'  at  the  end  of 
the  "Mnaque  of  tbe  Middk  Tt^mple  and  Lmcoltr'a  Inn," 
1613" 

'  *  Let  Jiiicii  i^loJide's  0jr. 
As  mike  itans  nhQOt  to  tmftate  her  eft" 
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Abuse  a  harmless  lady  thuB  !  1  can't 

With  patience  bear  your  blasphemicfe.    Make  m« 

Your  secondj  madam, 

Tim.  And  make  me  your  third. 

Auk.  O  prodigy,  to  bear  an  image  speak  f 
Why,  sir,  I  took  you  for  a  mute  i*  th*  haugiags, 
I'U  tell  the  faceB. 

Tim.  Gentlemen,  do  I 
Look  like  one  of  them  Trojans  t  ^ 

AirR,  'Tis  so ;  your  face 
Is  mis^^ing  bere,  mt ;  pray,  step  back  again, 
And  till  the  number.    You,  1  bope,  have  more 
Truth  in  you  than  to  tilch  yourself  away, 
And  leave  my  room  mifurnish'd. 

Plot*  By  this  light 
She'll  send  for  a  constable  straight,  and  apprehend 

him 
For  thievery. 

Tim,  Why,  lady,  do  you  think  me 
Wrought  in  a  loom,  some  Dutch  piece  weav'd  at 
Mortlakefs 


^  [Frobjitbly  th«  amiB  in  the  room  reprefienttfd  ftome  «c«ne 
ill  the  ftiege  of  TfojJ 

Th^  art  of  weaving  tapafltrf  wm  brouglit  into  England 
by  Willium  SbeldfiD,  Keq^^  about  th0  end  o{  the  reign  of 
HeiiT7  VHL  (S*ie  Dugiide's  "  Warwickshiri^/'  lu  &64-|  In 
tbe  tim@  of  James  L,  a  oja-tsufacture  of  t^ipeintry  wait  set  up 
Mortlake^  in  Sarre}^  luid  nooxi  arrive<j  at  a  high  dctgre@  of 
exctillence,  Kin^  Jaujea  gave  £2000  totvnrda  the  uDdi;r- 
tokmg  ;  sad  Sir  Francia  Crane  erected  the  houM  to  execute 
the  design  in.  Francis  CleyQ  [tainted  for  the  workoien,  and 
to  such  a  pitch  of  p^rfdctLon  had  the  art  heatk  carried,  thai 
Archbishop  WilUaQi^  paid  for  tbe  four  aeaaonB,  worked,  J 
Duppoae,  for  haiiginga,  £2500.- — Walpole'u  **  Aneodotea,*^ 
ii,  21^128,)  Mtyrihke  taptttry  continued  lotjg  in  ropute^ 
aod  la  meDtiotied  in  Dliibam*ii  Satire  in  imitation  of  tho 
Third  Satire  of  Juvenal — 

Ucre  SDtnc  rare  piec<; 
Of  Uuheufl  i>r  V^indj^kc  ^jf  ^^i^nt^-d  ih 
Then*  n  JTicli  »uit     Mvriinck  tapt*tr§, 
A  bed  Dfdiiiia.sk  nt  iriuln'niden'  " 
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AuR.  Sui'ely  ymi  stood  m  simply^  like  a  mm 
Penning  of  recantations,  that  I  suspected 

had  been  a  part  of  the  monopoly* 
But  now  I  know  yon  liave  a  tongue^  and  are 
A  ver>"  man,  V\\  think  you  only  dull, 
And  pray  for  better  utterance?. 

Plot.  Lady,  you  make 
Rmh  judgment  of  him  ;  be  was  only  struek 
With  admiration  of  your  beauty. 

Tim.  Truly,  and  so  I  was. 

AtJB*  Then  you  can  wonder,  sir  ? 

Plot,  Yes,  when  he  sees  auch  miracles  as  you. 

Aim.  And  love  me,  can't  you  t 

Tim.  Love  you  I    By  this  hand, 
Pd  love  a  dog  of  your  swreet  looks  :  I  am 
Enamour'd  of  you,  lad}^ 

AViL  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  now  surely 
1  wonder  yon  wear  not  a  cap  :  your  cast? 
Beqnires  warm  things  ^  Vl\  send  you  forth  a 
caudle.  [Ei^k^ 

Bright.  The  plague  of  rotten  te«th|  wrinkles, 
loud  lungs, 
Be  with  you,  madam, 

Tim,  Had  I  now  pen  and  ink. 
If  I  were  urg'd,  Pd  fain  know  whether  1 
In  conscience  ought  not  to  set  down  myself 
No  wiser  than  I  should  be  ] 

Plot.  Gentlemen,  how  like  you  her  wit  ? 

Tim,  Wit!  I  verily 
Believe  she  was  W  got  ten  by  some  wit ; 
And  he  that  has  her  may  beget  plays  on  her. 

New.  Her  wit  had  need  Vie  goiKl,  it  finds  her 
house. 

Tim.  Her  house  I  'tis  able  to  find  the  court :  if  she 
Be  chaste  to  ^  all  thh  wit,  T  do  not  tliink 
But  that  she  might  Ijl'  shown. 


*  [Lt.f  Adu^d  tel. 


Aiti  idii  &  inBf  ioiciniuiBttb. 
Tlx.  Ijiafci.  UL    j£  ur  dnr.    Zjiifr  .atfi- 

F-.«:*  sin  317  jMvj  lEW"."- 


PIjJZ,    y.17.    'ii^f^r    '  I'i    IUmT'  -.1^.  . 

Yoa  IiTck  ihft  mat*  •m'.ii.i'.  -m  -r. 
Art      7  .11  I.** 
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Bbeourae  for  onliearieg,  then  leave  me  m% 
I  will  put  €ff  my  hitlytihip,  and  r^ttim 
To  Mistress  Holland,  and  to  making  shirts 
And  bands  again. 

Plot.  I  hope  you  will  not. 

AuR*  I  repent  I  left  th*  Exchange. 

Plot,  Faith,  I  should  laugh 
To  see  you  there  again,  and  there  serve  out 
The  rest  of  your  indentures,  by  managing 
Your  needle  well,  and  making  nighkaps  by 
A  chafing-dish  in  winter  morniiig&,  to  keep 
Yourfingers  pliant.  How  rare  ly  * t  wo  ul  d  beco  me  y ou 
To  run  over  all  yonr  shop  to  passengers 
In  a  fine  sale-tune  ! 

AUR.  What  would  you  have  tue  do  t 
D'ye  think  I'm  the  Dutch  virgin,  that  could  live 
By  th*  scent  of  flowers '?  ^    Or  that  my  family 

^  Tb«  lollowiog  teema  to  be  the  Btory  here  aUuded  to : 
**Dtit  the  8tnu]g«Bt  I  have  met  with  in  thh  kiode^  ta  Ihe 
Iii4icrie  of  Eve  Firigcn,  out  of  the  Duteh  tr&nalated  into 
Eugliih,  and  printed  at  Londojif  Amio  1611  :  who  heiiig 
borne  At  Meurs,  ia  aaid  to  have  tjtketi  no  kinds  of  Buat^D&ncB 
by  the  Bfjaca  of  fourteen  jeere«  together ;  that  ia^  from  the 
joere  of  h^r  age  twenty ^two  to  tturtj-eix,  And  from  Uie 
yeflra  of  our  Lord|  1597  to  1611 ;  and  tbia  we  fa  aye  con- 
firmed  by  the  teatimany  of  the  maguitrAte  of  the  towne  of 
Ueurfli  ai  also  by  the  miuister^  who  miule  try  all  of  her  in 
hie  Uouee  thirt^ne  dskji  tog^tber^  bj  all  the  meAnea  he 
ootild  deHee,  but  could  detect  no  impoature.  Oyer  tbe 
pietura  of  thia  majdeo,  aet  in  the  front  of  the  Dutch  copie, 
■tuid  theae  Latin  vemea — 

"  Metuw  hmc  quern  cemU  dectes  tcr  Mxi|Qe  pcnglt 
AmiMj.  bli  Hptem  prDr9iu  nou  retcLtiar  aiiub 
Nve  petal)  lie  eeU  »det,  i(c  |iaiHda  vitam 
Dtictt^  et  evllgii€  if  oMeEtotJf^ni&tri  ktffti  " 

Thua  rendred  in  the  EngUah  eopi^ — 

''Ttii  maid  of  Utun  thirt^-Blx  ycarod  fftrtil, 
f«urtii§oe  of  whtcb  thx  tD&kt  no  nourjtluueut . 
Thm  fMle  aud  wm  %hm  »ltt,  md  antl  alfioe, 
A  par4eif«  eU  ikte  tow  t»  ujiMm." 

-HiikewiUS  *•  A^wkgie/*  f»L  1^35,  p.  iK*. 
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Are  descended  of  cameleons. 
And  can  be  kept  with  air  ?    U  tiii»  the  way 
To  get  a  husband ;  to  be  in  danger  to  be 
Shut  up  for  house-rent,  or  to  wear  a  gown 
Out  a  whole  fashion,  or  the  same  jewels  twict^  \ 
Shortly  my  neighbours  will  commend  my  clothes 
For  lasting  well,  give  them  strange  dates,  and  cry, 
"Since  your  last  gorget  and  the  blazing  star.** 
Plot.  Prythee,  excuse  me,  sister,  I  can  now 
Rain  showers  of  silver  into  thy  lap  again. 
My  uncle's  gone  to  sea,  and  has  left  me 
The  key  to  th'  golden  fleece.    Thou  shalt  be  still 
A  madam,  Pen ;  and  to  maintain  thy  honour, 
And  to  new-dub  thee,  take  this.  [Gives  her  a  pHrnf 
But,  sister,  I 

£xpected  you  ere  this,  out  of  the  throng 
Of  suitors  that  frequent  you,  should  have  been 
Made  a  true  lady — ^not  one  in  type  or  sliow. 
I  fear  you  are  too  scornful,  look  too  high. 

AUR.  Faith,  brother,  'tis  no  age  to  hi;  put  riff 
With  empty  education  ;  few  will  make  jointiinrM 
To  wit  or  good  parts.    I  may  die  a  virgin. 
When  some  old  widow,  which  at  evifry  <:f>ir/h 
Resigns  some  of  her  teeth,  and  ev^ry  ni;^ht. 
Puts  off  her  leg  as  duly  as  French  h^Kxl, 
Scarce  wears  her  own  nose,  hath  no  fyt-M  but,  .  \i 
As  she  first  bought  in  Broa^l  Str^-^  t,  hw\  t  '/^  tf 
morning 

Is  put  together  like  som^f  in.Htriim^fit, 

In  DaveDant's  "New*  from  yijrnou*},/  >  ■/  I.  *f.' 
same  person  ia  mentioned— 

"  How?  Do  jvt  th:nk  I  f/r'.nr  * 
The  Maid  of  BralMkAt,  th«/  i.  ^7 
Thaidia'd  OD  a  fr**,       4nt^'^      ♦      >  ' 

[The  nairatire  fA  Kt^  F>.ir-:r.. 

appended  to  an  «Tte«m7^;7  r»r*  ♦.f*/*  -.^  *  />,  ■  i 
printed  in  1611,  aikd  n^»tiA^t  it,  *     f^t-/.  ^ 

1S«7,  pu  277  ] 
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Having  full  coflters,  sliall  l>e  woo*d,  and  thoiiglit 
A  youthful  bride. 

Plot,  Whj,  sister,  will  you  like 
A  match  of  my  projection  1    You  do  know 
How  ruinous  our  father's  fortunes  are. 
Before  he  broke,  you  know,  there  was  a  coatraet 
Between  you  and  young  Seathrift.    What  if  I 
Make  it  a  wedding  J 

Aim.  Man- J  a  fool,  in  hoi>e 
To  h&  a  Lady  Mayoress  1 

Plot,  Why,  sister,  I 
Could  name  good  ladies  that  are  fain  to  find 
Wit  for  themselves  and  knights  too, 

AUR.  I  liave  heanl 

Of  one,  whose  husband  was  so  meek,  to  be 
For  need  her  gentleman- usher ;  and,  while  she 
Made  visits  above  stairs,  would  patiently 
Find  himself  business  at  trey-trip  ^  i'  th'  halh 

*  Or,  OA  it  wai  more  fr<?quently  writteiij  tra^-irtp,  Thia 
gnme  ia  mentioned  very  froqiietitty  in  our  anGient  writera, 
bat  it  ta  by  no  means  clear  what  the  Datiir«  of  it  was,  Hr 
^ieweim  considers  it  £kS  a  ni  cards  ;  and  Mr  Tjrwhitt, 
aa  Vkgame  al  tablu.  la  Q|ifK>giiioo  to  both,  Mr  Hawkina  w«4 
of  opinion  tbht  it  wmi  the  snine  jihy  which  jji  now  called 
"Sooich  Hop,"  the  aniui^etneivt  at  preaeiit  of  the  lower  cUm 
of  young  peoplti^  In  support  of  this  idea,  the  mhove  po^^ge 
IVfti  quoted  by  that  gentletnan,  See  not«  on  "Twelfth 
Night,"  Rot  il 

The  tnHh  of  Mr  Tyrwhitt'i  (^o)ij>etur«  will  be  eat&bliahfld 
by  the  foHowing  extmct  from  *'  MiichiAV«ll>  Bogge, 1617. 
4%  «ig.  B. 

"  But  IfATinpr  TRrdCTj  1ttt*a  foe  to  dice  a  whtle, 
Tq  piis9AifH.v  tirii^tr£pp€f  huardL%  or  uiiim-cliADtM^ 
Qut  Autiilill  matri  vUL  •liDple  mloflpf  hegnOf^ 
And  hlmdv  Lhrtr  tjvt  with  miiiiy  «  hl^nkiiiif  glaaneti 

Oh  esggea  «Dd  flttfpji«i,  ant]  inch  Ulte  ileirilitih  trlekev, 
FnU  nuMiJ  a  immf  orpilil«  Ktid  ailwr  pic1c«. 

'  And  ibeirrore^  Arit  rot-  huard,  hf'H  that  \\m%^ 
And  |i«M«Lh  iiftU  \  utx  man  J  lo  «  tiUiJtcke  i 
And  Irifipf  wiiAOTit  4  trr^t  maktM  hard,  1  vl»t. 
fit  p^ttti^  iind  Enoumri  amnnp  tht  Rlf^prt  nhlc^ 
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PiX)T.  He's  only  city-bred ;  one  month  of  your 
Shaip  conversation  will  refine  him  ;  besides, 
How  long  wiirt  be  ere  your  dissembled  state 
Meet  such  another  offer  t 

AUR.  Well,  brother,  you  shall  dispose  of  my 
affections. 

Plot.  Then  some  time 
This  afternoon  Til  bring  him  hither :  do  you 
Provide  the  priest :  your  dining-room  will  serve 
As  well  as  the  church. 

AUR.  I  will  expect  you.     [Exeunt  meral  tpaytt. 


SCENE  V. 

Enter  Captain  Quartfield  beating  Roseclap; 
Salewit  and  MiLLlCENT  labouring  to  pari  them. 

Quart.  Sirrah,  I'll  beat  you  into  air. 
EOSE.  Good  captain  ! 
Quart.  I  will,  by  Hector. 
Rose.  Murder,  murder,  help  ! 
Quart.  You  needy,  shifting,  cosening,  ])roaking 
slave. 

Mil.  Nay,  Master  Salewit,  help  to  part  'em. 
Sale.  Captain ! 

Quart.  Ask  me  for  money  ?  dog  ! 

Rose.  0, 1  am  kill'd  ! 

Mil.  Help,  help ! 

Sale.  Nay,  captain. 

Quart.  Men  of  my  coat  pay  ! 

Mil.  rU  call  in  neighbours.     Murder,  murder ! 


And  for  mum-chance  howe'er  the  chance  doc  fall, 
Ton  most  be  mum  for  fear  of  marring  all" 

[See  alpo  "  Popular  Antiquities  of  Great  Britain,"  1870, 
ii.  840.] 


ril  make  yoii  tmst^  and  offer  me  petitiimii 
To  gci  o'  th*  score* 

R^>SE.  Good  t  'tis  very  good. 

Mru  How  does  thy  heiui^  sweetheart ! 

Rose.  Away,  be  quiet,  MiUiceut, 

Sale.  Roseclap,  youUl  never  leave  tbii* ;  I  did 
tell  you, 

Last  time  the  captain  beat  you,  what  a  ]lf\u 
He  is,  being  askM  for  reckonings. 

Mil.  So  you  did, 
ladeed,  good  Master  Salewlt ;  yet  you  must 
Ever  be  foolish,  husband* 

Bale.  Wiatifwe 
Do  owe  you  money,  sir  ;  is^t  fit  for  you 
To  ask  it  ? 

Rose.  Well,  sir,  there  is  law.    I  say 
No  more,  but  thei'e  is  law. 

Quart,  Wliat  kw,  you  cur  ? 
The  law  of  nature,  custom,  arms,  and  nations, 
Frees  men  of  war  from  payments. 

Rose*  Yes»  yotir  arms,  captain  ;  none  elst^ 

Quakt,  No  sohliers  ought  to  i)ay. 

Sale.  Nor  poets : 
All  void  of  money  are  privileged. 

Mil.  What  would  you  bave  I 
Captains  and  poets.  Master  Sale  wit  says. 
Must  never  pay. 

Sale.  No,  nor  be  ask'd  for  money, 
'   Rose.  Still,  I  say,  there  is  law. 

Quart.  8ay  that  again, 
And,  by  Eelkma,  I  will  cut  thy  throat 

Mil,  You  long  to  see  your  brains  out. 

Quart.  Why,  you  mongrel, 
You  Jobn-of-all4radea,  have  we  been  your  glieita 
Since  you  first  kept  a  tavern  ;  when  you  had 
The  face  and  impudence  to  bang  a  bush 
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Out  to  three  pints  of  claret,  two  of  sack, 
In  all  the  world  1 

Sale.  After  that,  when  you  broke, 
Did  we  here  find  you  out,  custom'd  your  house, 
And  help'd  away  your  victuals,  which  had  else 
Lain  mouldy  on  your  hands  1 

Boss.  You  did  indeed, 
And  never  paid  for't.    I  do  not  deny, 
But  ^ou  have  been  my  customers  these  two  years  ; 
My  jack  went  not,  nor  chimney  smok'd  without 
you. 

I  will  go  farther  ;  your  two  mouths  have  been 
Two  as  good  eating  mouths  as  need  to  come 
Within  my  doors  ;  as  curious  to  be  pleased, 
As  if  you  still  had  eaten  witli  ready  money  ; 
Had  still  the  meats  in  season  ;  still  drank  more 
Than  your  ordinary  came  to. 

Sale.  And  your  conscience  now 
Would  have  this  paid  for  ? 

BoSE.  Surely,  so  I  take  it. 

Sale.  Was  ever  the  like  heard  i 

Quart.  'Tis  most  unreasonable ; 
He  has  a  hardened  conscience.    Sirrah  clieater. 
You  would  be  questioned  for  yonr  reckonings, 
rogue. 

Rose.  Do  you  inform  ] 

Quart.  I  hear  one  o'  th'  sheriffs 
Paid  for  the  boiling  of  a  carp  a  mark. 

Sale.  Most  unheard-of  exactions  ! 

Rose.    Yet  surely,  captain, 
No  man  had  cheaper  reckonings  than  yourself 
And  Master  Salewit  here. 

Quart.  How  cheap  ? 

Rose.  I  say 
No  more,  goo<l  captain ;  not  to  pay  is  cheap, 
A  man  would  think. 

Quart.  Sir,  don't  you  reckon  air, 

VOL.  xnL  Q 


TBE  Cfrf-MAt€B, 


And  make  li  detr  to  timtke  in  f  oar  homm,  tnd 
put 

The  mom  to  cliAigesf 

BOSE.  Eight ;  perfiim'd  ftir,  captatn. 

QuAKT.  Ib  not  the  etaoi^ag  0f  the  salt  m  item, 
A&d  placing  of  the  bread  f 

a  new  waj,  captain. 

Quart*  Is  not  the  folding  of  ^our  napkins 
bfooght 
Into  the  bill  I 

UoSE  Pinch'd  napkins,  captain,  and  laid 
Like  ^shef  f  fowls,  or  facf£ 

Salr  Then  remember 
How  you  rate  fiala^ls,  Ko^eclap ;  one  may  buj 
O aniens  m  cheap. 

RosK,  Yes,  MasttT  Salewit,  salads 
Taken  from  Euclid,  made  in  iliagrams, 
And  to  be  eaten  in  fi^^^re^^. 

Qdart,  And  we  roust  pay  for  yoxw  inventions, 

BosE.  Or  you  are  damn'd  : 
Good  captain,  yon  have  sworn  to  pay  thk  twelve- 
month. 

Qdart.  Peace  f  you  loud,  bawling  cur ;  do  you 
disgrace  me 

Before  these  gallaiita  I    See  if  I  doii*t  kill  you. 


SCENE  VI, 
Enter  BRIGHT,  Newcut,  Timothy,  Plotwell. 

BRfciHT.  Save  you,  Captain  Quartfield,  ami  my 
brave  wit, 

My  rmn  of  Helicon,    Salute  this  gentleman, 
lie  is  a  city  wit. 
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New.  a  corporation  went  to  tlie  laingiiig  of 
him  forth. 

Quart.  I  embrace  him. 

Sale.  And  so  do  I. 

Tim.  You  are  a  poet,  sir, 
And  can  make  verses,  I  hear  ? 

Sale.  Sir,  I  am 
A  servant  to  the  Muses. 

TiBL  I  have  made 
Some  speeches,  sir,  in  verse,  which  have  been  spoke 
By  a  green  Robin  Good  fellow  from  Cheapside 
conduit,^ 

To  my  father's  company,  and  mean  this  afternoon 
To  make  an  epithalamium  upon  my  wedding. 
A  lady  fell  in  love  with  me  this  morning : 
Ask  Master  Francis  here. 

Plot.  Heart !  you  spoil  all. 
Did  not  I  charge  you  to  be  silent  f 

Tim.  That's  true; 
I  had  forgot.    You  are  a  captain,  sir  t 

Quart.  I  have  seen  service,  sir. 

Tim.  Captain,  I  love 
Men  of  the  sword  and  buff ;  and  if  need  were, 
I  can  roar  too,  and  hope  to  swear  in  time. 
Do  you  see,  captain  t 

Plot.  Nay,  captain,  we  have  brought  you 
A  gentleman  of  valour,  who  has  been 
In  Moorfields  often :  marry,  it  has  been 
To  'squire  his  sisters,  and  demolish  custards 
At  Pimlico.2  [Timothy  walks  aside.] 


1  AiUiding  to  the  quaint  speeches  anciently  delivered  by 
fantastic  characters  during  pageants  and  processions,  such 
as  that  of  the  Lord  Mayor,  those  at  the  entry  of  foreign 
princes,  &c.  The  speakers  were  usually  placed  on  eondtfiU, 
market  ero$te$f  and  other  elevated  situations. — SUevent, 

'  [According  to  some,  a  person  who  kept  a  tavern  at  or 
near  Hozton,  but  according  to  others,  a  place  in  that  neigh- 
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At  dinner  do  not  eive  him  sea  enough. 
And  afterwards,  if  I  and  Salewit  do  not 
Show  him  much  better  than  he  that  shows  the 
Tombs, 

Let  me  be  turned  into  a  sword-fish  myself. 

Plot.  A  natural  change  for  a  captain  !  How  now, 
Roseclap, 

Pensive,  and  cursing  the  long  vacation  1 

Thou  look'st  as  if  thou  meanest  to  break  shortly. 

Rose.  Ask  the  captain  why  I  am  sad  ? 

Quart.  Faith,  gentlemen, 
1  disciplined  him  for  his  rudeness. 

Plot.  Why,  these 
Are  judgments.  Roseclap,  for  dear  reckonings. 

Tim.   Art  thou  the  half-crown  fellow  of  the 
liouse  ? 

Rose.  Sir,  I  do  keep  tlie  ordinary. 
Tim.  Let's  have  wine  enough ; 
I  mean  to  drink  a  health  to  a  lady. 
Plot.  Still 

Will  you  betray  your  fortune  ]    One  of  them 
Will  go  and  tell  her  who  you  are,  and  spoil 
The  marriage. 

Tim.  No  ;  peace !    Gentlemen,  if  you'll 
Go  in,  we'll  follow. 

Rose.  Please  you  enter,  dinner 
Shall  straight  be  set  upon  the  board. 

Bright.  We'll  expect  you.    Come,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  BRIGHT,  NeWCUT,  SaLEWFT,  QuART- 

field,  and  Roseclap. 

Tim.  But,  Master  Francis,  was  that 
The  business,  why  she  call'd  you  back  I 

Plot.  Believe  it ; 
Your  motherjs  smock  shin'd  at  your  birth,  or  else 
You  wear  some  charm  about  you. 

Tim.  Not  I,  truly. 

Plot.  It  cannot  be  she  should  so  strangely  doat 
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Vpon  yon  else.    *Slight !  had  you  stay'dj  1  tliink 
She  would  have  woo*d  you  herstdf. 

Tim.  Now  I  remymber, 
Om  read  my  fortune  ouee,  and  told  ray  father, 
That  I  shouM  niati^h  a  lady. 

Plot*  How  tUmgs  fall  out ! 

Tim.  And  did  she  ask  you  who  1  was  t 

Plot.  I  told  her  you  were  a  youii^^  knight. 

Tim*  Good. 

Plot.  Scarce  come  to  th*  yenrs  of  your  dis- 
cretion yet 

Tlm.  Good  still 

PiX)T.  And  that  a  great  man 
Pid  mean  to  beg  you  ^  for  im  daughter. 

Tjal  Most  rare  :  this  afternoon's  the  time. 

Plot.  Faith,  she 
Looks  you  slioukl  use  a  httle  courtshiii  first ; 
That  ihmL%  let  me  alone  to  have  the  priest 
III  readiness. 

Tl&L  But  were  I  not  best  ask  my  friends'  consent? 

Plot.  How  !    Friends*  consent  ?  that's  fit 
For  none  but  farmers'  sons  and  milkm^iids.  You 
shall  not 

*  Debase  your  judgment.    She  takes  you  for  a  wit. 
Ami  you  shall  match  her  like  one, 
TiM.  Then  1  wdl* 

Plot,  But  no  more  words  to  th'  gallants. 
Tm,  Do  you  think  I  am  a  sieve,  and  cannot 
hold  7 

Enter  BOSEOLAP. 
Rose,  Gentlemen,  the  company  are  sat. 


'  [A  piece  of  wit  ou  the  part  of  Plot  well,  wUo  meant  "lylj 
U>  iimiuujtle  that  Titiiotiy  wm  fit  to  bo  ba^^gi^d  tor  a  ii 
4!iiiitotn  whii^h  maa  oih^q  cummi^ji,  aiid  duos  uui  require  ex* 
pbujatiuii.J 
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Tim.  It  shall  be  yours. 

Plot.  Nay,  sir,  your  fortune  claims  precedency. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII. 
Warehouse,  Seathrift,  Cypher. 

Ware.  Fetch*d  abroad  by  two  gallants,  say  you  t 

Cyph.  Yes,  sir. 
As  soon  as  you  were  gone  :  he  only  stay'd 
To  put  on  other  clothes. 

Sea.  You  say,  my  son  went  with  'em  too  I 

Cyph.  Yes,  sir. 

Ware.  And  whither  went  they  1 

Cyph.  I  foUow'd  'em  to  Roseclap's  ordinary. 

Ware.  And  there  you  left  'em  ? 

Cyph.  Yes,  sir,  just  before 
I  saw  some  captains  enter. 

Sea.  Well,  I  give 
My  son  for  lost,  undone  past  hope. 

Ware.  There  is 
No  more  but  this ;  we*ll  thither  straight :  you, 

Cypher, 
Have  your  instructions. 

Cyph.  Sir,  let  me  alone 
To  make  the  story  doleful. 

Ware.  Go,  make  you  ready  then.  [Exit  Cypher. 
Now,  Master  Seathrift,  you  may  see  what  these 
Young  men  would  do,  left  to  themselves. 

Sea.  My  son  shall  know  he  has  a  sister. 

Ware.  And  my  nephew 
That  once  he  had  an  uncle.    To  leave  land 
Unto  an  unthrift,  is  to  build  on  sand.  [Exeunt, 
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ACT  III,  SCENE  I. 
Bmam',  Newcut,  Plotwei,l,  Roseclap,  hanf^ttu^ 

Bright^  'Fore  Jove,  tW  captain  foxM  ^  hhn 
rarely. 

Hose.  O  sir. 
He  h  used  to  it :  thu  is  the  tifth  ft&h  mw 
Tlmt  lie  hath  Bhi>\*^  thus.    One  got  hira  twenty 
pound. 

N  EW.  How^  KosecUi>  f 

KosE.  Why  the  captain  kept  him,  air^ 
A  whole  week  drunk,  and  show'd  him  twitT  a-day. 

New.  It  could  nut  be  like  this. 

Rose,  Faith,  I  do  gmtvt 
This  is  the  strangest  ff&h.    Yon  1  have  hnng 
His  other  pietiire  m  the  fields,  where  ssome 
Say  'tis  an  overgrown  porpoise ;  otliei's  say 
'Tis  the  f\^h  caught  in  Clieehire ;  one,  to  whom 
The  rest  agree,  s»i<l  'twas  a  mermaid. 

Plot.  Slight! 
Flowed ap  shiJl  have  a  patent  of  hitu.    Tlie  birds 
Brought  from  Peru,  the  hairy  wench,*  the  camels 


1  Hr  8t«07eD«  obwerFcs  (iiute  to  "  Thu  Teiupeufc,  act  Fi, 
le,  2)  Ibat  it  was  formeriy  very  oommoD  in  ^jihibit  fiAheA, 
either  real  or  imaginiiT^'Jti  tkia  inMiner,  am)  tbiit  it  appears 
from  tbe  booki  of  StatJon^ra*  Hall,  tbat  iii  1604  wai  puh- 
ibbed,  A  ttrange  na  porbe  of  a  monatroua  ^jA,  that  appeared 
in  the  fanu  of  a  woman  frt»iJi  ber  wai«t  upward,  seene  in 

Th«  Eultiiti^  u%e  ynm'o  Prjtf^  in  laiicb  tbe  ^^me  iiifinner  a» 
W0  emi^bjj  tbe  pbru^u  '^^a  fttrnuge  Suh.^'  Xuo%'o  ^NMOf*  era 
q(wsk»  ni-JUrt^d*'— D■^l^n^n^tJl^ll  **  F^ceti*."  1565,  |k  2^8. 

^  MmIp  bitD  rlrtiiik,  or  iiitnaLicniKl  bim. 

^  Probably  the  »^\uw  tnentioticd  by  8ti  Kt^nrlm  nighy, 
See  note  t»i  "Thp  <  >nlinaiy  ''  [lii,.  t;4*V| 
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The  elephant,  dromedaries,  or  Windsor  Castle, 
The  woman  with  dead  flesh,  or  she  that  washes. 
Threads  needles,  writes,  dresses  her  children,  plays 
O'  th'  virginals  with  her  feet  could  never  draw 
People  like  this. 

New.  O,  that  his  father  were 
At  home  to  see  him ! 

Plot.  Or  his  mother  come, 
Who  follows  strange  sights  out  of  town,  and  went 
To  Brentford  to  a  motion. 

Bright.  Bid  the  captain  hasten, 
Or  he'll  recover,  and  spoil  all. 

Rose.  They're  here! 


SCENE  II. 

Kilter  QUARTFIELD  arul  Salewit,  dressed  like  Uoo 
trumpeters,  keeping  the  door;  MISTRESS  Sea- 
THRiFT  and  Mistress  Holland,  tPith  a  'pren- 
tice be/ore  *em,  as  comers-in. 

Quart.  Bear  back  there  ! 

Sale.  Pray  you,  do  not  press  so  hard. 

Quart.  Make  room  for  the  two  gentlewomen. 

Mis.  Sea.  What  is^t? 

Sale.  Twelvepence  apiece. 

Mis.  Hol.  We  will  not  give't. 

Quart.  Make  room  for  them  that  will,  then. 

Plot.  O  fortune,  here's  his  mother  ! 

Bright.  And  who's  the  other  1 

Plot.  One  Mistress  Holland,  the 
( Treat  sempstress  on  the  Exchange. 

Mis.  Hou  We  gave  but  a  groat 
To  see  the  last  fish. 

Quart.  Gentlewoman,  that 
Was  but  an  Irish  sturgeon. 
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8 ALE.  TLia  cAme  from 
The  Indies,  and  t^its  five  crowm*  a  daj  in  fry, 
Oxdiverti,  and  l>rown  \\mte. 

Mia  Ska,  Well,  there's  thr^e  shiiliuga. 
Pmyj  let  us  have  good  places  now* 

Quart,  Bear  back  tl»ere  I 

Mis.  Hol,  Look,  Mistress  Seathrift,  here  Ikj 
gentleraeiL 
Sim,  'tis  a  rare  fish. 

Mis.  S£A.  I  know  one  of  'em* 

Mis.  Hol.  And  bo  do  I ;  im  sister  was  my 
'prentice. 

Mis.  Sea,  Let's  take  acquaititauco  with  hiru. 

l*u»T.  Mistre&s  Seathrift, 
Hath  the  sight  drawa  you  hither  t 

Mih.  Sea,  Yes,  sir,  1 
And  Mistrcsa  Holland  here,  my  gossip^  poes'd 
This  way,  an<l  so  callM  lit  Pray,  Master  Plot  we  11, 
Is  not  my  mn  here  1   I  was  told  he  went 
With  you  tins  morning* 

Plot*  You  shall  see  him  straight. 

Mis.  Hol.  When  will  the  fish  begin,  sir  I 

BRiGim  Heart !  she  makes  him  a  puppet-play. 

Plot.  Why,  now,  they  onlj  stay 
For  company,  't  has  souudetl  twice,* 

Mis.  Sea.  Indeed 
I  long  to  see  this  fish.    I  wonder  whether 
They  will  cut  up  his  helly  ;  they  say  a  tench 
Will  make  him  whole  agaiiL 

Mts.  Hol.  Look,  Mistimes  Seathrift,  what  claws 
he  has  t 


^  Meaaing  that  the  trumpet  hAs  been  sounded  twio^  ia 
imilation  uf  the  tbeatrcep  wiiere,  b«for«  thu  pl^iy  beglne  bj 
the  enirnri<i4»  uf  tliti  piuli^guiai  iUi^io  ere  wmit  were  c^lM 
ihrect  tuunilitij^.  See  Malunu'ii  ^'  ShAkeapenrQ,"  liy  Boiittell, 
ill  nt—iUlkr. 
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Mis.  Sea.  For  all  the  world  like  crabs. 
Mis.  Hol.  Nay,  mark  his  feet  too. 
Mis.  Sea.  For  all  the  world  like  plaice. 
Bright.  Was  ever  better  sport  heard  1 
New.  Prythee,  peace. 

Mis.  Hol.  Pray,  can  you  read  that  I   Sir,  I 
warrant 

That  tells  where  it  was  caught,  and  what  fish  'tis. 

Plot.  WUhin  this  place  is  to  be  seen 

A  wondrous  Jis/i,    God  save  the  queen. 

Mis.  Hol.  Amen  !  she  is  my  customer,  and  I 
Have  sold  her  bone-lace  often. 

Bright.  Why,  the  queen  1   'Tis  writ  the  king. 

Plot.  That  was  to  make  the  rhyme. 

Bright.  'Slid,  thou  didst  read  it,  as  'twere 
some  picture  of 
An  Elizabeth-fish.  1 

Quart.  Bear  back  there ! 

Sale.  Make  room  !  you 
Friend,  that  were  going  to  cut  a  purse  there,  make 
Way  for  the  two  old  gentlemen  to  pass. 

£nt€r  Warehouse  and  Seathrift  disguised. 

Ware.  What  must  we  give  1 
Quart.  We  take  a  shilling,  sir. 
Sale.  It  is  no  less. 
Sea.  Pray  God  your  fish  be  worth  it. 
What,  is't  a  whale,  you  take  so  dear? 
Quart.  It  is  a  fish  taken  in  the  Indies. 
Ware.  Pray  despatch  then,  and  show't  us 
quickly. 

Sale.  Pray,  forbear:  you'd  have  your  head 
broke,  cobbler. 


^  [See  Mr  Huth*8     Ancient  BaUadi  and  Broadttdes," 

1867,  p.  213.] 
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Ware.  Yauder  is  my  nephew  in  his  old  gal- 
lantry. 

Sea.  Who's  tliert;  too  ?  my  wife 
Aud  Mibtress  Holland !    Nay,  I  look*d  for  them. 
But  where "s  my  wke  aon  1 

Ware,  Mass,  I  &ee  not  iiim. 

Quart.  Keep  ont,  a  in 

Sale.  W^aterman,  you  must  not  ent«n 

[Cypher  prt»$f»  in  tike  a  mUerman, 

Quart,  This  is  no  place  for  scnllers, 

C>TH.  1  mmi  needs  speak 
With  one  Master  Flotwell^  

Quart.  You  must  stay. 

Sale,  Thrust  him  out. 

Ctph,  — — ^Riid  one  Master  Heathrift 
( >n  urgent  business. 

Sale.  Tiiey  ar©  yet  employ 'd 
In  weightier  affairs.    Make  fa-st  the  door. 

[77/*^^  f/ntiM  him 

Quart.  There  ahall  no  more  oonie  in.  Come 
in,  boy. 

Sea.  Don't  they  speak  as  if  my  son  were  in  tha 
room  1 

Ware.  Yet^t  pray  observe  and  mark  them. 
Quart.  Gentlemen 
Axid  gentlewomen,  you  now  ^iiall  see  a  sight 
Europe  never  show'd  tlie  like.    Behold  this  fish  ! 
[Draim  a  eurt^iH;  bfhin4f  it  TiMOTHY  asleep 
Iti'e  a  strftTit/e  Ji*h. 
Mis.  Hol.  0  strange  !  look  bow  it  sleep  ! 
Bhight.  Just  like  a  salmon  upon  a  stall  in  Fiah 
Street, 

Mis.  Sea.  How  it  snorts  too  !  jn^at  like  my  hns* 
baud. 

W^ARB.  Tis  very  like  a  man- 
Sea.  ^T  ha^i  such  a  nose  and  eyes. 
Sale.  Why,  'tii?  a  man-iiAh  ; 
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An  ocean  centaur,  begot  between  a  siren 
And  a  he  stock-fish. 

Sea.  Pray,  where  took  ye  him  1 

Quart.  We  took  him  strangely  in  the  Indies, 
near 

The  mouth  of  Kio  de  la  Plata,  asleep 
Upon  the  shore,  just  as  you  see  him  now. 
Mis.  Hul.  How  say  ye,  asleep  ! 
Ware.  How  I   Would  he  come  to  land  ] 
Sea.  Tis  strange  a  fish  should  leave  his  ele- 
ment ! 

Quart.  Ask  him  what  things  the  country  told 
us. 

Sale.  You 

Will  scarce  believe  it  now.    This  fish  would  walk 
you 

Two  or  three  mile  o*  th'  shore  sometimes  ;  break 
houses, 

Kavish  a  naked  wench  or  two  (for  there 
Women  go  naked),  then  run  to  sea  again. 

Quart.  The  country  has  been  laid,^  and  war- 
rants granted 
To  apprehend  him. 

Ware.  I  do  suspect  these  fellows : 
They  lie  as  if  they  had  patent  for  it. 

Sea.  The  company, 


^  Tke  country  has  hem  laid,  means  that  tbe  country 
haa  befu  way-laid  for  the  i»ur|>oae  of  catching  him.  This 
was  the  cotiimoii  inude  of  expression  at  the  time,  as  appears 
from  Middletou'H  Chaste  Maid  in  Cheapside,"  1680,  and 
other  authorities — 

"  Lay  the  water-side— she's  gone  for  ever  else  !  ** 

Again,  in  the  same  play — 

"  My  mother's  gone  to  lay  the  common  staires." 
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Sim  111  J  every  one  Ijelieve  his  |iart»  would  scarce 
Have  fsiitU  enough  among  us. 

Ware.  Mark  jigain. 

Sale.  The  Stales  of  Holland  wanld  have  bought 
him  of  us, 
Out  of  a  great  design. 

Sea,  Indeed  ! 

Sale,  Tliey  ofFer'd  a  thousand  dollurs. 

Quart.  You  cannot  enter  yet       [Stm€  hwcL 

Ware.  Indeed  I  eo  much  ?    Pray,  what  to  do  1 

Sale.  Why,  sir, 
They  were  in  hope,  in  tim**,  to  make  this  fisli 
(Jf  faction  'gainst  the  Spaniard,  and  du  service 
Unto  the  state. 

Ska.  Ab  how  ? 

Sale.  Why,  sir,  next  plate  fleets 
To  dive,  bore  holes  i  iW  bottom  of  their  ehijjs, 
And  Bink  them,    You  must  think  a  fish  like  this 
May  be  taught  Maehiavel,  and  made  a  state-fish. 

Plot,  A  a  dogs  are  taught  to  fetch. 

New.  Or  elephants  to  dance  on  ropes. 

Bright.  And,  pray,  what  honour  wouhl 
The  states  have  given  him  for  the  servic-e  I 

Quart.  That,  sir»  is  uncertain. 

Sale.  Ha'  made  him  some  sea-count ;  or,  't  may 
be,  adrniraL 

Plot,  Then^  sir,  in  time, 
Dutch  authors,  that  writ  Mare  Libemm,^ 
Might  dedicate  their  books  to  him  1 

Sale.  Yea,  being 


^  *'  Mare  Libenim,''  waa  tbe  title  of  n  book  written  hj  the 
«eUbAt«4]  Ort>t(Ui,  to  prove  that  tUe  Hen  wiyt  fm>  to  every 
liAtiun^  in  0|>pOiiltion  tb<»4e  who  wi«tied  to  dircumflcriW 
tbu  Dutch  trade.  It  wna  pmte*.!  in  16CU^,  xnd  moutiif  other 
answerv  wliich  Appeared  to  it,  one  hj  SelJen,  wbieli  ho 
^ntitl^l  "  Mare  Cbiimmt." 
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A  fish  advancM,  and  of  great  place.    Sing,  boy  ! 
You  now  shall  hear  a  song  upon  him. 
Bright.  Listen. 

New.  Do  they  not  act  it  rarely  t 

Plot.  If  'twere  their  trade,  they  could  not  do  it 

better. 
Sea.  Hear  you  that,  sir  ? 
Ware.  Still  I  suspect. 
Mis.  Hol.  I  warrant  you,  this  fish 
Will  shortly  be  in  a  ballad. 
Sale.  Begin,  boy. 

Song. 

We  ihow  no  momtrovs  crocodile^ 
Nor  any  prodigy  of  NiU  ; 
No  Remora  Hiat  stops  your  fleet 
Like  Serjeants  gallants  in  the  street ; 
No  sea-horse  which  can  trot  or  2}aee, 
Or  swim  false  galop,  post,  or  race  : 
For  crooked  dolphins  we  not  care, 
Though  on  Hieir  hack  a  fiddler  were  : 
Tfie  like  to  this  fish,  which  we  s/iow, 
Was  ne'er  in  Fish  Street,  old  or  new  ; 
Nor  ever  senfd  to  th^  sheriffs  hoard. 
Or  kept  in  sottse  for  the  Mayor  Lord. 
Had  old  astronomers  hut  seen 
This  fish,  none  else  in  heaven  had  heen. 

Mis.  Hol.  The  song  has  waken'd  him  ;  look,  he 
stirs! 


'  The  exhineis,  a  fish  which  hv  adheriug  to  the  bottoms 
of  ships,  was  supposed  to  retard  their  course.  So  Lucan, 
lib.  vi  V.  674 — 

"Papplm  retioens.  Baro  tendente  rudentes, 
Id  mediU  tdkinei*  mi\raA%.'* 

— Steeveng. 


rut  ctrr-MAtcM. 


Tim.  O  captHiii  pox — take — yon — emptain. 
MtB.  SfiA,  Hark,  he  speaks  I 

Tim,  O— mj — stomat^Ji  

Ware.  How  s  thkf 

Sea,  rU  pawn  my  life,  t\m  is  impasture. 

i  iM,  0,  0  

PujT.  Heart  1  the  captain  did  not  give  him  hi* 
full  load. 

Ware.  Cau  your  fi^h 
fcjpeak,  friends  i    The  proverb  anyg  they're  mute. 

Quart.  Ill  tell  you, 
You  will  admire  how  docile  he  is*  and  huw 
He'll  imitate  a  man  :  tell  him  your  namt^j 
He  will  repeat  it  after  you  ;  he  has  lieard  me 
Oall'd  captain,  and  my  felbw[s]  curse  sometimes. 
And  now  you   heard  him  mj^  pox*take-you, 
captain. 

Sale.  And  yesterday,  I  but  complained  my 
stomacfi 

Was  overcharge,  and  liow  he  mindfi  it ! 

New*  Strange  ! 

Bright.  Ay,  i^s  it  not  f 

Plot,  The  towardne^s  of  a  fii^h  1 

Sale.  Would  you  think,  when  we  caught  him, 
he  should  Hpeak 
JJrale,  Dtahn 

Bright.  And  did  he  ? 

Quart.  Yes,  and  Hawkim;^ 
A  sign  he  was  a  fish  that  swam  there  when 
These  two  compass'd  the  world. 

New.  How  should  he  learn  their  ti^es,  I  wonderl 

Sale.  From  the  aailoris. 


I  Bir  Fruaoia  Dnke. 

^  There  were  two  of  thut  ntune,  father  and  roq,  in  the  tioii» 
<»t  Qij«eii  Ellutwtb,  both  eminent  Davigntors.  S«e  tbeir  Uv«« 
tQ     fiiogrmpbip  BntKnnica/^ 
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New.  That  may  be. 

Quart.  He'll  call  for  drink,  like  me,  or  anytliiiig 
He  lacks. 

Tim.  0  Gad,  my  head  

Quart.  D'you  hear  him  1 

Tim.  O  hostess,  a  basin  

Plot.  Slid,  he'll  spew. 
Bright.  No  matter. 

Quart.  Nay,  I  have  seen  him  fox'd,  and  then 
maintain 
A  drunken  dialogue. 

Mis.  Hol.  Lord,  how  I  long 
To  hear  a  little  !    Pray  try  him  with  some  ques- 
tions ; 
Will  you,  my  friend  ? 

Quart.  Sometimes  he  will  be  sullen, 
And  make  no  answers. 

Sals.  That  is  when  he's  anger'd. 
Or  kept  from  drink  long. 
Quart.  But  I'll  try  him. 
Mis.  Sea.  To  see  what  creatures  may  be  brought 
to! 

Quart.  Tim,  you  are  drunk. 

Tim.  Plague  take  you,  captain.    0 — Lord,  you 

made  me  

Sea.  'Sdeath,  my  son's  name  !    Tim  do  you 

call  him  ? 

Sale.  He'll  answer  to  no  name  but  that. 
Quart.  And,  Tim,  what  think  you  of  a  wench 
now? 

Tim.  O,  I  am  sick ;  where  is  she  1  O  

Sea.  I'll  lay  my  life,  this  fish  is  some  confederate 
rogue. 

Quart.  I  drink  to  you,  Timothy,  in  sack. 

Tim.  0,  0  ! 

Quart.  A  health,  Tim. 

Tim.  I  can  drink  no  more, — 0 ! 

VOL.  XIII.  R 
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.Saijl  Wliat,  not  pledge  your  mifitrf^s  ! 

Tim*  0,  let  me  aloiif*. 

Bale,  He  is  not  in  the  mcwxi  now  ; 
S<imetime»  you'd  wonder  at  liini. 

Quart.  He  is  tired 
With  talking  all  thi^^  day.    That,  and  tfie  heat 
Of  eompany  about  him,  dull  him. 

Ware,  Sun^ly, 
Mj  friends^  it  u  to  me  a  miracle 
To  hear  a  fijih  speak  tlms. 

Quart,  So,  sirs.  *t  has  been 
To  thousands  more. 

Salei  Come  now  next  Mich at^i mas. 
Tb  five  year  we   have   shown   him  in  iu**si 
courts 

In  Christendom  ;  and  you  will  not  believe. 
How  with  mere  travelling  and  observation 
He  has  improved  himself^  and  brought  away 
The  language  of  the  country. 

Sea.  ^[ay  not  1  a^k  him 
Some  questions  ? 

QuAUT.  Sir,  you  may ;  but  he 
Will  answer  none  but  one  of  us* 

Mis.  Sea.  He's  used^  and  knows  ibeir  voices, 

[Kwjckiftf/  fti  dtmn 

Sale.  He  i«  so>  mistress.    Now,  we*H  optMi 
door. 

Ware.  Well,  my  belief  doth  tell  xm 
There  is  a  mist  before  our  ©yea 

Mis,  Sea.  I  marl 
My  "Wise  son  miss-d  this  shorn 

Quart,  Good  people,  we 
To  show  no  more  tf>day  :  if  you  desire 

[Thtii  itmw  the  curltdn  hf/m*e  hm. 
Dn  see,  come  to  iis  in  King  Street  to-morrow, 

Mi«^  HuL.  Come^  go^^sip,  let  us  go;  tlie  fish 
is  ilonc. 
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Mis.  Sea.  By  your  leave,  gentlemen.  Truly, 
'tis  a  dainty  fish.^ 

[Exit  Mlstress  Seathrift,  Mistress  Hol- 
land, and  'Prentice. 


SCENE  III. 
ErUer  CypheII,  like  a  WaUrman, 

Cyph.  Pray,  which  is  Master  Plotwell  ? 

Plot.  I  am  he,  friend ; 
What  is  your  business  1 

Cyph.  Sir,  I  should  speak 
With  young  Master  Seathrift  too. 

Plot.  Sir,  at  this  time. 
Although  no  crab,  like  you,  to  swim  backward, 

he  is 
Of  your  element. 

Cyph.  Upon  the  water  1 

Plot.  No, 

But  something  that  lives  in't    If  you  but  stay 
Till  he  have  slept  himself  a  land-creature,  you 
may 

Chance  see  him  come  ashore  here. 

Tim.  0 — my  head— 
0 — Captain — Master  Francis — Captain — 0  

Plot.  That  is  his  voice,  sir. 

Sea-  Death  o'  my  soul !  my  son  ! 

Cyph.  He  is  in  drink,  sir,  is  he  ? 

Plot.  Surely,  friend,  you  are  a  witch  ;2  he  is  so. 


^  There  is  an  incident  of  this  kind,  where  a  man  is  shown 
for  a  fish  against  his  will,  and  thrust  under  water  wheneyer 
he  attempts  to  speak,  in  the  "  Vida  de  Lazarillo  de  Tormes." 
—ColUeT, 

'  [This  wbrd  was  applied  formerly  to  both  sexes.  See 
"  Gesta  Komanorum,''  edit.  Madden,  p.  456.] 


260 


THE  CITY  MATCH. 


Cyph.  Then  I  must  tell  the  news  to  you  :  'tis  sad. 
Plot.  TU  hear't  as  sadly. 

Cyph.  Your  uncle,  sir,  and  Master  Seathrift  are 
Both  drowned,  some  eight  miles  below  Greenwich. 
Plot.  Drown'd! 

Cyph.  They  went  i'  th*  tilt-boat,  sir,  and  I  was  one 
0'  th'  oars  that  rowed  him :  a  coal-ship  did  o'er- 
run  us. 

•I  'scaped  by  swimming  ;  the  two  old  gentlemen 
Took  hold  of  one  another,  and  sunk  together. 
Bright.  How  some  men's  prayers  are  heard ! 

We  did  invoke 
The  sea  this  morning,  and  see,  the  Thames  has 

took  'em. 

Plot.  It  cannot  be  :  such  good  news,  gentlemen, 
Cannot  be  true. 

Ware.  'Tis  very  certain,  sir. 
'Twas  talk'd  upon  th'  Exchange. 

Sea.  We  heard  it  too 
In  Paul's  now,  as  we  came. 

Plot.  There,  friend,  there  is 
A  fare  for  you.    I'm  glad  you  'scap'd  ;  I  had 
Not  known  the  news  so  soon  else.  [Gives  him  money, 

Cyph.  Sir,  excuse  me. 

Plot.  Sir, it  is  conscience ;  I  do  believe  you  might 
Sue  me  in  Chancery. 

Cyph.  Sir,  you  show  the  virtues  of  an  heir. 

Ware.  Are  you  rich  Warehouse's  heir,  sir  ? 

Plot.    Yes,  sir,  his  transitory  pelf. 
And  some  twelve  hundred  pound  a  year  in  earth, 
Is  cast  on  me.    Captain,  the  hour  is  come, 
You  shall  no  more  drink  ale,  of  which  one  draught 
Makes  cowards,  and  spoils  valour  ;  nor  take  off 
Your  moderate  quart-glass.    I  intend  to  have 
A  musket  for  you,  or  glass-cannon,  with 
A  most  capacious  baiTel,  which  we'll  charge 
And  discharge  with  the  rich  valiant  grape 
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Of  my  uncle's  cellar.    Every  charge  shall  fire 
The  glass,  and  bum  itself  i'  th*  filling,  and  look 
Like  a  piece  going  off. 

Quart.  1  shall  be  glad 
To  give  thanks  for  you,  sir,  in  pottle-draughts. 
And  shall  love  Scotch  coal  for  this  wreck  the 

better, 
As  long  as  I  know  fuel. 

Plot.  Then  my  poet 
No  longer  shall  write  catches  or  thin  sonnets, 
Nor  preach  in  verse,  as  if  he  were  suborned 
By  him  that  wrote  the  Whip,^  to  pen  lean  acts, 
And  so  to  overthrow  the  stage  for  want 
Of  salt  or  wit.    Nor  shall  he  need  torment 
Or  persecute  his  Muse  ;  but  I  will  be 
His  god  of  wine  t'  inspire  him.    He  shall  no  more 
Converse  with  the  five-yard  butler  who,  like 
thunder. 

Can  turn  beer  with  his  voice,  and  roar  it  sour ; 
But  shall  come  forth  a  Sophocles,  and  write 
Things  for  the  buskin.    Instead  of  Pegasus, 
To  strike  a  Spring  with's  hoof,  we'll  have  a  steel 
Which  shall  but  touch  a  butt,  and  straight  shall 
flow 

A  purer,  higher,  wealthier  Helicon. 

Sale.  Frank,  thou  shalt  be  my  Phoebus.  My 
next  poem 
Shall  be  thy  uncle's  tragedy,  or  the  life 
And  death  of  two  rich  merchants. 

Plot.  Gentlemen, 
And  now,  i'  faith,  what  think  you  of  the  fish  ? 

Ware.  Why  as  we  ought,  sir,  strangely. 

Bright.  But  do  you  think  it  is  a  very  fish  ] 

Salk  Yes. 


^  Prynne  and  his  HiBtriomasiix,**  so  often  noticed  in 
this  play. 
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New,  Tie  £i  niaa. 
Plot.  Tliin  valiant  captain  and  this  man  of  wit 
First  foxM  hiiHj  then  tnuisfgrm'd  him.    We  will 
wake  hhiXj 

And  toLi  liiui  the  news.    Ho,  Master  Timothy  i 

Tim,  Plague  take  you,  captain  ! 

Plot.  What,  doea  your  sack  work  still  t 

TliL  Where  am  II  , 

Plot.  Comej  y'  have  slept  enough. 

Bright.  Master  Timothy  I 
How,  in  tht?  name  of  fresh  cod,  cam©  you  changed 
Into  a  t>ea  calf  thug  1 

Nkw.  'Slight,  mvt  here  be 
Two  fishmongers  to  buy  you ;  bate  the  price, 
Now  y^  are  awake*  yourself. 

Tim,  How's  this  i  my  hand^ 
Transmuted  into  claws  1  my  feet  mmle  flouudere  I 
Array'd  in  fins  and  scales  ¥    Aren't  you 
A^ham'd  to  make  ine  such  a  monster '}  Pray^ 
fielp  to  undress  me. 

Plot,  We  have  rare  news  for  you. 

Tot  No  letter  from  the  lady,  I  hope. 

Plot.  Your  father 
And  my  grave  uncle,  sir,  are  cast  away* 

Tim.  How? 

Plot.  They  by  this  have  made  a  meal 
Fur  jacks  and  salmon  r  they  are  drowned. 

Bright.  Fall  down, 
Antl  worship  sea-coaU ;  for  a  ship  of  them 
Has  made  3^011,  sir,  an  hf^lr. 

Plot,  This  fellow  here 
Brings  the  auspicious  news  :  and  these  two  friend^r 
Of  ours  confirm  it. 

Cypil  'Tis  too  true,  sir. 

Tim.  Well, 
We  aix*  all  mortal ;  but  in  what  wet  ca^e 
Had  I  boi^u  now,  if  I  ha"!  gone  with  him  ! 
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Within  this  fortnight  I  had  been  converted 
Into  some  pike  ;  you  might  ha*  cheapened  me 
In  Fish  Street ;  I  had  made  an  ordinar}% 
Perchance,  at  the  Mermaid.^    Now  could  1  cry 
Like  any  image  in  a  fountain,  which 
Kuns  lamentations.    O  my  hard  misfortune ! 

[He  feigns  to  weep. 

Sea.  Fie,  sir  !  good  truth,  it  is  not  manly  in  you 
To  weep  for  such  a  slight  loss  as  a  father. 

Tim.  I  do  not  cry  for  that 

Sea.  No? 

Tim.  No,  but  to  think, 
My  mother  is  not  drown'd  too. 

Sea.  I  assure  you. 
And  that's  a  shrewd  mischance. 

Tim.  For  th.-n  might  I 
Ha'  gone  to  th'  counting-house,  and  set  at  liberty 
Those  harmless  angels,  which  for  many  years 
Have  been  condemn'd  to  darkness. 

Plot.  You'd  not  do 
Like  your  penurious  father,  who  was  wont 
To  walk  his  dinner  out  in  Paul's,  whilst  you 


^  A  tavern  which  used  to  be  frequented  by  Ben  Jonson, 
Beaumont  aud  Fletcher,  and  other  wits  of  the  times,  aud 
often  mentioned  in  their  works.  From  the  following  enu- 
meration of  taverns,  in  an  old  poem  called  "  Newes  from 
Bartholmew  Fayre"  [by  Richard  West,  1607],  the  titlepage 
of  which  is  lost,  we  find  it  was  situate  in  Comhill  : — 

"There  hath  beenc  great  vale  and  utterance  of  wine, 
Besides  beere  and  ale,  and  ipocra»  fine, 
In  every  country,  region,  and  nation  ; 
Chefely  at  Rillinir:»giite,  at  the  SaJutatitm, 
And  Boies  Head,  neere  London  Stone, 
The  Svran  at  Dowgaie.  a  taverne  well  knowne, 
The  Miter  in  Cheape,  and  then  the  Bull  Head^ 
Ax\A  many  like  places  that  make  noses  red  ; 
The  Bores  Head  in  Old  Fish  Street,  three  Cranes  in  the  Vintree, 
And  now  of  late,  St  Martin's  in  ihe  Sentree : 
The  Windmdl  in  Lothbury.  the  Ship  at  the  Exchange. 
King's  He<id  in  New  Fish  Sireete,  where  rovsters  do  range  ; 
Thk  Mebmaid  in  Cornhill  ;  Red  Lum  in  the  Strand, 
Three  Tuns  in  Newgate  Market,  Old  Fish  Street,  at  the  Swan." 
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Ke[it  Lent  at  home,  and  ha*!,  lik*;  folk  In  eiegeg. 
Your  meals  weighed  to  you. 

New.  Indeed  they  my  he  w&b 
A  monument  of  Paul's. 

Tim.  Ye  si,  he  was  there 
As  cDustaiit  as  Duke  Hmnphrey*^     I  can  show 
Tiie  prints  where  he  i^at  holes  i'  th'  bgs. 

Plot.  He  wore 
More  pavement  out  with  walking  tlian  would  make 
A  row  of  new  stone-saints,  and  yet  refused 
To  give  to  th'  reparation.- 

Bright.  I've  heard 
He'd  make  liisa  jaek  go  empty  to  cus^en  neighbours^ 

Plot.  Yes,  when  there  was  not  fire  enough  to 
warm 

A  magfcich-i/ateli  t*  ap|ily  to  his  wife's  temples, 
In  great  extremity  of  toothache.    This  is 
True,  Master  Timothy,  is't  not  t 

Tim.  Ye»  :  then  linen 
To  us  was  iitranger  than  to  CapUfhins. 
yiy  flesli     of  an  order  with  wearing  shirts 
Made  of  the  sacks  that  brought  o'er  cochinedt 
Copperas,  and  indigo.    My  sister  wears 
Smocks  made  of  currant- bags. 

8ea^  I'll  not  endnre  it : 
Lc4*s  show  ourselves,  L-ittVf*] 

Ware.  Stay:  heM-  all  liri»t.  [^fit/f^J 


^  [Ail  &UuJ)it>n  whioh  has  beer>  often  ©iplained.} 
^  About  the  yenr  1691^  Archbbliop  La^iul,  under  the 
pRtit>n«g«  of  CfaiLrleft  1.^  uiicli3rtoi>k  iha  i^pniritig  <Ltid  re* 
buUdin^  o£  St  Pmir^t,  On  this  occajiioii  the  king  went  to 
th«  cathedral T  and,  aft^r  diTin«  eerricQ  wwn  perform ed« 
4jiil«tDD]j  pri>mis€d  to  exert  h'ln  h&iit  eudeavoure  to  repair 
the  ruiD«  which  tirae.  or  the  caaUiiltiei  of  weiLtherf  had 
made  therem.  In  coDj^queuoe  of  thin  scheme^  niAnj  appli- 
isatluua  wsre  made  to  Eiobleiui^n  &nd  geutlemf^u  for  tbeir  at- 
siatauce,  and,  on  their  rtffiinal  to  contribute;  Hgtatr  wer^  Vfry 
ae?ere^y  eoiifsured^  nud  even  liini^d. 
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New.  Thy  uncle  was  such  another. 
Plot.  I  have  heard 
He  still  last  left  th'  Exchange ;  and  would  com- 
mend 

The  wholesomeness  o'  tli'  air  in  Moorfields,  when 
The  clock  struck  three  sometimes. 

Plot.  Surely  myself, 
Cypher,  his  factor,  and  an  ancient  cat 
Did  keep  strict  diet,  had  our  Spanish  fare, 
Four  olives  among  three.    My  uncle  would 
Look  fat  with  fasting ;  I  ha'  known  him  surfeit 
Upon  a  bunch  of  raisins,  swoon  at  sight 
Of  a  whole  joint,  and  rise  an  epicure 
From  half  an  orange.  [They  und%9gui9e. 

Ware.  Gentlemen,  'tis  false. 
Cast  off  your  cloud.    D'ye  know  me,  sir  ? 

Plot.  My  uncle ! 

Sea.  And  do  you  know  me,  sir  1 

Tim.  My  father ! 

Ware.  Nay, 
We'll  open  all  the  plot ;  reveal  yourself. 

Plot.  Cypher,  the  waterman  ! 

Quart.  Salewit,  away ! 
I  feel  a  tempest  coming. 

[Exit  QUARTFIELD  and  SaLEWIT. 

Ware.  Are  you  struck 
With  a  torpedo,  nephew  1 

Sea.  Ha  you  seen  too 
A  Gorgon's  head,  that  you  stand  speechless  1  or 
Are  you  a  fish  in  earnest  ? 

Bright.  It  begins  to  thunder. 

New.  We  will  make  bold  to  take  our  leaves. 

Ware.  What,  is  your  captain  fled  ? 

Sea.  Nay,  gentlemen,  forsake  your  company  ! 

Bright.  Sir,  we  have  business. 

[Exeunt  BRIGHT  and  NewcOT. 

Sea.  Troth,  it  is  not  kindly  done. 


WarR  Now,  Master  Seatbrift, 
You  8ee  what  mourners  we  had  had,  had  we 
Been  wreck'd  in  earnest.    My  gricv'd  nephew  her« 
Had  made  my  cellar  dow  with  tears  ;  my  wines 
Had  charg'd  glass- on! nance  ;  our  fimerals  had  been 
Bewaird  in  pottle -<lraught3, 

Sea.  And  at  our  graves 
Your  nephew  and  my  son  had  made  a  panegyric. 
And  open'd  all  our  virtues. 

Ware,  Ungrateful  monster! 

Sea.  Unnatural  villain  ! 

Wark.  Thou  enemy  to  my  blood  I 

Sea.  Thou  worse  than  parricide  ! 

Wabk*  Next  my  sins,  I  do  repent  I  am  thy 
uncle. 

Sea,  And  I  thy  father. 

Ware.  Death  o  my  aoul !    Did  I,  when  first 
thy  lather 

Broke  in  estate,  and  then  broke  from  the  compter, 
Where  Master  Seathrift  laid  him  in  the  hole 
For  debt,  among  the  nilns  of  the  city 
And  trades  like  liim  blown  tip^  take  thee  from 
dust, 

Give  thee  free  education,  put  thee  in 
My  own  fair  way  of  traffic — nay,  decree 
To  leave  thee  jewels^  land^  my  whole  estate  ; 
Pardou'd  thy  former  wilduess  ;  and  couldst  fchoii 
sort 

Thyself  with  none  hut  iiUe  gallants,  captains, 
And  poetSi  who  must  plot  before  they  eatp 
And  make  each  meal  a  stratagem  t   Then  could 
none 

But  I  be  subject  of  thy  impioui*  scoff's  1 
I  swoon  at  sight  of  meat  !    I  rise  a  glutton 
From  half  an  orange  !    Wretch,  forgetful  wretidi  ! 
Tore  Heaveiit  I  count  it  treason  in  my  blood 
Tliat  gives  theo  a  relation.    But  Til  take 
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A  full  revenge.    Make  thee  my  heir  !  I'll  first 
Adopt  a  slave  brought  from  some  galley  ;  one 
Which  laws  do  put  into  the  inventory, 
And  men  bequeath  in  wills  with  stools  and  brass- 
pots; 

One  who  shall  first  be  household-stuff,  then  my  heir; 
Or,  to  defeat  all  thy  large  aims,  V\\  marry. 
Cypher,  go,  find  me  Bannswright ;  he  shall  straight 
Provide  me  a  wife  :  I  will  not  stay  to  let 
My  resolution  cool.    Be  she  a  wench 
That  every  day  puts  on  her  dowry,  wears 
Her  fortunes,  has  no  portion,  so  she  be 
Young,  and  likely  to  be  fruitful,  I'll  have  her : 
By  all  that's  good,  I  will :  this  afternoon  ! 
I  will  about  it  straight. 
Sea.  I  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Warehouse,  Cypher. 
And  as  for  you,  Tim,  mermaid,  triton,  haddock. 
The  wondrous  Indian  fish  caught  near  Peru, 
Who  can  be  of  both  elements,  your  sight 
Will  keep  you  welL    Here  I  do  cast  thee  off, 
And  in  thy  room  pronounce  to  make  thy  sister 
My  heir  :  it  would  be  most  unnatural 
To  leave  a  fish  land.    'Las  !  sir,  one  of  your 
Bright  fins  and  gills  must  swim  in  seas  of  sack, 
Spout  rich  canaries  up  like  whales  in  maps  :^ 
I  know  you'll  not  endure  to  see  my  jack 
Go  empty,  nor  wear  shirts  of  c«pperas-bags. 
Nor  fast  in  Paul's,  you  !    I  do  hate  thee  now 
Worse  than  a  tempest,  quicksand,  pirate,  rock, 
Or  fatal  lake,  ay,  or  a  privy-seal.^ 


^  Most  of  our  ancient  maps  will  sufficiently  illustrate  this 
image.  The  vacant  spaces,  occasioned  by  tracts  of  sea,  are 
usually  ornamented  with  these  monsters  spouting  water. — 
Steetent. 

*  Among  the  illegal  modes  of  raising  money  adopted 
hy  Charles  I.,  after  he  determined  to  govern  without  a 
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Go,  let  the  ctiptain  make  you  drunk,  and  l^t 
Your  mxt  change  be  into  some  ape— 'tU  stale 
To  be  a  fish  twice — or  some  active  Ijabooii : 
And,  when  you  cm  find  money  out,  betray 
What  wench  i'  th'  room  has  lost  her  maiden- 
head ; 

Can  mount  to  the  king,  and  can  do  all  your  feats, 
If  your  fine  chain  and  yellow  coat  come  near 
Th'  Exchange^  I'll  see  yon.    So  I  leave  you. 

[Exit  SeathrIFT. 

Plot,  Now, 

Were  there  a  dt'Xt'rous  btjara  and  twopence  hemp, 
Never  had  man  such  cause  to  hang  him«elf. 
Tim.  I  have  brought  myself  to  a  fine  pass  too. 
Now 

Am  1  fit  only  to  bt^  caught,  and  put 
Into  a  pond  to  leap  carjis,  or  beget 
A  goodly  race  of  pick'rel. 


SCENE  IV. 
Enter  Qoaktfield  aruf  Salewit. 

QUABT,  How  now,  mad  lads ;  what  f  is  the  storm 
broke  upl 

Bale.  Wiiat,  sad,  like  broken  gamesters  i  Master 
Timothji 


parlumot^t,  tlie  Wrrowiug  of  moaej  by  writa  of  priry-Bciil 
WHS  one  not  the  ka«t  buHlfiDaome  and  oppreuiy«.  The 
manner  wnn  t<j  direct  these  writs  to  particular  pursonA  hy 
nanif^,  requiring  the  hmn  of  muney^  or  pLito  to  the  amount 
of  the  iixuuey,  to  be  pnid  or  deliTered  to  a  particuldr  pei^an, 
for  the  king*«  me.  The  form  of  the  writ*  may  be  fleuii  iu 
**  The  PrtrHameutary  History,"  xiil^  Si,  where  one  of  them 
ii  printed.  [But  iu  this  paiwige  thiH  fspeaker  iXaa  intend* 
a  play  on  the  double  nii^atiing  of  MmL  } 
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'Slight,  who  would  think  your  father  should  lay 

wheels^ 
To  catch  you  thus  1 

Tim.  If  ever  I  be  drunk  with  captains  more  

Plot.  Where's  Bright  and  Newcut  ] 
Sale.  They  were  sent  for  to  the  Temple,  but 
left  word 
They  would  be  here  at  supper. 
Plot.  They  are  sure  friends  to  leave  us  in  dis- 
tress. 

Quart.  What  a  mad  plot 
These  two  old  merchants  had  contrived,  to  feign 
A  voyage,  then  to  hunt  you  out  disguised, 
And  hear  themselves  abused  ] 

Sale.  We  heard  all. 

Quart.  If  I  had  stayed,  they  had  paid  me  for  a 
captain. 

Sale.  They  had  a  fling  at  me.    But  do  you 
think 

Your  uncle  in  this  furious  mood  will  marry  ? 
Plot.   He  deeply  swore  it :  if  he  do,  the 
sleight 

Upon  the  cards,  the  hollow  die.  Park  Corner 
And  Shooter's  Hill,  are  my  revenue. 

Tim.  Yes  :  and  as  for  me,  my  destiny  will  be 
To  fight  by  th'  day,  carry  my  kitchen  and 
Collation  at  my  back,  wear  orderly 
My  shirt  in  course,  after't  has  been  the  shift 
Of  a  whole  regiment  in  the  low  countries  ; 
And,  after  all,  return  with  half  a  leg. 
One  arm,  perchance  m^  nose  shot  off,  to  move 
Compassion  in  my  father  who,  in  pity 
To  so  much  ruin,  may  be  brought  to  buy 
Some  place  for  me  in  an  hospital,  to  keep  me 
From  bridges,  hill-tops,  and  from  selling  switches. 


Alluding  to  a  method  of  catching  pikes. — Pegge. 
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Emter  EOSBCLAP. 

BOSE.  Tonder's  your  tmele  al  the  field-door^ 
t&Udng 

With  Bannswright,  as  hot  and  earnest  for  a  wench 
As  a  recover'd  Mcmsieur. 

QtTABT,  What  is  this  BaQHHwrigbt  I 
Sal&  a  feUow  much  employed  about  the  town. 
That  e0iibnTe8  malehfls  :  one  that  bruige  together 
Parties  that  ne^er  saw  or  never  met, 
Tiirt  be  for  good  and  all ;  knows  to  a  penny 
Estates  and  jointures :  I'll  undertake  he  haa 
Xr>w  lying  by  him  {unprovided)  aome  twenty 
Widows  of  all  fartunes  that  want  husbands, 
And  men  that  want  wives ;  and,  at  an  hotir^s 
waniing. 

Can  make  things  r«ady  for  the  priegL 

QtJABT,  Letnt 
Devise  to  get  him  hither,  and  cross  the  matclL 

Plot.  I  ha?e  great  interest  in  him;  the  fellow 
loves  me. 

Could  I  sp^k  with  him,  and  draw  him  to  be 
An  actor  in't,  I  have  a  stratagem 
That  can  redeem  all,  and  turn  the  plot 
Upon  these  sa^  heads. 

Emi^  BANNSWBrGHT* 

S-U^E.  By  Minerva^  look  !  here's  Bannswright  i 
Plot.  Master  Bannswright ! 
Ban.  Save  you,  gmllant^. 
Plot,  You  are  employed^  I  hear,  to  find  a  wife 
out 

For  my  yonng  sprighUy  un^le. 

Ban.  Sir,  be  has 
BetainM  me  to  that  pnr|>ose  :  I  jti&t  now 
Came  froui  hint 
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Plot.  And  do  you  mean  the  match 
Shall  then  proceed  ? 

Ban.  I  have  a  lieger*  wench 
In  readiness  :  he's  gone  to  put  himself 
Into  fit  ornaments  for  the  solemnity. 
Tm  to  provide  the  priest  and  licence  :  we  go 
Some  two  hours  hence  to  church. 

Quart.  Death  !  you  pander, 
Forbid  the  banns,  or  I  will  cut  your  wizzel,^ 
And  spoil  your  squiring  in  the  dark.    I've  heard 
Of  your  lewd  function,  sirrah  !    You  prefer 
Wenches  to  bawdy-houses,  rascal ! 

Ban.  Good  sir. 
Threaten  me  not  in  my  vocation. 

Plot.  Why,  BannswTight,  you  can  be  but  paitl. 
Say  I 

Procure  the  wench,  a  friend  of  mine,  and  double 
Your  bargain.    Such  a  fair  reward,  methinks, 
Should  make  thee  of  my  project.    Thou  dost  know 
My  fortunes  are  engaged,  and  thou  raay'st  l)e 
The  happy  instrument  to  recover  'em. 
Be  my  good  angel  once  !    I  have  a  plot 
Shall  make  thee  famous. 

Quart.  By  Mars,  deny,  and  I 
Will  act  a  tragedy  upon  thee. 

Ban.  Gentlemen, 
I  am  a  friend  to  wit,  but  more  to  you,  sir, 
Of  whose  misfortunes  I  will  not  be  guilty. 
Though,  then,  your  uncle  has  employ'd  me,  and 
Has  deeply  sworn  to  wed  this  afternoon 
A  wife  of  my  providing,  if  you  can 


*  [Probably,  nimble,  sprightly,  Fr.  leger  ;  unless  it  should 
be  in  the  sense  indicated  by  Nares  in  his  * '  Glossary  "  under 
Liedger,  resident;  but  Bannswright  is  not  described  as 
a  pander.] 

•  A  corruption,  probably,  of  mzandy  or  weazon. — Stfevcn$. 
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OVrreach  the  angry  burg**i?fl»  Kir,  and  hring 
His  wkdom  to  the  gin,  show  me  tJie  wiiy  ; 
I'll  help  to  lay  the  trap. 

Quart.  Now  thou  art 
An  honest-hearted  pLinp  :  thoe  shalt  for  this 
Be  drunk  in  Vine -dee,*  rascal ;  111  begin 
A  rimlet  to  thee* 

Ban.^  Gentlemen,  let's  in, 
III  tell  you  mj  desi^.    You,  Salewit,  must 
Tramsfomi  yourself  to  a  French  deacon  :  I 
Have  parts  for  Bright  and  Xewciil  too,-  Mischief 
Upon  their  absence  ! 

Sale,  We'll  send  for  'em. 

Ban.  And  for  Master  Timothy,  I  have  a  project 
Siiall  make  his  father  everlastingly 
Admire  his  wit,  and  aak  him  blessing. 

Quart.  Come, 
Let's  in  and  drink  a  health  to  our  sncce^. 

TtM,  I'm  for  no  healths,  itnlcs^  the  gla^^  be  less. 

[ExrnnL 

ACT  IV.,  SCENE  1. 

SEATHRIFT,  MiSTRESH  SEATHRtrr^  MlSTREKS 

Holland,  Mistress  ScHtrPLE. 

Ska,  I  did  commit  her  to  your  charge,  tliat  you 
Might  breed  her,  Mistress  Scruple,  and  <lo  require 
Her  at  your  hand*    Here  be  fine  tricks,  indeed  I 
My  daughter  Susan  to  be  stol*n  a  we*?ky 
And  you  conceal  it.    You  were  of  the  plot, 
I  do  suspect  you. 


^  Perhapi  Ii«  metni  Tin  dt  Piev  ;  Ig.,  L^erymitg 

^  [The  old  copy  here,  and  Again  jiutt  below,  hu  Uuproperly 
Plotwtsl]^  fur  Bntmiiwri^ht  miiifl  be  imp[io«ed  to  roiiDtaiQ  his 
dUguiiie  At.  jireiM-iit.  J 
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Mis.   Si^R.    Sir,  will    you    but    hear  me 
meekly  1 

Sea.  No,  TU  never  trust  again 
A  woman  with  white  eyes,  that  can  take  notes, 
And  wnte  a  comment  on  the  catechism : 
All  your  devotion's  false.    Is't  possible 
She  could  be  gone  without  your  knowledge  ? 

Mis.  Scr.  Will  you 
Attend  me,  Mistress  Seathrift]   If  my  husband, 
To  wean  her  from  love-courses,  did  not  take 
More  pains  with  her  than  with  his  Tuesday  lectures. 
And  if  I  did  not  every  day  expound 
Some  good  things  to  her  'gainst  the  sin  o*  th' 
fliesh, 

For  fear  of  such  temptations,  to  which  frail  girls 
Are  very  subject,  let  me  never  moria 
Be  thought  fit  t'  instruct  young  gentlewomen 
Or  deal  in  tent-stitch.  Whoe'er  'twas  that  seduced 
her. 

She  took  ray  daughter  Emliii's  gown  and  mfF, 
And  left  her  own  clothes ;  and  my  scholars  say, 
She  often  would  wiite  letters. 

Sea.  Why,  'tis  right : 
Some  silenced  minister  has  got  her.    That  I 
Should  breed  my  daughter  in  a  conventicle  ! 

Mis.  Sea.  Pray,  husband,  be  appeas'd. 

Sea.  You  are  a  fool. 

Mis.  Sea.  You  hear  her  mistress  could  not 
help  it. 

Sea.  Nor  your  son  help  being  a  fish. 
Mis.  Hol.  Why,  sir,  was  he 
The  first  that  was  abus'd  by  captains  ? 
Sea.  Go :  you  talk  like  prating  gossip.«. 
Mis.  Hol.  Gossips  !  'slight,  what  gossips,  sir  ? 
Mis.  Sea.  What  gossips  are  we  ?  speak. 
Sea.  ril  tell  you,  since  you'd  know.    My  wife 
and  you, 

VOL.  XIII.  s 


Plot.  Bister,  'tia  ao  project<»d,  therefore  make 
No  more  demara  :  the  life  of  both  our  foriuue^ 
Lies  in  you  r  carriage  of  things  welL  Think  therefore 
Whether  you  will  restore  me,  and  advance 
Your  own  afTaire  ;  or  else  within  thii  week 
Fly  this  your  lodging,  Uke  uncuetomVl  siimerSi 
And  have  your  coach-horses  tmnaformM  to  reut ; 
Have  your  apparel  sold  for  properties,* 


pmftfViitM  huhig  tUf  iituftl  term  for  tlietn.   &»  Botiolu,  in 
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And  you  return  to  cut- work.    By  this  hand, 
If  you  refuse,  all  this  must  happen. 

AUR.  Well,  sir, 
Necessity,  which  hath  no  law,  for  once 
Shall  make  me  o'  th'  conspiracy ;  and  since 
We  are  left  wholly  to  our  wits,  let's  show 
The  power  and  virtue  of  'em.  If  your  Bannswright 
Can  but  persuade  my  uncle,  I  will  fit 
Him  with  a  bride. 

Plot.  The  scene  is  laid  already : 
I  have  transform'd  an  English  poet  into 
A  fine  French  teacher,  who  shall  join  your  hands 
With  a  most  learned  legend  out  of  Bab'lais. 

AUR.  But  for  my  true  groom  who,  you  say, 
comes  hither 
For  a  disguis'd  knight,  I  shall  think  I  wed 
His  father's  counting-house,  and  go  to  bed 
To  so  much  bullion  of  a  man.    Faith,  I've 
No  mind  to  him  :  brother,  he  hath  not  wit  enough 
To  make't  a  lawful  marriage. 

Plot.  Y'  are  deceived : 
rU  undertake,  by  one  week's  tutoring, 
And  carrying  him  to  plays  and  ordinaries. 
Engaging  him  in  a  quarrel  or  two,  and  making 
Some  captain  beat  him,  to  render  him  a  most 
Accomplished  gallant    Or  say  he  be  bom,  sister, 
Under  the  city-planet,  pray,  what  wise  lady 
Desires  to  match  a  wise  knight  ?  You'd  marry  some 
Philosopher  now,  that  should  every  night 


"  I  vlll  draw  a  bill  of  properliet," 

See  a  note  on  thui  passage. — SteevtM, 
~  Mr  Steeveus,  in  his  note  upon  Midsunimer  Xighfs 
Dream,"  (Halone's  Shakespeare,  byBosweU,  v.  198),  says 
that  ditsici  were  not  includ«'d  in  the  f/roperties  of  theatres. 
Maine's  authority  is  to  the  contrary,  if  Aurelia*s  apparel 
were  to  be  used  for  the  apparel  of  the  actors. — Collier. 
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Lie  with  you  unt  of  ArtstoUef  mA  loose 
Yoar  nmidenhead  by  demonatnidofL 
Or  some  great  statestruu!,  before  whoio  tou  must  sit 
As  silent  and  reserv'd^  &s  if  your  looks 
Had  plots  on  foreign  princes  -  and  mast  visit 
And  dress  youraelf  by  Tacitus.    What  he  wants 
lu  natural^  his  fortunes  will  tuake  op 
In  honours,  Pen.    When  he's  once  maiie  a  lord. 
Who'll  be  so  saucy  as  to  think  he  ean 
Be  impotent  in  wisdom  I    She  that  marries 
A  fool  is  an  Hermaphrodite ;  the  man 
And  wife  too«  sister.    Besides,  %h  now  too 
late; 

He'll  be  here  presently,  and  comes  prepared 
For  H)^en.    I  took  up  a  footman  for  Kim« 
And  left  bun  under  three  tiremen's  hands,  besides 
Two  barbers, 

AUR.  Well,  sir,  I  must  then  accept  him 
With  all  his  imperfeetiona    I  haina 
Procured  a  Sir  John  yonder. 

Plot,  Who  ia  1 1 

ArR,  One  that  preaches  the  next  parish  once  a 
week 

Asleep  for  thirty  pounds  a  year. 

Enlfj-  a  FofkTMAK, 

Foot.  Here  is  a  knight 
Desires  your  lad\rsbip  will  give  him  atidience. 
AuR.  Tis  no  Icnight  ambassador  ? 
Foot,   He  rather  looks  like  a  Knight  o*  th' 

Sun. 
Plot.  'Tia  he. 
Aim.  Let  him  come  in, 

Pi^,  If  you  be  coy  now.  Pen,  [Exii  Footman. 
You  spoil  all 

At  R,  Well,  sir,  Til  be  rMhh. 
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SCENE  III. 

ErUer  Timyrm  /aiitastically  dressed,  and  a 
Footman. 

Plot.  Here  he  comes  ! 

Tim.  Sirrah,  wait  me  in  the  hall. 
And  let  your  feet  stink  there :  your  air's  not  fit 
To  be  endured  by  ladies. 

PiX)T.  What !  quarrel  with  your  footman,  sir  t 

Tim.  Hang  him,  he  casts  a  scent 
That  drowns  my  perfumes,  and  is  strong  enough 
To  cure  the  mother  of  palsy.    Do  I  act 
A  knight  well  f 

Plot.  This  imperiousness  becomes  you, 
Like  a  knight  newly  dubb'd,  sir. 

Tim.  What  says  the  lady  I 

Plot.  Speak  lower.  I  have  prepared  her ;  show 
yourself 
A  courtier  :  now  she's  yours ! 

Tim.  If  that  be  all, 
ril  court  her  as  if  some  courtier  had  begot  me 
r  th'  gallery  at  a  masque. 

Plot.  Madam,  this  gentleman 
Desires  to  kiss  your  hands. 

Tim.  And  lips  too,  lady. 

AuR.  Sir,  you  much  honour  both. 

Tim.  1  know  that, 
Else  I'd  not  kiss  you.    Yesterday  I  was 
In  company  with  ladies,  and  they  all 
Long'd  to  be  touched  by  me. 

AUR.  You  cannot  cure 
The  evil,  sir ;  nor  have  your  lips  the  virtue 
To  restore  ruins,  or  make  old  ladies  young  ? 

Tim.  Faith,  all  the  virtue  that  they  have  is,  that 
My  lips  are  knighted.    I  am  born,  sweet  lady, 
To  a  poor  fortune,  that  will  keep  myself 
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And  footman,  m  you  see,  to  XmM  my  8 word 
In  cuerj>o  *  after  nic,    I  can  at  court, 
If  I  would,  show  my  *:ilt  *  i'  th'  presence  ;  look 
After  the  rate,  of  some  five  thousnnda 
Yearly  in  old  rents  ;  and,  were  my  father  once 
Well  wrapi/d  in  sear- cloth,  I  eon  Id  fine  for  sherid*. 

Plot.  Heart  i  you  spoil  all  [i^t^^e.] 

Tim.  Why  I 

Plot,  She  verily  belie  v'd  y'  had  ne'er  a  father. 

[Aski^.] 

AUR  Lives  your  father  theui  sir  1 
That  gentleman  told  me  he  was  dead. 

Tim.    *TiH  true, 
I  iiad  forgot  myself :  he  was  drowned,  lady. 
This  morning,  as  he  went  to  take  possession 
Of  a  summer -hot! 86  and  land  in  the  Canaries* 

Plot.  Now  y'  have  recovered  alL 

Tim.  D-  you  think  I  have 
Not  wit  enough  to  lie  1 

Plot.  Break  your  mind  to  her  ; 
She  does  expect  it. 

Tim.  But^  lady,  this  is  not 
The  business  which  I  came  for. 

AuR.  Tm  at  leisure 
To  hear  your  business,  m\ 

Plot,  Mark  that  I 

Tim.  Indeed, 
Sweet  lady,  Pvc  a  motion  which  was  once 


'  Ouerpo  h  iiu  undreMi ;  the  Siijiniardtf  from  whom  we 
Wi-fowed  iho  word,  apply  it  Ui  a  potion  in  a  tight  jmcket 
without  his  cabotor  cloiLk. — Mr  GiQurd'i  noteoD  Uie  "  FaIilI 
Bi^wry/'  iii.  S90,  Cnerpo  ii  the  bod^,  and  in  eaci'/Ht  meuii 
in  boay  clothing.  -Collier. 

■  I.e.,  The  gold  oa  uiy  npparel.  So  m  *'  King  Henry  W 
*'  Oar  c^ajp^Hg  niidi  oar  gilt  we  nil  l&eimerch'd," 

Si$e  4  note  on  tUiB  p4£aA^e,  vl,  128.  edit.  177S. — 
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Or  twice  thi»  morning  in  my  mouth,  and  then 
Slipped  back  again  for  fear. 

AuR.  Cowmls  ne'er  won 
Ladies  or  forts,  sjr. 

Tim.  Say  then  I  should  feel 
Some  motions,  ladj,  of  affection,  might 
A  man  repair  Paul's  with  his  heart,  or  put  it 
Into  a  tinder-box  1 

AuR.  How  mean  you,  sir  t 

Tim.  Why,  is  your  heart  a  stone  or  flint  1 

AuR.  Be  plain,  sir,  I  understand  you  not. 

Tim.  Not  understand  me  t 
Y'are  the  [first]  lady  that  e'er  put  a  man 
To  speak  plain  English  :  some  would  understand 
Ridmes  and  signs.    Say,  I  should  love  you,  lady  ! 

AuR.  There  should  be  no  love  lost,  sir. 

Tim.  Say  you  so  ? 
Then,  by  this  air,  my  teeth  e'en  water  at  you  : 
I  long  to  have  some  offspring  by  you.  We 
Shall  have  an  excellent  breed  of  wits : 
I  mean  my  youngest  son  shall  be  a  poet ;  and 
My  daughters,  like  their  mother,  every  one 
A  wench  o'  th'  game.    And  for  my  eldest  son. 
He  shall  be  like  me,  and  inherit.  Therefore 
Let's  not  defer  our  joys,  but  go  to  bed 
And  multiply. 

AuR.  Soft,  sir,  the  priest  must  first 
Discharge  his  office.    I  do  not  ^  mean  to  marry. 

Enter  DoRCAS  out  of  her  Puritan  dreui. 

Like  ladies  in  New  England,  where  they  couple 
With  no  more  ceremony  than  birds  choose  their  mate 
Upon  St  Valentine's  day. 
Dor.  Madam,  the  preacher 


^  [Omitted  in  former  edit.] 
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!^  mtii  for  to  a  riiimljing,  and  di>th  ai^k 
If  ^ou  be  reatly  :  Lie  Bluill  ]o^e^  he  say^^ 
HU  ehrysome  *  else, 

At  K.  0  mifficle  !  out  of 
Your  little  lutiT,  DorcM,  atid  in  the  fushion  I 
Dost  thou  Ijope  to  be  saved  ? 

DuK,  Pray,  mad  am,  do  not 
Abu«€  ine  ;  I  will  t^ll  you  more  anon. 

Plot*  1     liim  she  »  coming. 

Auk.  Sir,  please  you,  partake 
Of  a  slight  banquet  f  [K^ii  l}QmAB, 

FivOT.  Just  as  you  are  ml, 
V\[  steal  the  priest  in* 

Tim.  Do. 

Plot*  When  you  are  joiu'tl, 
Be  aure  you  do  not  ovei'see,  hut  straight 
lietire  to  bed :  shell  follow. 
*TiH  not  three  o'clock  i'  th*  afternoon. 

Tim.  *Tis  but  drawing 
Your  curtains,  and  you  do  create  your  niglit. 
All  times  to  lovers  and  new-married  folks 
May  be  made  dark. 

TlM»  1  will,  then.    By  this  I'oom, 
8he's  a  rare  lady  !    1  do  almost  wish 
I  eould  chaiigf  .sex,  and  that       might  1>cgi?t 
Chihlren  on  me. 

Plot.  Nay,  will  j"ou  entei-  i 

Ti,\L  Liwly, 
Pniy,  win  you  show  the  wa\'  T 

Plot.  Most  city4ike  1 
'iSlid»  take  her  by  tlio  arm,  and  lead  her  in* 

Tim,  Your  arm,  sweet  lady>  [EjctunL 

^  [The  eliriAteaiQg-foed  Tht  cbrjeome  wiia  th«  wrhita 
elotb  thrawti  ovi^r  tbt*  iiewduptized  cbUtL  Th\&  perhaps  w*i 
tb«  pen|iiiiiito  of  the  ufHciiiiiDg  clergytiiiyi.  The  cLilJ  iUelf, 
liuwifVtir,  woa  «4ni[uctiU)eft  calkd  A  ekr^iiomt*  See  a  note  on 
"  King  Heury  V./'  y  l,  5*2,        1778.— ^*lmt««. 
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SCENE  IV. 


Bright,  Nbwcut. 


Bright.  But  are  you  Bure  they're  they  I 
New.  ril  not  believe 
My  treacherous  eyes  again,  but  trust  some  dog 
To  guide  me,  if  I  did  not  see  his  uncle 
Coming  this  way,  and  Bannswright  with  him. 

Bright.  Who? 
The  fellow  that  brings  love  to  banns,  and  baims 
To  bare  thighs  'bout  the  town  ? 

New.  The  very  same,  sir ; 
The  City-Cupid,  that  shoots  arrows  betwixt 
Party  and  party.    All  the  difference  is, 
He  has  his  eyes,  but  they  he  brings  together 
Sometimes  do  not  see  one  another,  till 
They  meet  i'  th'  church. 

Bright.  What  say  you  now,  if  Warehouse 
Should  in  displeasure  marry  ? 

New.  Tis  so ;  this  fellow 
In's  company  confirms  me.  'Tis  the  very  business, 
Why  Plotwell  has  sent  for  us. 

Bright.  Here  they  come  : 
Prythee,  let's  stand  and  overhear  Vm. 


New.  Stand  close,  then. 


SCENE  V. 

Unter  WAREHOUSE,  BaNNSWRIGHT. 

Ware.  Madam  Aurelia  is  her  name  ? 

Ban.  Her  father 
Was,  sir,  an  Irish  baron,  that  undid 
Himself  by  housekeeping. 
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Ware.  As  for  ber  birth, 
I  could  wish  it  were  meaner :  as  many  knights 
And  justices  of  peace  as  have  been  of 
The  family  are  reckoned  into  the  portion. 
Shell  still  be  naming  of  her  ancestors, 
Ask  jointure  by  the  herald's  book,  and  I, 
That  have  no  coat,  nor  can  show  azure  lions 
In  fields  of  argent,  shall  be  scom'd ;  she'll  think 
Her  honour  wrong'd  to  match  a  man  that  hath 
No  'scutcheons  but  them  of  his  company. 
Which  once  a  year  do  serve  to  trim  a  lighter 
To  Westminster  and  back  again. 

Ban.  You  are  mistaken,  sir.    This  lady,  as 
she  is 

Descended  of  a  great  house,  so  she  hath 
No  dowry  but  her  arms :  she  can  bring  only 
Some  libbards'^  heads  or  strange  beasts  which, 
you  know, 

Being  but  beasts,  let  them  derive  themselves 
From  monsters  in  the  globe,  and  lineally 
Proceed  from  Hercules'  labours,  they  will  never 
Advance  her  to  a  husband  equal  to 
Herself  in  birth,  that  can  give  beasts  too.  She 
Aims  only  to  match  one  that  can  maintain 
Her  some  way  to  her  state.    She  is  possess'd. 
What  streams  of  gold  you  flow  in,  sir. 

Ware.  But  can  she 
Affect  my  age  ? 

Ban.  I  ask'd  her  that,  and  told  her 
You  were  about  some  threescore,  sir,  and  ten ; 
But  were  as  lusty  as  one  of  twenty,  or  [Aside,] 
An  aged  eunuch. 

Ware.  And  what  replied  she  ? 

Ban.  She, 


^  i.e.j  Leopards,  animals  often  introduced  into  heraldic 
devices. 
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Like  a  true  Lucrece,  answered  it  was  fit 
For  them  to  marry  by  the  charch-book,  who 
Came  there  to  cool  themselves ;  bat  to  a  mind 
Chaste,  and  endued  with  virtue,  age  did  turn 
Love  into  reverence. 

Bright.  Or  sir-reverence.  [Asidf.] 

Nxw.  Prythee,  observe. 

Ware.  Is  she  so  virtuous,  then  t 

Ban.  Tis  all  the  fault  she  has :  she  will  out- 
pray 

A  preacher  at  St  Antlin's,  and  divides 
The  day  in  exercise.    I  did  commend 
A  great  precisian  to  her  for  her  woman, 
Who  tells  me  that  her  lady  makes  her  quilt 
Her  smocks  before  for  kneeling. 

Wars.  Excellent  creature ! 

Ban.  Then,  sir,  she  is  so  modest. 

Ware.  Too! 

Ban.  The  least 
Obscene  word  shames  her ;  a  lascivious  figure 
Makes  her  do  penance,  and  she  maintains  the  law, 
Which  forbids  fornication,  doth  extend 
To  kissing  too. 

Ware.  I  think  the  time  an  age. 
Till  the  solemnity  be  pass'd. 

Ban.  I  have 
Prepared  her,  sir,  and  have  so  set  you  out ! 
Besides,  I  told  her  how  you  had  cast  off 
Your  nephew ;  and,  to  leave  no  doubt  that  you 
Would  e'er  be  reconcil'd,  before  she  went 
To  church,  would  settle  your  estate  on  her 
And  on  the  heirs  of  her  begotten. 

Ware.  To  make  all  sure, 
Well  call  upon  my  lawyer  by  the  way, 
And  take  him  with  us. 

Ban.  You  must  be  married,  sir, 
At  the  French  church :  I  have  bespoke  the  priest ; 
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One  that  will  join  you  i*  th'  right  Geneva  form, 
Withoat  a  licence. 

Ware.  Bat  may  a  man 
Wed  in  a  strange  tongue  t 

Ban.  I  have  brought  together 
Some  in  Italian,  sir ;  the  language  doth 
Not  change  the  substance  of  the  match :  yon  know 
No  licence  will  be  granted ;  all  the  offices 
Are  beforehand  brib'd  by  your  nephew. 

Ware.  Well, 
Let's  to  the  lady  straight.    To  cross  him,  I 
Would  marry  an  Arabian,  and  be  at  charge 
To  keep  one  to  interpret,  or  be  married 
In  China  language,  or  the  tongue  that's  spoke 
By  the  Great  Cham. 

[Exeunt  WAREHOUSE  and  BannSWRIGHT. 

Bright.  Now,  Newcut,  you  perceive 
My  divination's  tru^e ;  this  fellow  did 
Portend  a  wedding. 

New.  Plague  o'  th'  prognostication  ! 
Who'd  think  that  madam  were  the  party  I 

Bright.  0  sir. 
She'll  call  this  wit,  to  wed  his  bags  and  lie 
With  some  Platonic  servant. 

New.  What  if  we, 
Before  we  go  to  Plotwell,  went  to  hor. 
And  strived  to  dissuade  her  1 

Bright.  Let's  make  haste. 
They'll  be  before  us,  else.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

EiUer  Timothy  unbuttoning  himself^  AURELIA, 
Plotwell,  Dorcas,  Footman. 

Tim.  By  this  hand,  lady,  you  shall  not  deny 
me : 
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Since  we  are  coupled,  I  shall  think  the  priest 
Has  not  done  ail,  as  long  as  Tm  a  virgin. 
AUR.  Will  you  not  stay  till  night,  sir  ? 
Tim.  Night !   No,  faith  ; 
I've  sworn  to  get  my  first  child  by  day :  you  may 
Be  quick  by  mght. 
Plot.  Madam,  your  knight  speaks  reason. 
Tim.  I  will  both  speak  and  do  it. 
AuR.  Well,  sir,  since 
There  is  no  remedy,  your  bed's  prepar'd ; 
By  that  time  you  are  laid.  111  come.  Meantim<\ 
ril  pray  that  gentleman  to  conduct  you.  There's 
My  footman  to  pluck  off  your  stockings. 
Flot.  Come,  sir. 
Tim.  Sweet  lady,  stay  not  long. 
Plot.  I'll  promise  for  her. 

[Exeunt  TlMOTIIY,  Plotwell,  and  FoOTMAN. 
Dor.  Faith,  I  admire  your  temperance,  to  let 
Your  bridegroom  go  to  bed,  and  you  not  follow. 
Were  I  in  your  case,  I  should  ha'  gone  first, 
And  warm'd  his  place. 

AUR.  Well,  wench  ;  but  that  thou  hast 
Reveard  thyself  unto  me,  I'd  admire 
To  heai'  a  saint  talk  thus.    To  one  that  known  not 
The  mystery  of  thy  strange  conversion,  thou 
Wouldst  seem  a  legend. 

Dor.  Faith,  I've  told  you  all, 
Both  why  I  left  my  schoolmistress,  who  taught  me 
To  confute  curling-irons,  and  why  I  put 
Myself  on  this  adventure. 

Aur.  Well,  wench,  my  brother 
Has  had  his  plots  on  me,  and  I'll  contribute 
My  help  to  work  thy  honest  ones  on  him  : 
Do  but  perform  thy  task  well,  and  thou  winn'st 
him. 

Dor.  Let  me  alone ;  never  was  man  so  fitted 
With  a  chaste  bride,  as  I  will  fit  his  uncle. 
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Enter  FoOTMAK. 

Foot,   Madam,  your  knight  Joth  call  mm% 
fiercely  for  you*  [ j|^if?l. 

Aua»  [to  Dorc]  Prj'thaer  go  tell  him  Rome 
buiiness  keeps  me  yet. 
And  bid  hira  stay  himself  with  this  kies. 


SCENE  VIL 
ill  ik^  JtiMf  ej^ter  BRrGHT,  Newcut. 

Bright,  By  yoiir  leave,  madam  \   What,  for 
practice*  sake, 
Kissing  your  woman  1    Lord,  how  a  lady '8  lips 
Hate  idleness,  and  will  be  busied  when 
The  rest  lies  fallow  !  nnd  rather  than  want  action, 
Be  kind  within  themselves,  an*t  be  t*  enjoy 
But  the  poor  pleasure  of  contemplation. 

New.  And  how  do  you  find  her,  madam  I 

AuR,  Stay,  wench. 

New.  Lord  I 
Does  it  not  grieve  you  Bow,  and  make  you  sigh. 
And  very  passionately  aceuse  nature, 
And  say  she  was  too  hard  to  make  your  woman 
Able  to  kiss  you  only,  and  do  no  more  ? 

Bright.  Is  it  not  pity,  but,  besides  the  gift 
Of  makin<^  caudles,  and  using  of  her  pencil, 
She  had  the  trick  o'  th'  other  sex  ^ 

Aun.  Metbinks 
Your  own  good  breeding  might  instruct  you  that 
My  house  is  not  a  new  foundation,  where 
You  might,  paying  the  rate,  approach,  l>e  rude. 
Give  freedom  to  your  un  washed  mouths. 

Dor.  My  lady 
Keeps  no  poor  nuns,  that  sin  for  victuals,  for  you* 
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With  whom  tliis  dead  vacation  *  you  may  trade 
For  old  silk  stockings  and  half-shirts.    They  say 
You  do  offend  o'  th*  score,  and  sin  in  chalk,' 
And  the  dumh  walls  complain  yon  are  behind 
In  pension ; '  so  that  your  distressed  vestals 
Are  fSsdn  to  foot  their  stockings,  pay  the  brewer 
And  landlord's  rent  in  woman-kmd,  and  long 
More  earnestly  for  the  term  than  Norfolk  lawyers. 

Bright.  Why,  you  have  got  a  second,  lady : 
your  woman 
Doth  speak  good  country  language. 

Nxw.  Offers  at  wit,  and  shows  teeth  for  a  jest. 

Bright.  We  hear  }  ou  are  to  marry  an  old 
citizen. 

AUR.  Then  surely  you  were  not  deaf. 

New.  And  do  you  mean  his  age — 
Which  hath  seen  all  the  kingdom  buried  thrice, 
To  whom  the  heat  of  August  is  December. 

[Exit  Dorcas. 
Who,  were  he  but  in  Italy,  would  save 
The  charge  of  marble  vaults,  and  cool  the  air 
Better  than  ventiducts — shall  freeze  between 
Your  melting  arms  1   Do  but  consider,  he 
But  marries  you  as  he  would  do  his  furs, 
To  keep  him  warm. 

AuR.  But  he  is  rich,  sir. 

Bright.  Then, 
In  wedding  him  you  wed  more  infirmities 
Than  ever  Galen  wrote  of:  he  has  pains 
That  put  the  doctors  to  new  experiments. 
Half  his  diseases  in  the  city  bill 


*  [Former  edit.,  vocation.] 

*  [Run  into  debt.  Scores  used  to  be  chalked  up  at  tayems. 
Hence  the  proverb,  Tlie  tapster  is  undone  by  chalk  !  " 
From  being  a  particular  phrase,  it  became  general.] 

*  [The  allowance  to  a  kept  mistress.  ] 
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Kill  hundrt^ij:^  weekly  :  nloiie  [ah]  biYSjiitjd 
Were  but  enough  for  him. 

New,  Besides, 
He  has  a  cx>ugli  that  nightly  droims  tbe  bellman  ; 
CaJli  up  his  family ;  aU  his  neighbocirs  lise^ 
And  go  by  it,  as  by  the  ebimee  and  ciock. 
Not  four  loam  walb^  na^  Mwdurt  yxkt  between. 
Can  dead  it. 

AVK.  Yet  he  is  still  rich. 

Bright.  If  this 
€&nfif)t  affright  you,  but  that  yon  will  needs 
Be  blind  to  wholegome  counsel  and  will  marrx 
One  who,  by  th*  couffte  of  nature,  oaght  t'  ha 
been 

Rotten  before  the  i|ueen's  time^  and  in  jostiee 
Should  now  hare  been  wome  tlireeicore  years  a 

gho«t, 

Let  pity  move  you.    In  this  match  you  quit^ 
DeictFoy  the  hopes  and  fontines  of  a  gentleman. 
For  whoTii,  had  his  penurioufi  uncle  st«rv^d» 
And  pin'd  himself  hi^^  whole  life,  to  in  create 
The  richer  he  deserres  t'  inherit,  it 
Had  been  hL&  duty. 

AuiL  You  mean  hie  nephew  PlotweU  I 
A  pro<li^al  young  man  :  one  whom  the  ^oo-l 
Old  man,  his  uncle,  kept  to  th'  inns  of^urt. 
And  would  in  time  ha'  made  him  barrister. 
And  rals'd  him  to  his  satin  cap  and  big^n,^ 
In  which  he  might  ha' sold  hie$  breath  far  demrt 
And  let  his  tongue  out  at  a  gre-ater  price 
Than  some  their  manors.    But  he  did  negled 
These  thriving  means,  followed  his  loose  cant* 
pan  ions, 

Hiii  firights  and  Newcuts — two,  they  saj»  that  liiis 


'  A  hiffjom  uriw  A  kind  of  c*»if  fann«rlj  woni  hy  men.  t%. 
lA  itow  viiljr  ill  liie  fur  ciiiMr«ii. 
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By  the  new  lieresy,  Platonic  love  ; 
Can  take  up  silks  upon  their  strengths,  and  pay 
Their  mercer  with  an  infant.^ 
Bright.  Newcutl 

Nkw.  Ay,  I  do  observe  her  character.  Well, 
then, 

You  are  resolved  to  marry  f 

AUR.  Were  the  man 
A  statue,  so  it  were  a  golden  one, 
I'd  have  him. 

Bright.  Pray,  then,  take  along  to  church 
These  few  ^lod  wishes.    May  your  husband  prove 
So  jealous  to  suspect  that,  when  you  drink 
To  any  man,  you  kiss  the  nlace  where  his 
Lips  were  before,  and  so  pledge  meetings  :  let  him 
Think  you  do  cuckold  him  by  looks  ;  and  let  him 
Each  night,  before  you  go  to  rest,  administer 
A  solemn  oath,  that  all  your  thoughts  were  chaste 
That  day,  and  that  you  sleep  with  all  your  hairs. 

New.  And,which  is  worse,  let  him  forget  he  lay 
With  you  himself ;  before  some  mi^strate 
Swear  'twas  some  other,  and  have  it  believM 
Upon  record. 

EnUr  Plotwell. 

Plot.  Sister,  I've  left  your  bridegroom 
Under  this  key  lock'd  in,  t'  embrace  your  pillow. 
Sure,  he  has  ate  eringoes,  he's  as  hot — 
He  was  about  to  fetch  you  in  his  shirt. 

Bright.  How's  this  1    His  sister  ! 

New.  I  conceive  not  this. 


^  [Granting  infant  to  be  the  right  word,  we  are  perhaps  to 
suppose  that  illegitimate  children  were  surreptitiously  de- 
pttsitad  on  mercers'  counters,  occoHioually,  wrapi)ed  up  oh 
parcels.  Uyon  their  ttrengths  appears  to  mean  n^Km  thrir 
credit.] 

VOL  XIII.  T 


2m 


TOl  CimtATCH, 


Py>T.  My  noble  fnetidfl^  you  wondtr  now  to 

ilc  call  her  sistef, 

BiuGHT.  Faith,  air,  we  wonder  more 
She  ihould  be  married. 

New.  Ift  be  your  siit-er,  we 
ila?e  lalionr'd  her  she  should  not  match  her  nnde. 
And  hring  forth  riddles  :  children  that  shotid  be 
Nephews  to  their  father,  and  to  their  uncle  sona. 
Plot.  I  laugh  now  at  yonr  ignofWioe :  why, 


Are  projeets,  gentlemen  :  fine  ginji  And  projects. 
Did  Roseclap's  boy  come  to  you  f 


A  rare  scene  for  you* 

New,  The  boy  told  us  you  were 
Upon  a  stratagem* 

PU)T.  I've  sent  for  Eoseclap 

And  Captain  Quartficld  to  bo  here  :  I  have 
Put  Salewit  into  onlers  ;  lie*a  indiicttKl 
Into  the  French  Cliurch  :  you  mnat  all  haye  parts. 

Bright,  Pryihee,  simak  out  of  clouds. 

Plot,  By  this  good  light, 
'Twere  justice  now  to  let  you  both  die  simple 
For  leaving  us  so  scurvily. 

New.  We  were 
Sent  far  in  haate  by  th*  benchert  to  contribute 
To  on&  of  'em  that's  Reader.^ 


»  Trom  Dugdia]e*«  "Origins  JuridiciJilea.**  p,  207,  Ac, 
W9  lam  that  the  office  of  n  Rewler  At  the  MUltne  Tem|>lo 
Wii  hM.  it  «  great  clinr^e  to  the  person  wliu  (.'lectited  it^ 
"Hit  «xp«iio«i|  sajfl  that  auttiarf  "dunug  tbia  (Ime  of 
ftadimffi  it^  very  great ;  iitwinueti,  ju  mme  bavei  upeiit 
ibuTO  ftfx  bundrisd  pounds  ixj  two  daj«j  Imn  tiiao  a  furt- 
nfgbi^  which  now  is  tlie  uauaJ  time  of  reading^"'  It  ftp[ie«fii 
tliAt  nifioy  gcntkmeii,  ivh^>  were  put  by  their  muiinfff 


these 


Bright* 
Plot, 


Y'es. 
I  have 
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Plot.  Come        me ; 
rU  tell  you  then.    But  first  Til  show  you  a  sight 
Much  stranger  than  the  fish. 

£nier  DoRCAS. 

Dor.  Madam,  here's  Hannswright 
And  an  old  merchant  to  desire  access. 

AUR.  Bid  'em  come  in.  [Exit  DoRCAS. 

Plot.  Gentlemen,  fall  off : 
If  we  be  seen,  the  plot  is  spoiled.  Sister, 
Now  look  you  do  your  part  well. 

AuR.  I  am  perfect 

[Exeunt  Plotwell,  Bright,  Newcut. 


SCENE  VIII. 
Enter  Bannswright,  Warehouse,  Dorcas. 

Ban.  Madam,  this  is  the  gentleman  I  mentioned, 
IVe  brought  him  here,  according  to  my  function, 
To  give  you  both  an  interview :  if  you 
Be  ready,  the  church  and  priest  are. 

AuR.  Is  this,  sir. 
The  wealthy  merchant  f 


were  removed  from  the  Bar-table  unto  a  table  called,  The 
AuncieDtB  Table ;  "  And  it  is  no  disgrace,"  says  the  saoie 
author,  "  for  any  man  to  be  removed  hither  ;  for  by  reason 
of  the  excesnive  ohardge  of  reading$^  many  men  of  great 
learning  and  competent  practise,  as  well  as  others  of  less 
learning,  but  great  estates,  have  refused  to  Head,  and  are 
here  puced.**  To  relieve  the  gentlemen  who  undertook 
this  expensive  office,  it  seems  to  have  been  usual  to  call 
upon  tlie  students  for  their  assistance  ;  and  this  circum- 
stance is  alluded  to  in  the  text.  [The  Ancients*  Table  is 
the  same  as  the  Benchers*,  and  at  Gray's  Inn  the  Benchers 
are  still  called  Ancienti.^ 
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Ban.  Ma<lanh  ilih  \h  he 
That,  if  you'll  wear  the  price  of  liaroities. 
Or  live  at  Clt?oiiatra*«  rat-e,  can  keep  you. 

AUR.  Como  yon  a  suitor^  sir,  to  me  I 

Waee.  Yes, 'lady, 
I  did  employ  my  spciaker  there,  who  hath, 
I  hope,  informed  you  with  my  purpose. 

Auii,  Surely 
Your  speaker  then  bath  err'd  ;  1  undoffttood 
Him  for  my  woman  :  if  you  ran  like  her,  sir. 
It  l^eiug,  for  auglit  I  hear,  all  one  to  yoti, 
I've  wooM  her  for  you,    But,  for  myself,  could 

you 

Endow  me  with  the  Btream  that  ebbs  and  flows 
In  waves  of  golJ,  I  liojje  you  do  not  thiuk 
rd  so  much  stain  my  birth,  as  to  he  bought 
To  match  iuto  a  comjvany.    Sir,  plainly, 
Vm  luatch'd  aliraJy* 

Wake,  BanuBwrightj  did  not  you 
Tell  me  sheM  have  me  ? 

Ban,  Faith,  sir,  1  have  ears 
That  might  deceive  me  ;  but  I  did  dream  waking, 
If  she  were  not  the  party*    Madam^  pray  you. 
One  word  in  private. 

AUR,  ril  prevent  you.    Tis  true, 
My  brother  laid  the  iceue  for  me  ;  but  since 
We've  changd  the  plot,  and  'tis  contriv'd  my 
woman 

Shall  undertake  my  part  [Amit.] 

Ban,  I  am  instructed 
I  was  mistaken,  air ;  indeotl  the  lady 
SjKike  to  me  for  her  gentlewoman.  How 
Do  you  affect  her,  sir  ?  ytm  see  she  is 
As  handsome  as  her  lady  ;  and,  her  birth 
Kot  being  so  high,  she  will  more  size  with  you* 

Ware.  I  say,  I  like  lier  best.    Her  lady  has 
Too  much  great  bouse  in  her 
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Ban.  'Tis  right ;  this  you 
May  govern  as  you  list.    FU  motioii't.  Lmiy, 
Pray,  pardon  our  mistako ;  indeed  our  errand 
Was  ctiiefly  to  your  gentlewoman. 

AuR.  Sir, 

She's  one,  whose  fortune  I  so  much  intend ; 
And  youi-s,  sir,  are  so  fair  that,  though  there  Ixj 
Much  <lisproportion  in  your  age,  yet  1 
Will  overrule  her,  and  she  shall  refer 
Herself  to  be  disposed  by  me. 

Wark.  You  much  oblige  me,  madam* 

AUR.  Dorcas,  this  is  the  merchant 
I  have  provided  for  you  :  he  is  old. 
But  he  has  that  will  make  him  young,  much  gold. 

Dor.  Madam,  but  that  I  should  offend  against 
Your  care,  as  well  as  my  preferment,  Vd 
Have  more  experience  of  the  roan  I  mean 
To  make  my  husband.    At  first  sight  to  marry, 
Must  argue  me  of  lightness. 

AuR.  Princes,  Dorcas, 
Do  woo  by  pictures  and  ambassadors, 
And  match  m  absent  ceremonies. 

Dor.  But 
You  look  for  some  great  portion,  sir  1 

Ware.  Fair  mistress, 
Your  virtues  are  to  me  a  wealthy  dowry  ; 
And  if  you  love  me^  1  shall  think  you  bring 
More  than  the  Indies. 

Dor.  But,  sir,  't  may  be, 
You'll  be  against  my  course  of  life.    1  love 
Retirement,  must  have  times  for  my  devotion, 
Am  little  us'd  to  company,  and  hate 
The  vanity  of  visits. 

Ware.  This  makes  me 
Love  you  the  more. 

Dor.  Then  I  shall  never  trust  you 
To  go  to  sea,  and  leave  mc  :  I  shall  dream 


Of  nouglit  hut  stcriue  and  pirates  ;  every  wttitl 
Will  break  my  sleep. 

Wabk»  ril  stay  at  home. 

Dor,  Sir,  there 
Is  out!  thing  more  :  I  hear  you  liave  a  nephew 
You  mean  to  make  your  heir;  I  hope  you  will 
Settle  some  jointure  on  me. 

Waeh  He'i  so  lost 
In  my  intents  that,  to  revenge  myself, 
I  take  this  course.    But,  to  remove  your  doubts, 
I've  brought  my  lawyt^r  with  blank  deeds ; 
He  shall  put  in  your  name ;  and  1,  before 
We  go  to  church,  will  seal  'em- 

Dor.  On  theee  terms. 
Where  h  your  priest,  air  I 

Ware*  He  exf>ecte  me  at 
The  French  Church,  mistress, 

AUR.  Como,  when  you  liavc  seaFd,  sir : 
rii  bear  a  part  in  the  solemnity.  [B^Eeuui, 


ACT  V„  SCENE  1, 

PliOTWELL,  AUHELtA,  BRIGHT,  NEWOUT,  QUART- 
FIKLD^  EOSKCLAP,  two  FoOTMEN,  OYPHKH. 

Plot.  Well,  sister,  by  thin  liaud.  I  was  afraid 
You  had  marr'd  all ;  but  I  am  content 
You  have  outreach'd  me.    If  she  do  act  it  well 
now, 

By  Jove,  Til  have  her* 

AuR,  She  liatlk  studied  all 
iler  eues  already. 

Plot.  Gentlemen,  liow  do 
y*ju  like  the  projt^ct  1 

BrigH'I\  Thi^irii  v^ixb  dull  and  cold, 
CompRTAl  to  ours. 
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New.  Some  poet  will  steal  from  us, 
And  brinj^t  into  a  comedy. 

Quart.  The  jest 
Will  more  inspire  than  sack. 

Plot.  I  have  got  Cypher 
Over  to  oar  side  too :  he  has  been  up  and  dovirn 
To  invite  guests  to  th'  wedding. 


How  now,  Salewit,  are  they  gone  home  1 
Sale.  Tes,  faith,  for  better  for  worse. 
Tve  read  a  fiction  out  of  Rab'lais  to  'em 


There  came  a  christening. 

Plot.  And  didst  thou  baptize 
Out  of  thy  Rab'lais  too  ? 

Sale.  No,  faith  ;  I  left  'em 
In  expectation  of  their  pastor. 

Bright.  Newcut, 
Who  does  he  look  litcc  in  that  dress  1 

New.  Hum  !  why  . 
Like  a  Gkneva  weaver  in  black,  who  left  ^ 
The  loom,  and  enter'd  into  th'  ministry' 
For  conscience'  sake. 

Plot.  Well,  gentlemen,  you  all 
Do  know  your  jmrts :  you,  Captain  and  Banns- 
wright, 

Go,  get  your  properties.    For  you  two,  these 


»  Dr  Warburton  observes  (note  to  '*  Henry  IV.,"  Part  L, 
act  ii.  sc.  4)  that  in  the  persecutions  of  the  Protestants 
in  Flanders  under  Philip  II.  those  who  came  over  into 
England  on  that  occasion  brought  with  them  the  woollen 
manufactory.  These  being  Calvinists  were  joined  by  those 
of  the  same  pcrsuasicu  frum  other  countries,  and  amongst 
the  rest  from  Geneva. 


Enter  Salewit  like  a  Curate. 


Two  mules  shall  carry  you  in  greaU^r  state 
And  more  eaae  than  the  fistula.    You,  sister, 
We'll  leave  uuto  yotir  knight,  to  come  anon, 
Roseclap  and  I  will  thither  stmighL    You,  Cypher, 
Know  what  you  have  to  do. 

Sale,  And  as  for  me, 
l*m  an  invited  guest,  and  am  to  blesa 
The  venison  in  French^  or  in  a  grace 
Of  broken  English- 

QuAKT.  Before  we  do  divide 
Our  army,  let  us  dip  our  rosemaries  * 
In  one  rich  bowl  of  sack  to  this  brave  girl. 
And  to  thw  gentlenmn  that  was  my  fish. 

All,  Agreed,  agreed. 

Plot.  Captain,  you  shall  dip  first  [M^nL 


SCENE  It 

Wahehouse,  DoiiCAiy, 

Ware.  My  dearest  Dorcas,  welcome.    Here  you 
see 

The  house  you  must  be  mistress  of,  which  with 
This  kiss  I  do  confirm  unto  you. 
Dor.  Forbear,  sir. 

Ware,  How  \  wife,  refuse  to  kiss  me  I 
Dor,  Tea,  unless 
A  Evi^eeter  air  came  from  you ;  y'  have  turned  my 
stomach, 

I  wouder  you  can  bo  so  rude  to  ask  me, 
Knowing  your  lungs  are  perished. 


^  Jlf^icmary  wai  uncieivtly  atippoe*d  to  Btren^ben  the 
triemory,  wne  tberefom  distributed  &i  iimmagcs  md 
funerals.    Se«  n  not*  on  "  Hflm!cV*3C'        ''^Ht,  1778, 
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Ware.  This  is  rare, 
That  I  should  live  to  this  great  age,  aud  Dover 
Till  now  know  I  was  rotten  ! 

Dor.  I  shall  never 
Eadure  your  conversation :  I  hope  you  have 
Gontriv'd  two  beds,  two  chambers,  and  two 
tobies. 

It  is  an  article,  that  I  should  live 
Betir'd — ^that  is,  apart. 

Ware.  But  pray  you,  wife,  are  you  in  earnest  ? 

Dor.  D'you  think  1*11  jest  with  age  ? 

Ware.  Will  you  not  lie  with  me,  then  1 

Dor.  Did  ever  man 
Of  your  hairs  ask  such  questions  1    I  do  blush 
At  your  unreasonableness. 

Ware.  Nay,  then  

Dor.  Is't  fit  I  should  be  buried  ) 

Ware  I  reach  you  not 

Dor.  Why,  to  lie  with  you  were  a  direct  emblem 
Of  going  to  my  grave. 
Ware,  I  understand  you. 
Dor.  I'll  have  your  picture  set  in  my  wedding- 
ring 

For  a  Death's  head. 
Ware.  I  do  conceive  you. 
Dor.  I'd 

Bather  lie  with  an  ancient  tomb,  or  embrace 
An  ancestor  than  you.    D'you  think  I'll  come 
Between  your  winding-sheets  1   For  what?  To 
hear  you 

Depart  all  night,  and  fetch  your  last  groan  ;  and 
I'  tV  morning  find  a  deluge  on  the  fioor ; 
Your  entrails  floating,  and  half  my  husband  spit 
Upon  the  arras. 

WARE  I  am  married  

Dor.  Then, 
For  your  abilities,  should  twelve  good  women 
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Sit  on  the€€  reverend  locks,  and  on  your  hvMl 
And  natural  apiK^tiltv  they  woulil  just  find  you 
As  youthful  m  a  coffin,  and  as  hot 
As  the  snltry  winter  that  froze  o*er  the  Thames — 
They  say  the  hanl  time  did  bo^^dn  from  you. 
Ware.  Good,  I  am  maile  the  cone  of  water- 
men. 

Dor.  Your  humours  come  frost  from  you,  md 
your  nose 
Hatb  icicles  in  Juna 

Waue.  Assist  me,  patienca  i 
Why,  hear  you,  mistress — you  that  have  a  revar 
And  dog-4ay8  in  your  blood — if  you  knew  thia, 
Why  did  you  marrj^  me  I 

lioH.  Ha,  ha,  Im  ! 

Ware.  She  laughs. 

Dor*  That  your  ex[>erieiic'd  age,^  that  hath 
felt  springs 
And  falls  this  forty  years,  should  be  so  dull 
To  think  I  have  not  them  that  sliall  supply 
Your  cold  defects ! 

Ware,  You  hnvo  your  servants,  then. 
And  I  am  forkM  I  hum  ! 

Doa  Do  you  tliink 
A  woman  young,  high  in  her  blood  

Wake,  And  hot 
As  goats  or  marmosites  

Dor.  Apt  to  tako  dame  at 
Every  temptation- — 

Wark  And  to  kindle  at 
The  picture  of  a  man  

Dor.  Would  wed  dust,  ashea^ 

A  monument,  unless  she  were 

Waue.  Crack'd,  tried,  and  brokt*u  upT 

Don.  Right,  sir,  or  lacked  a  cloak  t 


*  [Old  copiet,  a€h.] 
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Wars.  Mischief  and  hell !  and  was  there  none 
to  make 
Your  cloak  but  1 1 

Dor.  Not  so  well-lin'd ! 

Wars.  O^jou 
Staj^dibr  a  ireMiy  cuckold ;  your  tame  beast 
Must  have  his  gilded  horns  ? 

Dor.  Yes,  sir;  besides, 
Your  age  being  impotent,  you  would,  I  knew, 
In  conscience  wink  at  my  stol'n  helps,  if  I 
Took  comfort  from  abroad 

Ware.  Yes,  yes ;  yes,  yes  ! 
You  shall  be  comforted  :  I  will  maintain 
A  stallion  for  you. 

Dor.  I  will  have  friends  come  to  mo. 
So  you'll  conceal  

W  ARB.  Alas  I  ni  be  your  pander ; 
Deliver  letters  for  you,  and  keep  the  door. 

Dor.  I'll  have  a  womim  shall  do  that. 

Ware.  0  impudence ! 
Unheard-of  impudence ! 

Dor.  Then,  sir,  I'll  look 
Your  coffers  shall  maintain  mc  at  my  rate. 

Ware.  How's  that  t 

Dor.  Why,  like  a  lady ;  for  I  do  mean 
To  have  you  knighted. 

Ware.  I  shall  rise  to  honour. 

Dor.  D*you  think  Til  have  your  factor  move 
before  me, 
Like  a  device  stirr'd  by  a  wire,  or  like 
Some  grave  clock  wound  up  to  a  regular  pace? 

WARE.No,you  shall  haveyouru8her,dame,tostalk 
Before  you,  like  a  buskin'd  prologue,^  in 
A  stately,  high,  majestic  motion,  bare. 


^  The  stately  stop  and  potnpouri  mnnner,  used  by  tho  pro- 
logiic-Bpeakers  of  the  times,  are  still  retained  in  deliveriDg 
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Dor.  I  ilo  fXjiect  it :  yes,  sir,  aiul  rny  conchy 
Six  horses  and  postinioii ;  four  ai'f^  fit 
For  them  that  havtj  a  charge  of  children  :  you 
Ami  I  shail  never  have  any. 

Ware,  If  wo  havf^. 
All  Middlesex  is  father 

Dor,  Then  I  II  have 
My  ftiotmaii  to  run  by  me  when  I  visit, 
Or  Uike  the  air  sometimes  in  Hyde  Park. 

Ware,  You, 
Besides  being  chaste,  are  gooil  at  rooefi  too  : 
You  can  be  a  jockey  for  a  need  ? 

Dor,  Y*  are  plea^nt,  sir. 

Ware,  Why,  hark  you,  hark  yoit^  mistress ;  you 
told  mo 

You  lov'd  retirement,  loved  not  visits,  and  bar- 
gained 

I  shonld  not  carry  you  abroad^ 

Dor,  You  !  no. 
li't  fit  I  fibould  be  seen  at  court  with  yon  t 
Such  an  odd  sight  aj%  you  wonkl  make  the  ladieij 
Have  melancholy  tboii^lits. 

Ware,  You  1)ound  me,  too, 
I  shonld  not  go  to  sea :  you  lov'd  me  6o, 
You  could  not  be  without  me. 

Dor.  Not  if  you  stayM 
Above  a  year  ;  for  should  I,  in  a  long  voyage, 
Prove  fniitful,  I  should  want  a  father  to 
The  infant 

Ware,  Most  politicly  kind, 
And,  like  a  whore,  perfect  i'  th'  mystery ! 
It  18  beyond  my  sofferance. 


Uiv  Uw  liucsa  uBcd  ei»  a  |iruktg\i6  in  "  Il«apl«t»'*  Tbcw  pair* 
ti^iiUi  Uii'ii  ^ttm  tu  liftv  t*  been  dcKvcrod  irwIitionAlly  to  the 

o«iiiurjrt 
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IX)R.  Pray,  sir,  vex  [not]  : 
ril  in  and  see  your  jewels,  and  make  choice 
Of  some  for  every  day,  and  some  to  wear 
At  masques.  [Exit, 

Ware.  Tis  very  good.   Two  days 
Of  this  I  shall  grow  mad  ;  or,  to  redeem 
Myself,  commit  some  outrage.    O — O — O  ! 


SCENE  III. 
EnUr  Plotwell  and  ROSECLAP. 

Plot.  Sir,  I  am  sorry  such  a  light  offence 
Should  make  such  deep  impressions  in  you  :  but 
that 

Wliich  more  afflicts  me  than  the  loss  of  my 
Great  hopes,  is  that  y'  are  likely  to  ])e  abused, 
sir ; 

Strangely  abused,  sir,  by  one  Bannswright.  I  hear 
You  are  to  marry  

Ware.  Did  you  hear  so  ? 

Plot.  Madam  Aurelia's  woman. 

Ware.  What  of  her,  sir  ? 

Plot.  Why,  sir,  I  thought  it  duty  to  inform 
you, 

That  you  would  l)etter  match  a  niinM  bawd  ; 
One  ten  times  cured  by  sweating  and  the  tub,^ 
Or  pain'd  now  with  her  fiftieth  ache,  whom  not 
The  pow'r  of  usquebaugh,  or  heat  of  fevers 
Quickens  enough  to  wish  ;  one  of  such  looks, 
The  judges  of  assize,  without  more  proof. 
Suspect,  arraign,  and  burn  for  witchcraft. 
Ware.  Why,  pray  ] 


*  See  a  note  on  *'  Tiinon  of  Atlieni*,"  edit.  1778,  viii.  409. 
— Stierens. 
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Fun.  F<ir  ^  hmm         aU  mmimi, 

KaovB  Uni  io  be--— - 
Wasx.  Animal  wbml 
Bon  I  M 

Done  {ic3UB»  tkiiec 

Waul  Haw  mf  ytm^pmaueet 

Ejoss.        ar,  and  ikmli  bive  «Ar%l  

Wau  Ontii«  JmiqU  akr  «oi  t 
Bon.  He  ■ndhil  lad  Iwr,  or 
WjiU  Is«nl,In«ttt! 

Are  tefc  h«r  qnsto^  nt :  •belmM  tsnrtt 
fitai  wist  she  int  oS»lt  for. 

Look  do  wn  upon  me  ! 

PlOT.  Na  J,  sir,  wUdi  m  mm^ 
8fe  ba»  time  diiMita  liTing ;  l»  had  ftv. 

Wau  How  !  diOdrea  !   Childrai,  mj  jm  I 

PuiT,  Aak  h»,<ir* 
One  bf  A  FrcneiiitiAii. 

KOOL  Anoth^bfrnDttteli. 

PtOT*  A  third  hy  a  MooTt  sr;  botn  of  twa 
ooloiR% 
Jipit  Ulce  A  Mfwit's  man, 

Wabs.  Wb j,  siie  hm  known,  thm^ 
AH  tofl^nn  aimI  nationi  t 

Bosk.  Bhe  has  been  Um  with  tether 
ThAn  ever  Coriat  travdrd,       hdn  In 
B/  two  parts  of  Uie  map,  Aftie  and  Enfofi^^ 
Aj  tf  the  slate  mamtaiiiM  her  to  allaj 
Tbn  beat  of  {bragn^n, 

Wa&e.  O,  O,  O,  O  i 

PuiT.  What  ail  yo^t  nrl 
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Ware.  O  nephew,  I  am  not  well,  I  am  not  well ! 

Plot.  1  hope  you  arc  not  married  1 

Ware.  It  is  too  true. 

Rose.  Grod  help  you,  then  ! 

Ware.  Amen.    Nephew,  forgive  mo. 

Boss.  Alas  !  good  gentleman  I 

Plot.  Would  you  trust  Bannswright,  sir  1 

Ware.  Nephew,  in  hell 
There's  not  a  torment  for  him.    O  that  I  could 
But  see  that  cheating  rogue  upon  the  rack  now  ! 
I'd  give  a  thousand  pound  for  every  stretch, 
That  should  enlarge  the  rogue  through  all  his 
joints, 

And  but  just  show  him  hell,  and  then  recall 
His  broken  soul,  and  give  him  strength  to  suffer 
His  torture  often.    I  would  have  the  rascal 
Think  hanging  a  relief,  and  be  as  long 
A-dying  as  a  chopp'd  eel,  that  the  devil 
Might  have  his  soul  by  pieces.    Who's  here  ?  a 
sailor  1 


SCENE  IV. 
Entei'  Cypher,  like  a  mihr. 

Cyph.  Arc  you,  sir.  Warehouse  the  rich  mer- 
chant ? 

Ware.  Sir,  my  name  is  Warehouse. 
Cyph.  Then  you  are  not,  sir. 
So  rich  by  two  ships  as  you  were. 
Ware.  How  mean  you  1 
Cyph.  Your  two  ships,  sir,  that  were  now  coming 
home 

From  Ormus,  are  both  cast  away  :  the  wreck 

And  burden  on  the  place  was  valued  at 

Some  forty  thousand  pound.    All  tlie  men  ])eri8h'd 
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Ijy  tir  vkilf^iice  i*t  tlie  storm  :  only  myss!U 
rr<wn'*d  my  life  by  swimming,  till  a  ship 
Of  Bristol  took  me  u}>,  aud  brought  me  home 
To  Ije  tho  ^ad  rpporten 

Ware.  Was  nothing  sav*d  ? 

CvPH.  Two  email  casks ;  one  of  blue  figs,  the 
other 

Of  pickled  mushrooms,  which  serv'd  me  for  blad- 
ders, 

And  kept  me  up  from  sinking.  Twas  a  storm 
Which,  sir,  I  will  descriW  to  you.  The  winds 
Rose  of  a  sudden  with  that  tempestuous  force^  

Warel  ftythee,  no  more,  Vve  beard  too  much. 
Would  I 
Had  l>een  i'  th*  tempest. 

Cyth,  Good  your  worship,  f^ve 
A  poor  seafaring  man  your  charity 
To  carry  me  back  again*    I'm  come  above 
A  lutndred  mile  to  tell  you  tlm 

Ware.  Go  in, 
And  li  t  my  factor^  if  he  be  come  in. 
Reward  thee  :  stay  and  sup,  too. 

Cyph,  Thank  your  worship.      [Ejdt  Cypher. 

Ware.  Why  should  I  not  now  bang  mvselff 
Or,  if 

It  be  a  fate  that  will  more  hide  itself. 
And  keep  me  from  discredit,  tie  some  weight  . 
Aliont  my  neck  to  sink  me  to  the  bottom 
0'  th*  Thames,  not  to  be  found,  [and  so]  to  keep 
my  body 

From  rising  up  and  telling  talea    Two  wrecksj 
And  both  worth  forty  thousand  pound  there ! 
Why, 

That  landed  here  were  wortli  an  liandred.  I 
Will  drtiwn  myself,    I  notliiug  have  to  do 
Now  in  this  world  but  drown  my  self, 
PuiT,  Fit*!  tlK',^L> 
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Are  ile?perato  resolutions.    Take  lieait,  sir  , 
There  may  be  ways  yvi  to  relieve  you. 
Ware.  How? 

Plot.  Why,  for  your  lost  ships,  say,  sir,  I  shouM 
bring 

Two  o'  th'  Assurance  Office  that  should  warrant 
Their  safe  return?    'Tis  not  kno^ini-  yet:  wouM 
you 

Give  three  parts  to  secure  the  fourth  ? 

Ware.  I'd  give  ten  to  secure  one. 

Plot.  Well,  sir,  and  for  your  wife, 
Say  I  should  prove  it  were  no  lawful  match 
And  thfit  she  is  another  man's — youM  tnki« 
The  piece  of  8er\'^ico  well  ] 

AVare.  Yes,  and  repent 
That  when  I  had  so  good  an  heir  Iwgot 
Unto  my  hand,  I  was  so  rash  to  aim 
At  one  of  my  own  dotage. 

Plot.  Say  no  more,  sir ; 
But  keep  the  sailor,  that  he  stir  not.  AA'e'll 
About  it  straight. 

[Bxatnt  PlX)TWELL  atld  liOSECIJVP. 

Ware.  How  much  I  was  deceiv'd 
To  think  ill  of  my  nephew,  in  whose  revenge 
I  see  the  heavens  frown  on  mo  !    Seas  and  winds 
Swell  and  rage  for  him  against  me ;  but  I  will 
Appease  their  furies,  and  be  reconciled. 


SCENE  V. 

[Manet  WAREHOUSE.]  Enler  Seathrift,  MISTRESS 
Seathrii-t,  Mistress  Holland,  Mistress 
Scruple. 


Mis.  Sea.  Much  joy  to  you,  sir ;  you  have  made 

quick  despatch. 
vol.  xih.  u 
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I  like  a  man  that  ran  lore,  woo,  anJ  wt^d. 
All  in  an  hour.    My  husband  yi^m  so  long 
A -getting  me  :  so  mmj  friemk*  ronsent^i 
Were  to  l)e  afik'tl,  that  when  m  o  came  tti  f*httrch, 
Twas  not  a  marnag**,  but  our  times  were  out, 
Anrl  we  were  there  made  free  of  one  aDothrr, 
Mis.   llou  1  looVJ  to  find  you  ulietl,  find  a 

young  sheriff 
Begot  by  this.    My  husband,  when  1  came 
From  churchf  by  this  time  had  his  caudle  :  t 
Had  not  a  garter  left,  uor  he  a  jwint 

Mis,  Scb.  Surely,  all  that  my  hitebsnd  did  tJie 

first 

Night  we  were  married,  wm  to  call  for  one 
Of  his  wrought  cajjs  more  to  allay  his  rheum. 

Mis.  Hoi*  We  hear  y'  have  matched  a  conrtier, 
sir  :  a  gallant : 
One  that  can  spring  fire  in  your  blood,  and  dart 
Fresh  flames  into  you, 

Mrs.  Sea.  Sir,  yott  are  not  merry  : 
Sfethinks  you  do  not  look  as  you  wt^re  married. 

Mis,  Hol,  Ym  rather  look  as  you  had  lost  your 
love. 

Mis.  ScR.  Or  else,  as  if  your  spouse,  sir,  Imd 

rebuk'd  you. 
Sea,  How  is  it,  drt   You  see  I  have  hroiiglit 

along 

My  fiddlers  with  me;  my  wife  and  Mistress  Hol- 
land 

Are  good  wind-instruments,    Tis  enough  for  me 
To  put  on  padness. 

Ware.  You^  sir,  have  no  cause, 

Sea.  Not  I  !    Ask  Mistress  Sciuple.    1  Imve 
lojt 

My  daujiliter,  sir:  she's  stolen.    Then,  sir,  I  hjive 
A  spendthrift  to  my  son. 
WAKE.  These  are  felicities 
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Compar'd  to  me.    You  have  not  match 'd  a  whore, 
sir, 

Xor  lost  two  ships  at  sea. 
Sea.  Nor  you,  I  hope  I 

Ware.  Truth  is,  you  are  my  friends ;  1  am 
abus'd, 

Grossly  fet<;h'd  over.    I  have  match'd  a  stew, 
The  notedst  woman  o'  th'  town. 

Mis  Sea.  Indeed,  I  heard 
She  was  a  chambermaitl. 

Mis.  Hol.  And  they  by  their  place 
Do  wait  upon  the  lady,  but  belong 
Unto  the  lord. 

Sea.  But  is  this  true  ? 

Ware.  Here  was 
My  nephew  just  now,  and  one  Koseclap,  who  tell 
me 

She  has  three  children  living  ;  one  dapple-grey, 
Half  Moor,  half  English  :  knows  as  many  men 
As  she  that  sinned  by  th'  calendar,,  and  divided 
The  nights  o*  th*  year  with  several  men. 

Sea.  Bless  me,  goodness  ! 

Ware.  Then,  like  a  man  condemned  to  all  mis- 
fortunes, 
I  have  estated  her  in  all  I  have. 

Sea.  How! 

Ware.  Under  hand  and  seal,  sir,  irrecoverably. 


SCENE  VI. 
Enter  Salewit. 

Mis.  Hol,  Look,  Mistress  Scruple,  here's  your 
husband. 

Sale.  Be  the  leave  of  the  fair  com|)an^. 
Mis.  Scr.  My  husband ! 
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Hifl  cold  keeps  him  at  home.    Surely  I  take 
This  to  1x5  some  Dutch  elder. 

Sale.  Where  is 
The  breed  an  breedgroomi    O  monsieur,  I'm 
com't 

To  give  you  zhoy,  and  bless  your  cap6n ;  where 
Is  your  fair  breed  I 

Ware.  O  Monsieur,  you  have  join'd  me 
To  a  chaste  virgin.    Would,  when  I  came  to  yon, 
Y'  had  used  your  ceremonies  about  my  funeral. 

Sale.  Fooneral )    Is  your  breed  dead  ? 

Ware.  Would  she  were, 
I'd  double  your  fee.  Monsieur,  to  bury  her. 

Sale.  £e  can  but  leetle  English. 

Ware.  No,  I  see  you  are  but  new  come  over. 

Sale.  Dover !   Tere  Ee  landed. 

Ware.  Ay,  sir,  pray  walk  in  ;  that  door 
Will  land  you  in  my  dining^^room. 

Sale.  Ee  tank  you.  [Exit. 

Ware.  This  is  the  priest  that  married  us. 

Sea.  This  is  a  Frenchman,  is't  not  1 

Ware.  Twas  at  the  French  church. 


SCENE  VII. 

Enter  two  FoOTMEN,  hearing  the  frame  of  a  great 
picture.    Curtains  drawn. 

1st  Foot.  Set  'em  down  gently ;  so. 

2d  Foot.  They  make  me  sweat. 
Pictures,  quoth  you;  'slight,  they  have  weight 

enough 
To  be  the  parties. 

1st  Foot.  My  lady,  sir,  has  sent 
A  present  to  your  wife. 

Ware.  What  lady,  pray  ? 
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1st  Foot.  Madam  Aurelia,  sir. 

Ware.  0!  

2d  Foot.  Sir,  they  are 
A  ]>race  of  pictures,  with  which  my  lady  prays 
8hc  will  adoni  her  chamber. 

Ware.  Male  pictures,  pray, 
Or  female  ? 

1st  Foot.  Why  d'you  aski 
Ware.  Because,  methinks, 
It  should  be  Mars  and  Venus  in  a  net ; 
Aretine*s  postures,^  or  a  naked  nymph 
Lying  asleep,  and  some  lascivious  satyr 
Taking  her  lineaments.    These  are  pictures  which 
l)(;light  my  wife. 


Mis.  Hol.  Lord,  how  llong  to  see  'em  !    I  have 
at  home 
The  finest  ravish'd  Lucrece. 

Mis.  Scr.  So  have  I 
The  finest  fall  of  Babylon !    There  is 
A  fat  monk  spewing  churches,  save  your  presence. 
Mis.  Hol.  Pray,  will  you  open  'em  1 
1st  Foot.  My  lady  charged  us 
None  should  have  sight  of  *em,  sir,  but  your  wife. 
Ware.  Because  you  make  so  dainty,  I  will  see 


[Draws  the  cuj^ain  /  within  are  discovered 
Bright  and  Newcxtt. 
2d  Foot.  'Tis  out  of  our  commission. 
Ware.  But  not  of  mine.    Hell  and  damnation  I 
1st  Foot.  How  do  you  like  'em,  sir? 
Mis.  Hol.  Look,  they  are  pictured  in  their 

clothes ! 


^  Sec  [Randolph's  Works,  by  Hazlitt,  i.  209.]  Arotinc's 
pictures,  there  mentioned,  were  in  fact  Arctine's  pictures  of 

po.jturcs  here  alkulcd  in.— Collier. 


2d  Foot.  These 


'em. 
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UOL  Su.  Th^  fittv  im. 

30  FqoE  Sir,  Uief  sredmn  to  Itfp ;  m  migtrr'ii 

Wail  to  'Mp  1  Mm  jHML 

pMiden*  mwmd  mj  hamm !    O  dfiTil !  aze  yMt 

B&IGRT*  Sir,  jom  are  rode,  ttDdrfl, 
And  wDciJd  be  beatao. 

New.  We  Gumol  eome  in  pimto 
bitmic«  to  yovr  wife,  but  jnoo  sHiifr  be 
loqaiflitim  tluak  God        m  jmt  own 

The  place  protocts  joil 

BEiGBT.  If  sBcli  mn  iaaolenee 
Scape  mmvcog^d,  henoeinth  no  ladiet  iliall 
Have  secret  aer?miita^ 

Kew.  Here  sbe  comes  ;  we'U  aak 
If  she  gave  you  commksioQ  to  be  90  bold. 

Waar,  Why  this  ia  hr  beyond  example  fa», 
Xow  I  ooiioei?e  what  k  Platonic  love  : 
Tis  to  have  men,  like  picture,  bfoi^bl  disguised, 
To  cwekold  us  with  yirtue.  [flejf  wkitp<r. 


SCENE  VUL 

Dob.  He  would  not  offer't,  would  he  I 

Bright*  We  have  been 
In  danger  to  be  searched  :  hereafW  w« 
Must  first  be  queation'd  by  an  officer, 
And  bring  it  under  hands  we  are  no  men. 
Or  have  nought  dangerous  about  us,  before 
We  ahall  obtain  access. 

NkW.  We  do  ejcpect 
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In  time  your  husband,  to  preserve  you  chiiste, 
Should  keep  you  with  a  guard  of  eunuchs,  or 
Confine  you,  like  Italians,  to  a  room 
Where  no  male  beast  is  pictur'd,  lest  the  sight 
Of  aught  that  can  beget  should  stir  desires. 

Dor.  I  mar*l,  sir,  who  did  license  you  to  pry. 
Or  spy  out  any  friends  that  come  to  me ; 
It  shows  an  unbred  curiosity,  ^ 
Which  I'll  correct  hereafter.    You  will  dare 
To  break  up  letters  shortly,  and  examine 
My  tailor,  lest,  when  he  brings  home  my  gown, 
There  be  a  man  in't.    Til  have  whom  I  list. 
In  what  disguise  I  list,  and  when  I  list, 
And  not  have  your  sour  eyes  so  saucy  to  peep, 
As  if  you,  by  prevention,  meant  to  kill 
A  basilisk. 

Ware.  Mistress,  do  what  you  list, 
Send  for  your  couch  out,  lie  with  your  gallants 
there 

Before  us  all :  or,  if  you  have  a  mind 
To  fellows  that  can  lift  weights,  I  can  call 
Two  footmen  too. 

Ska.  You  are  too  patient,  sir  : 
Send  for  the  marshal,  and  discharge  your  house. 

Mis.  Sea.  Truly  a  handsome  woman !  what 
pity  'tis 
She  is  not  honest. 

Mis.  Hol.  Two  proper  gentlemen,  too. 
Lord,  that  such  pictures  might  be  sent  to  me  ! 

SCENE  IX. 

Enitr  PlOTWELL  aiid   ROSBCLAP,    with  BaNNS- 
WRIGHT  aind  QUARTFIELD  dUguiud, 

Ware.  0  nephew,  welcome  to  my  ransom ! 
here 
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My  lioiiS4i  is  made  a  tmw  ercctiaii  »  <^allaiits 
Are  brought  iu  varied  t'onng.    Uml  1  not  look'd 
Uy  providcfiee  into  tliiit  fraino,  thciae  two 
Had  been  couvi^jM  for  rut^ht-incct^a  ami  loiidBkips 
Into  my  cliaete  bride's  cimmber.    Till  now,  she 
Look 

Ami  lot  lier^elf  out ;  now  she  will  be  abltJ 

Til  Hirt'  an<l  buy  offoiidura. 
I'l.OT*  I'll  i'ikse  you,  Hir  ; 

Wn  two  hiwa  made  a  full  discovery  of  lic^n 
KoSE,  Shc*s  married  to  another  niaii,  sir 
Wake*  Gomi   iiejihew,  tliou  art  niy  ble.m'<i 

\V  ho  are  theiie  two  ? 

l*LO'L  Two  that  will  secure  your  shipa* 
8ont  by  the  ortice.    Seal  you,  sir  :  th'  liave  brought 
Th'  a.ssuranco  with  'em. 

Ware.  Neiihew%  thou  were't  bom 
To  be  my  dear  prt^server* 

Plot,  It  is  duty,  sir, 
To  help  you  out  with  your  misfortunes.  Gentle- 
men* 

Produce  your  instninipnta,    Unele,  put  your  seal, 
And  write  your  name  here  ;  they  will  do  the  like 
To  the  other  parchment.    So,  now  deliver. 

I        sithscni^,  geal^  mid  iidivtr  inierrhangmld^. 
Ware.  1  do  deliver  this  as  my  act  and  deed. 
Ban. J  Quart.  Aud  we  tliis,  a*  our  aet  aud 
deed. 

Plot.  Pray,  gentlemen. 
Be  witness  here,    t^on  a  douluful  rumour 
Of  two  ahips  wrecked,  as  they  n'turn^tl  from  Ormua^ 
My  uncle  covenants  to  give  three  parts 
To  have  the  fourth  secuix^l    And  these  two  here, 
[SEATHRin\  RosECLAP,  Bright,  uml  New- 
cut  mf*»eril^  fin  wttH€S*eM. 
As  delegates  of  th*?  office,  undertake 
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At  that  rate  to  assure  them.    Uncle,  now 
Call  forth  the  sailor,  and  send  for  the  priest 
That  married  you. 

Enter  SALEWrr  and  CYPHER. 

Ware.  Look,  here  they  come. 

Plot.  First  then, 
Not  to  afflict  you  longer,  uncle ;  since 
We  now  are  quiet,  know  all  this  was  my  project. 

Ware.  How  ! 

Plot.  Your  two  ships  are  richly  landed  :  if 
You'll  not  believe  me,  here's  the  sailor  who, 

[Cypher  undisgtnscs. 
Transformed  to  Cypher,  can  tell  you. 

Cyph.  'Tis  very  true,  sir. 
1  hired  this  travelling  case  of  one  o'  th'  sailors 
That  came  in  one  of  'em  :  they  lie  at  Blackwall. 
Troth,  I  in  pity,  sir,  to  Master  Plotwell, 
Thought  it  my  duty  to  deceive  you. 

Ware.  Very  well,  sir ; 
What,  are  these  masquers  too  ? 

Plot.  Faith,  sir,  these  [Exit  Cypher. 

Can  change  their  forms  too.    They  are  two  friends, 

[Tfuy  nndisgmse. 
Worth  threescore  thousand  pounds,  sir,  to  my  use. 

Ware.  Bannswright  and  Captain  Quartfield  ! 

Quart.  Nay,  old  boy, 
Th*  hast  a  good  pennyworth  on't.     The  jest  is 

worth 
Three  parts  of  four. 

Ban.  Faith,  sir,  we  hope  you'll  pay 
Tonnage  and  poundage  into  th'  bargain. 

Ware.  0,  you  are  a  precious  rogue!  you  ha' 
preferred  mc 
To  a  chaste  Lucrcce,  sirrah  ! 

Ban.  Your  nephew,  sir, 
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Hilt  h  iiiarrieii  her  witii  M  bar  faults .    They  are 
New-conit!  from  dmrcli. 
Ware,  How  ; 

Plot.  Wonder  not,  sir  :  you 
Were  married  but  in  jest    T^raa  no  church-fonii» 
But  a  fine  legend  out  of  Rablais, 

Sale,  Tmth, 
This  reverend  weed  cast  off,  Fin  a  lay  poet, 

[  Sa  LE W I T  umiitif/n  tMcs. 
And  cannot  oiarryi  iiiiless't  be  in  a  jdny — 
In  tlie  fifth  aet  or  BO  ;  and  tluit's  almost 
Worn  out  of  fashion  too. 

Mis.  Sea,  These  are  the  two 
That  showM  my  eon.  ] 

Mia  Hou  Let's  have  our  money  back*  [AiUe.] 

Plot.  But,  uncle,  for  the  joiutum  you  have 
made  her 

I  hope  youll  not  retract.    That  and  three  parb? 
Of  your  two  ships,  besides  what  you  will  leave 
Us  at  your  death,  will  make  a  pretty  stock 
For  young  beginners. 

Ware.  Am  I  o*erreach'd  &o  finely  1 

Sea.  But  are  you  married ,  sir,  in  earnest  1 

Plot.  Troth 
We  have  not  been  abed  yet,  but  may  go, 
And  no  law  broken. 

Be  A.  Then  I  must  tell  you,  sir, 
have  wronged  me  ;  and  1  look  for  satisfactinn. 

Plot.  W^hyj  I  beseech  you,  sir  1 

Sea.  Sir,  were  not  you 
Be  troth  M  ouee  to  my  daugliter  t 

Mis,  Sea.  And  did  not  I 
And  Mistress  Holland  help  to  make  yon  sure  f 

Plot.  I  do  confess  it. 

Sea.  Bear  witnet^,  gentlemen,  he  doth  confess 
it. 

Plot,  I'll  swear  it  too,  air. 
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Sea.  Why, 
Then,  have  you  match'd  this  woman  < 

Plot.  ^Vhy!  because 
This  is  your  daughter,  sir.    Tm  hers  by  conquest 
For  this  day's  service. 

Sea.  Is't  possible  I  should 
Be  out  in  my  own  child  so  9 

Mis.  Ska.  I  told  you,  husband. 

Mis.  Scr.  Surely  my  spirit  gave  me  it  was  she  ; 
And  yet  to  see,  now  you  have  not  your  wire 
Nor  city  ruff  on,  Mistress  Sue,  how  these 
Clothes  do  beguile  !    In  truth,  I  took  you  for 
A  gentlewoman. 

Sea.  Here  be  rare  plots  indeed  ! 
Why,  how  now,  sir,  these  young  heads  have  out- 
gone us. 
Was  my  son  o'  th'  plot  too ) 

Plot.  Faith,  sir,  he 
Is  married  too.    I  did  strike  up  a  wedding 
Between  him  and  my  sister. 

EfUei'  Timothy  and  Aurelia. 

Look,  sir ! 

They  come  without  their  maidenheads.^ 

Sea.  Why,  this 
Is  better  stilL    Now,  sir,  you  might  have  ask*d 
Consent  of  parents. 

Tim.  Pray  forgive  me,  sir. 
It  thought  I  had  matched  a  lady,  but  she  proves  

Sea.  Much  better,  sir  :  I'd  chide  you  as  a  fish, 
But  that  your  choice  pleads  for  you. 


^  In  the  old  copies  the  name  of  Penelope  (i.t^  Aurelia)  U 
placed  before  thu  line,  but  it  seems  to  belong  to  Plotwell, 
and  to  be  a  continuation  of  what  he  has  just  before  said. — 
CoUier. 


'Vm,  Motlic^r,  pray 
Sal u  til  my  wifo,  nnd  tdl  mo  if  one  may  not 
Lie  with  licr  Lj|is  :  nay,  you  too,  Mistress  IIolLin<i, 
You  taught  her  to  make  ©liii'ts  and  boiie-lace  ;  she's 
Out  of  her  time  now, 

MiS,  HoL,  I  relexiao  hor,  sir* 

Ware.  I  took  your  sister  for  a  lady^  nephew* 

PiOT*  I  kept  her  like  one^  sir.    My  Tern  ph.- 


Went  to  maintain  the  title  out  of  hope 

To  gain  some  great  match  for  her ;  which  j'ou  see 

Is  come  to  pass. 

Ware.  Well,  Master  Seathrift, 
Tilings  are  just  fallen  out  as  wc  contrived  'em  : 
J  grieve  not  I'm  deceiv'd,    lielieve  me^  geiitlt^^meii, 
V  ou  all  did  your  \niYls  vv%41  ;  'twas  carried  ck^aidy  ; 
And  though  1  could  take  some  thin»,'s  ill  of  yf*u, 
Fair  mistress,  yet  'twas  plot,  and  1  forget  it. 
Let's  in  and  make  'em  portions. 

Sea.  Lead  the  way,  sir* 

Ban*  Pray  stay  a  little. 

Ware,  More  revelations  yet  1 

Ban.  1  all  this  while  have  stood  behind  the 
curtain. 

You  hav«  a  brother*  sir,  and  you  a  father* 
Plot,  If  he  do  live,  1  have. 
Ban.  He  in  his  time 
\\^^s  held  the  wealthiest  merchant  on  th'  Exchange. 
Ware.  Tis  true,  but  that  his  shipwrecks  broke 


Ban*  And 

The  debt  for  which  he  broke  I  hear  you  have 
Compounded, 

Sea.  I  am  paid  it* 

Ban.  Then  I  thank  you. 


scores 


him. 


THE  CITY-^IATCH. 


317 


Ban.  Son,  I  wish  you  joy. 

Plot.  0  my  blessed  stars  !  my  father  1 

Ban.  And  to  you,  fair  mistress, 
Let  it  not  breed  repentance  that  I  have, 
For  my  security,  to  'scape  your  father, 
Awhile  descended  from  myself  to  this 
Unworthy  shape.    Now  I  can  cast  it  off, 
And  be  my  true  self.    I  have  a  ship  which  fame 
Gave  out  for  lost,  but  just  now  landed  too, 
Worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  towards  your 
match. 

Sea.  Better  and  better  still. 

Ware.  Well,  what  was  wanting 
Unto  our  joys,  and  made  these  nuptials 
Imperfect,  brother,  you  by  your  discovery 
Have  fully  added. 

Entei*  Cypher. 

Cyp.  Sir,  the  two  sheriffs  are 
Within,  and  have  both  brought  their  wives. 

Ware.  The  feast 
Intended  for  my  wedding  shall  be  yours. 

To  which  I  add — Mat/  you  so  love  to  say, 
WIkti  old,  yo^ir  time  was  bid  one  marriage-day. 
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The  author  was  deceived  ;  for,  should  the  parts 
And  play  which  you  have  seen  plead  rules  and 
arts. 

Such  as  strict  critics  write  by,  who  refuse 
T'  allow  the  buskin  to  the  Comic  Muse ; 
Whose  region  is  the  people,  every  strain 
Of  royalty  being  tragic,  though  none  slain  ; 
He'd  now,  Great  Sir,  hold  all  his  rules  untrue, 
And  think  his  best  rules  are  the  Queen  and  Yon. 
He  should  have  searched  the  stories  of  each  age. 
And  brought  five  acts  of  princes  on  the  stage ; 
He  should  have  taken  measure,  and  rais'd  sport 


And  should  have  made  his  argument  to  be 
Fully  as  high  and  great  as  they  that  see. 
Here,  he  confesseth,  you  did  nothing  meet, 
But  what  was  first  a  comedy  i'  th'  street : 
Cheapside  brought  into  verse ;  no  passage  strange 
To  any  here  that  hath  been  at  th'  Exchange. 
Yet  he  hopes  none  doth  value  it  so  low. 
As  to  compare  it  with  my  Lord  Mayor's  Show. 
'Tis  so  unlike  that  some,  he  fears,  did  sit. 
Who,  missing  pageants,  did  o'ersee  the  wit. 
Since  then  his  scene  no  pomp  or  highness  boasts, 
And  low  things  grac'd  show  princes  princes  most. 
Your  royal  smiles  will  raise't,  and  make  him  say, 
He  only  wrote,  your  liking  made,  the  play. 


From 


bright  and  glorious  as  your  court, 
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Once  raort^  the  Author,  ere  you  rise,  duth  sa}'. 
Though  he  have  ^niblic  warrant  for  his  [>lAy, 
Yet  ha  to  tlie  King's  command  needs  the  Kifig^s 
writ 

To  keep  him  safe,  not  to  be  arraign**!  for  wtt* 
Not  that  he  fears  his  name  can  suiTer  wrack 
From  them  who  sixpence  pay  and  sixpence  crack, 
To  such  he  wrote  not ;  tliough  some  parts  have 
been 

Bo  like  hert%  that  they  to  tbemsolves  came  in. 

To  theni  who  rall't  reproof  to  make  a  face, 

Who  think  they  juilge,  when  they  frown  i'  lit* 

wrong  place, 
Who,  if  ibey  speak  not  ill     tli'  poet,  doubt 
Tbey  lose  by  the  play,  nor  have  their  two  Gbillinga 

out; 

He  says,  he  hopes  they*ll  not  expect  he*d  woo, 
The  play  being  clone,  they'd  end  their  sour  looks 
too. 

But  before  you,  who  did  true  hearers  sit^ 
Who  singly  make  a  box,  and  fill  the  pit, 
Wlio  do  ^  this  comedy  reail,  and  unseen, 
Had  tlirong'd  theatres  and  Blackfriars  been, 
He  for  his  doom  stands :  your  hands  are  his  bajTi, 
Since  they  can  only  clap  who  know  to  praise. 


*  (Old  copy,  ^j.] 
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EDIT  I  ox. 

The  Queene  of  Arragon,  A  Tragi-Comtdit.  London 
Printed  hy  Tko.  Coittt^fnr  William  Cookty  and  are  to 
be  told  at  hi*  th^vp  at  Furnivah  Inne  gate  in  Holbume 
1640.  Folio, 


INTRODUCTION. 


William  Habinoton,  the  son  of  Thomas  Habington,^ 
of  Hendlip,  in  the  county  of  Worcester,  Eaq.,  was  born 
at  the  seat  of  his  father,  on  the  4th,  or,  as  others  say, 
the  5th,  of  November  1606.*   He  received  his  educa- 


^  This  Thomas  Habiugton  was  bom  26th  October  1560, 
and  married  Mary,  the  sister  of  Lord  Mounteagle,  the  lady 
who  is  supposed  to  have  written  that  letter  to  her  brother 
which  occasioned  the  discovery  of  the  Gunpowder  Plotw 
For  harbouring  Qarnet  and  Alchome,  two  Popiah  priests,  be 
is  said  to  have  been  condemned  to  die,  but  by  the  inter- 
cession of  Lord  Mounteagle  he  was  reprieved  and  pardoned. 
He  lived  many  years  afterwards,  not  dying  until  the  8tb  of 
October  1647,  at  the  advanced  age  of  eighty-seven  years. 
Wood  says  he  surveyed  the  county  of  Worcester,  aud  made 
a  collection  of  most  of  its  antiquities.  He  also  translated 
"  The  Epistle  of  Qildas,  the  most  ancieut  British  author," 
12**,  1638,  and  had  a  considerable  hand  in  the  **  History  of 
Edwai-d  IV.,"  published  by  his  son. 

'  In  a  poem  on  p.  104  of  his  "Castara,"  1640,  Habington 
claims  alliance  with  several  noble  families — 

"Now  I  resolve,  In  triomph  of  my  verse, 
To  brinff  frreat  TcJbot  from  th»t  foreign  herse 
Which  yet  doth  to  her  fright  his  dost  enclose : 
Then  to  sing  Herbert,  who  so  glorious  rose 
With  the  foarth  Edward,  th«t  hU  faith  doth  shine 
Yet  in  the  (kith  of  noble  Pemhrok^t  line. 
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tioii  at  Si  Omers  and  Parii),  nnd  at  t^e  fonner  of  ttie^ 
pliicea  was  eaniestly  a^licit^d  to  become  one  of  the 
order  of  the  Jeauita,  On  \m  return  from  Paris,  l>eing 
then  at  niiin's  estate,  he  wsi  instructed  at  home  in 
tnatten;!  af  luitoiy  by  Im  father,  and  became  an  accom- 
plifthed  frentlemaii.  He  married  Lucia,  daughter  of 
Willioiu  Lord  Powis,  and  is  charged  by  Wood  with 
rtinniii^  with  the  ttme^  and  bcin^  not  unknown  to 
Oliver  Cromvell  He  died  the  30ih  of  November 
1654,  and  was  buried  in  the  vault  at  HeudJip,  by  the 
btKllea  of  hia  father  and  gratidfaiher> 

BeBides  the  play  now  republished,  he  was  the  author 
of— 

L  Poems,  under  the  title  of  "Castara,**  4%  1634;  ir* 
1635,  1^40 J  They  are  divided  into  three  parts,  each 
under  a  dliferent  title,  suitable  to  the  subjeGt :  the  (xnt, 
written  when  he  was  suitor  to  his  wife,  is  iiahered  In 
by  a  character  of  a  mistress,  written  in  proae :  the 
second  contains  verses  written  to  her  aft^?r  marriage ; 
after  which  is  a  character  of  a  friend,  before  several 

ip^fe  the  taifhtj  Percgn  ntvvtt  hair 
In  merit u  la  h\mxL  io  Ch&rhB  the  Qnmt : 

Or  Murftj^t  houoar,  or  Mfmnim^<^t  nuoe, 
Wlioii^  vftloqr  llTes  eteruls'd  in  Wim  lULme  : 
But  while  I  think  to  bIh^  those     my  bieod, 
Ajuil  mj  CUifaras/'  Ac. 

^  Mr  Park,  in  a  MB.  note  to  a  copy  of  thes^  pneme^  in 
1640,  obaervea,  "  The  first  and  second  parts  of  tbeaa  poems 
wore  printed  in  1634, 1^  ;  agaio  (with  jitlditionuf  iu  1635,  12^  j 
»nd  tlie  tUird  part  wa^  ad4ed  in  1640.  He  ih  n&id  to  bavQ 
eiiiitUd  hia  coHectiun  **Cjuitara"  in  compliment  to  his 
miitrcsSt  Lucia,  dnu|;Lt«r  of  Lord  Powis,  who  became  bis 
wife/*  ThtB  i«  evident  imui  a  poem  on  p.  102  of  the 
eilitbn  of  HiQt  nddre^eii  to  Lord  rimia,  wber^  he  ipenkf 
uf  Ilia  daughter  us  Cminri^  ^Oollkr. 
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funeral  elegies :  and  the  third  consists  of  Divine  Poems, 
preceded  hy  the  portrait  of  a  holy  man.^ 

2.  "  Observations  upon  History."   8°,  1641. 

3.  «  History  of  Edward  IV.,  King  of  England,'*  f*, 
1640,  written  and  published  at  the  desire  of  King 
Charles  1." 

Wood  observes  that  the  MSS.  which  our  author  and 
his  father  left^  were  then  in  the  hands  of  the  former's 
son,  and  might  be  made  useful  for  the  public,  if  in  the 
possession  of  any  other  person.^ 

*  Phillips,  speaking  of  Habington  ("  Tbeatrum  Poetarum," 
1675),  saya  'Hhat  he  may  be  rauked  with  tfioee  who  de- 
serve neitJier  the  highest  nor  the  lowest  seat  in  the  theatre 
of  fame."  Mr  Park  is  of  opinion  "that  this  character  of 
him  ia  rather  below  par  ;  for  he  appears  (as  an  amatory 
poet)  to  have  possessed  a  superior  degree  of  unaffected 
tenderness  and  delicacy  of  sentiment  to  either  Carew  or 
Waller,  with  an  elegance  of  versification  very  seldom  in- 
ferior to  his  more  famed  contemporaries.'  Perhaps  Habing- 
ton's  ''amiable  piety/'  rendered  him  a  peculiar  favourite 
with  Mr  Vark,— Collier. 

*  Phillips,  in  his  '*Theatrum  Poetaruni,"  complains  that 
this  work  is  written  in  a  style  ''better  becoming  a  poetical 
than  a  historical  subject." — Colliei\  [In  "Jouaonus  Vir- 
bius,"  verses  to  the  memory  of  Bon  Jonaon,  1638,  is  a  poem 
by  W.  Abington.] 

'  The  collections  he  made  of  the  antiquities,  &c,  of 
Worcestershire,  formed  the  foundation  of  Dr  Nash's  history 
of  that  county.— Cottier. 

*  The  following  is  from  "  Wit's  Recreations,"  1640— 

"To  Mb  William  IIabimoton,  on  his  'Castaea,'  a  Poem. 
Thy  Miue  is  chaste,  and  thy  Castara  too ; 
Tis  strange  at  Court :  and  thou  hadst  power  to  woo 
And  to  obtain  what  others  were  denied, 
The  fair  Custara  for  thy  virtuous  bride. 
Enjoy  wliat  you  dure  wish,  and  may  there  be 
Fair  issoos  branch  from  both  to  honour  thee." 

Oiichritt, 
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Haj>  not  obedience  o'ermlM  the  Author's  fear 
And  jndgment  too,  this  humble  piece  hail  iie^er 
Approacli'd  so  high  a  majesty  ;  not  writ 
By  the  exact  and  subtle  rules  of  wit, 
Ambitious  for  the  spletidour  of  this  night. 
But  fashionM  up  in  haste  for 's  own  deli|jtht» 
Tliis  by  my  lord  *  with  as  mnch  zea!  as  e'er 
Warmed  the  most  loyal  heart,  is  offtjrVl  here, 
To  make  this  night  your  pleasure,  although  we, 
Who  are  the  actors,  fear  'twill  rather  be 
Your  patience  ;  and  if  any  mirth,  we  may 
Sadly  saspect,  'twill  rise  quite  the  wrong  way. 
But  you  have  mercy,  sir ;  and  from  your  eye, 
Bright  matiam,  never  yet  did  lightning  tty  ; 
But  vital  beams  of  favour,  such  as  give 
A  growth  to  all  who  can  deserve  to  live. 
Why  should  the  author  tremble  then,  or  we 
Distress  our  hopes,  and  such  tormentors  be 
Of  our  own  thoughts  1  since  in  those  happy  times 
We  livej  wlien  mercy  *a  greater  than  the  Crimea. 


^  Meiiuiug,  moHi  Hkely,  the  E&rl  of  Fembr<^ke,  at  wliu«« 
initAnoe  tbo  piny  whm  rejireteuted  befurij  tke  King  md 
Queen  at  ctmrt,  — ColHer^ 


THE  PROLOGUE  AT  THE  FRIARS. 


Ere  we  begin,  that  no  man  may  repent 

Two  shillings  and  his  time,  the  Author  sent 

The  prologue  with  the  errors  of  his  play, 

That,  who  will,  may  take  his  money  and  away. 

First  for  the  plot,  it's  no  way  intricate 

By  cross  deceits  in  love,  nor  so  high  in  state, 

That  we  might  have  given  out  in  our  playbill. 

This  day's  "  The  Prince,"  writ  by  Nick  Machiavil. 

The  language  too  is  easy,  such  as  fell 

Unstudied  from  his  pen :  not  like  a  spell 

Big  with  mysterious  words,  such  as  enchant 

The  half-witted,  and  confound  the  ignorant. 

Then  what  must  needs  afflict  the  amorist. 

No  virgin  here  in  breeches  casts  a  mist 

Before  her  lover's  eyes :  no  ladies  tell. 

How  their  blood  boils,  how  high  their  veins  do  swell. 

But,  what  is  worse,  no  bawdy  mirth  is  here 

(The  wit  of  bottle-ale  and  double-beer), 

To  make  the  wife  of  citizen  protest, 

And  country-justice  swear  'twas  a  good  jest. 

Now,  sirs,  you  have  the  errors  of  his  wit : 

Like  or  dislike,  at  your  own  perils  be't. 


THE  ACTORS'  NAMES. 


Thb  Qubbn  of  Arbaoon. 

Deoastro,  General  of  the  Poreet  of  Arragon^  in  love  wUh  the 
queen, 

Owvv A,  friend  to  Deoaetro. 

Flobemtio,  General  of  the  Foreee  of  Catt'de^  enamoured  of  the 
queen. 

Vblasoo,  a  great  commander  under  Florentio, 

ASOANIO,  Uie  King  of  dut  'dt  disguised. 

Lbrica,  a  nobleman  privy  to  his  disguise, 

Oniatb,  a  sober  courtier, 
JkNMABTiNO,  a  half-witted  lord. 
^bOWFiLDORA,  dwarf  to  Sanmartino. 

Flobiana,  wife  to  Sanmartino. 
Clbantha,  a  witty  equrt-Uufy, 


Captaht. 
Skbvants. 
Several  Soldiers. 


THE  QUEEN  OF  ARRAGON.^ 


ACT  I.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  Sanmartino  and  Cleantha. 

Cle.  My  lord,  let's  change  the  subject :  love  is 
worn 

So  threadbare  out  of  fashion,  an^  my  faith 
So  little  leans  to  vows  

San.  The  rage  of  time 
Or  sickness  first  must  ruin  that  bright  fabric 
Nature  took  pride  to  build.  4 

Cl£.  I  thank  my  youth  then  j 
For  the  tender  of  your  service ;  'tis  the  last 
Good  turn  it  did  me.    But  by  this  my  fears 
Instruct  me,  when  the  old  bald  man,  call'd  Time, 
Comes  stealing  on  me,  and  shall  steal  away 
What  you  call  beauty,  my  neglected  face 
Must  be  enforced  to  go  in  quest  for  a  new 
Knight  errant. 

San.  Slander  not  my  constant  faith, 


^  This  play  being  by  the  author  communicated  to  Philip 
Earl  of  Pembroke,  Lord  Chamberlain  of  the  Household  to 
King  Charles  I.,  he  caused  it  to  be  acted  at  court,  and 
afterwards  published  against  the  author's  consent  It  was 
revived  at  the  Restoration,  when  a  Prologue  and  Epi- 
logue, written  by  the  author  of  **  Hudibras/'  were  spoken. 
—See  Butler's  "Remains,"  vol.  i.  p.  185. 
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Nor  doubt  the  ciirt^  Faks  hath  to  9to\i  the  motion 
Of  envious  Time,  might  it  ondjinger  so 
Supreme  a  Ijeauty. 

CLE.  Sure,  ray  lord,  Fate  Uath 
More  serious  business,  or  divines  make  bold 
T'  instniet  us  in  a  schism.    But  grant  I  could 
Induce  myself  (which  I  despair  1  shall) 
To  hear  and  talk  that  empty  no  tiling  Love^ 
Is*t  now  in  season^  when  an  army  lies 
Before  our  city- gates,  and  every  hour 
A  battery  expected  1    Dear  my  lord, 
Let's  seal  our  testament,  and  prepare  for  heaven  ; 
And,  as  I  am  informed  by  them  who  seem 
To  know  some  part  o'  ih*  way^  Lovers  not  the 

nearest 
Path  tlmt  leads  thither, 

San.  Madam,  he  is  but 
A  coward  lover  whom  or  deatlj  or  hell 
Can  fright  from 'a  mistress :  and,  for  danger  now 
Tlireat'ning  the  city,  how  can  1  so  arm 
Myself,  as  by  your  favour  proof  against 
All  stratagems  of  war  1 

Cle.  Your  lordship  then 
Shall  walk  as  safe  as  if  a  Lapland  witch 
(You  will  not  envy  me  the  honour  of 
The  metaphor)  preserved  you  shot-free.  But 
Who  is  your  confessor  1    Yet  spare  his  nam"' 
His  function  will  forgive  the  glory  of  it : 
Sure  he's  ill-read  in  cases  to  allow 
A  married  lord  the  freedom  of  this  courtship. 

San.  Can  you  think,  madam,  lliat  I  trust  my 
sins 

(But  virtues  are  those  loves  I  pay  your  brauty) 
To  th'  counsel  of  a  cassock  f    Who  liath  art 
To  judge  i>f  my  citrifi^ijssiciti,  must  liavt-  had 
At  le;ist  a  privy  t  hamlHTrr  h*  his  fsitlicr* 
We  of  the  court  commit  not,  as  tin*  vulgar. 
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Dull,  ignorant  sins  :  then,  that  Pm  married,  madam , 
Is  rather  safety  to  our  love. 

Ci.E.  My  heart ! 
How  sick  am  I  o'  th'  sudden  !    Good  my  lord, 
Call  your  dwarf  hither. 

San.  Garragantua!  boy. 

Enter  BrowfiLDORA. 

Cle.  Prythee,  thy  pedigree  ? 
San.  Madam,  what  mean  you  1 
Cle.  O,  anything,  but  to  divert  from  love : 
Another  word  of  courtship,  and  I  swoon. 

Brow.  My  ancestors  were  giants,  madam ; 
giants, 

Pure  Spanish,  who  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
The  blood  of  Goth  or  Moor.  •  Their  mighty 
actions. 

In  a  small  letter,  nature  printed  on 
Your  little  servant. 

Cle.  How  so  very  little? 

Brow.  By  the  decay  of  time,  and  being  forc'd 
From  fertile  pastures  to  the  barren  hills 
Of  Biscay  :  even  in  trees  you  may  observe 
The  wonder  which,  transplanted  to  a  soil 
Less  happy,  lose  in  growth.    Is  not  the  once 
Huge  body  of  the  Roman  empire  now 
A  very  pigmy  1 

Cle.  But  why  change  you  not 
That  so  gigantic  name  of  Browfildoral 

Brow.  Spite  of  malignant  nature,  V\\  preserve 
The  memory  of  my  forefathers  :  they  shall  live 
In  me  contracted. 

San.  Madam,  let's  return 
To  the  love  we  last  discours'd  on. 

Cle.  This,  my  lord, 
Is  much  more  serious.   What  coarse  thing  is  that  ? 
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£nUr  Oniatk  and  FloriaNA, 

Flo.  I  owe  jou,  sir,  for  the  pleaaure  of  ttiia 
walk 

On  I.  Madam,  It  was  to  mo  the  highest  honour. 

[£jcU  On  I  Am 

CtE,  Welcome,  0,  welcome,  to  redeem  nie ! — 
What 

Clin  the  best  wit  of  woman  fancy  we 
Have  been  discoursing  of? 
Flo.  Sure,  not  of  love  1 

Cle.  Of  that  most  ridieulouB  hobby-horse,  love  i 
That  fcw>l  that  fools  the  world  ;  that  spaniel  love, 
Th»it  fawns  [the  more]  the  more  'tis  kicked  1 

San.  Will  you  betray  me  t 

Cle.  Thy  lord  hath  m  protested,  Fiorianai 
Vowi^tl  such  an  altar  to  my  beauty,  swore 
So  many  oaths,  and  such  profane  oaths  too, 
To  be  religious  in  i*erfonning  all 
That's  im[tious  towards  heaven,  and  to  ft  lady 
Most  ruinous, 

Flo.  Good  Cleantha,  all  your  detraction 
Wins  no  belief  on  my  suepicion. 

Cle.  Bg  creduJous,  and  l>c  abus'A  Floriaiia, 
There's  no  vice  so  grt  at  as  to  think  him  virtuous, 
fto  mount  your  milk-white  steed,  Sir  Lancelot, 
Your  little  squire  attends  you  there  :  iu  subtirt^ 
Enchanted  castles  are,  where  ladies  wait 
To  l>e  dehver'd  by  your  mighty  hiuid ; 
Qo  and  protest  there. 

San.  I  thank  your  favour,  ma^lam. 

[Esil  Sanmartind. 

Ule.  It  is  not  so  much  wmlb,  sir    Cume,  wu'll 
follow, 

Flo,   Bill  stay,  t*li'aiilha.     Piyilicfs  what  l»' 
got 
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That  squeamish  look,  that  scornful  wry  o'  the 

mouth, 
When  Oniate  parted  ? 

Cle.  Why,  thou  hadst 
So  strange  a  fellow  in  thy  company, 
His  garb  was  so  uncourtly,  I  grew  sick. 

Flo.  He  is  a  gentleman  ;  and,  add  to  that, 
Makes  good  the  title. 

Cle.  Haply  he  may  so, 
And  haply  ne's  enamour'd  on  thy  beauty. 

Flo.  On  mine,  Cleantha  1 

Cle.  Yes,  dear  FJoriana ; 
Yet  neither  danger  to  thy  chastity, 
Nor  blemish  to  thy  fame :  custom  approves  it. 
But  I  owe  little  to  my  memory, 
If  I  e'er  saw  him  'mong  the  greater  ladies : 
Sure,  he's  some  suburb  courtier. 

Flo.  He's  noble. 
And  hath  a  soul— a  thing  is  question'd  much 
In  most  of  the  gay  youths  whom  you  converse  with. 

Cle.  But  how  disorderly  his  hair  did  hang. 

Flo.  Yet  'twas  his  own. 

Cle.  How  ill  tum*d  up  his  beard ; 
And  for  his  clothes  

Flo.  Though  not  fresh  every  morning. 
Yet  in  the  fashion. 

Cle.  Yes,  i'  th'  sober  fashion. 
Which  courtiers  wear  who  hope  to  be  employed, 
And  aim  at  business.    But  he's  not  genteel ; 
Not  discomposed  enough  to  court  a  lady. 

Flo.  His  thoughts  are  much  more  serious. 

Cle.  Guard  me,  Fortune  ! 
I  would  not  have  the  court  take  notice  that 
I  walked  one  hour  with  that  state-aphorism 
Each  autumn  to  renew  my  youth.    Let  us 
Discourse  with  lords,  whose  heads  and  legs  move 
more 


S3i  rm  QUB»N  OF  abbagoic. 

Than  i]o  their  tongties,  anil  to  as  f^ood  a  eetiM  ; 
Wlio,  snatching  froin  niy  hand  a  glove,  caii  sigh, 
And  print  a  kiss,  and  then  return  it  back ; 
Who  on  my  busk,'  even  with  a  pin*  can  write 
The  anagram  of  my  name,  prf*sent  it  htimbly^ 
Fall  back,  and  smila 

Flo.  Cleantha,  I  perceive 
Tiicre  is  small  hope  of  thy  conversion ; 
Tiiou  art  rusolvM  to  live  in  this  heresy, 

Cle,  Yes  ;  since  'tis  the  religion  of  our  sex  : 
Sweet  Floriana,  I  will  not  yet  suffer 
For  unregarded  truth  court  i^ersecntion. 

Enter  OssuKA  and  Oniate,  tdth  diwrs  Soldiers. 

But  what  are  they  appear  there  f 
Flo,  Well  away. 

[Extuni  FlORIANA  and  ClEANTIIA* 

Oss.  This  is  the  place  for  inter  new.    You,  who 
are 

Deputed  for  tlus  service  from  the  Lord 

Florentin,  use  such  caution  as  befits 

Your  charge.     However,  your  general's  person's 

safe, 

The  Lord  Decastro  having  passVi  hia  word. 
On  I.  Yet  'tis  my  wonder  that  Florentio, 
A  soldier  so  exact,  practised  iti  all 
The  myateriea  of  war  and  peace,  should  trust 
Himself,  where  th'  enemies'  faith  must  best  secure 
him, 

OsB,  The  great  Decastro,  sir,  whom  our  late 
king 

Deputed  regent  at  his  death,  and  whom 
Tlie  kingdom  judgeth  fit  to  marry  with 
His  only  heir  the  present  queen  {though  she 


^  See  note  to  "  Llogua,"  net  ii,  «^  3, 
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Disdain  his  love  and  our  desires)  hath  proved 
To  time  and  fortune  that  he  fears  no  danger, 
But  what  may  wound  his  honour.     How  can  then 
Florentio  (though  he  now  sit  down  before 
Our  city  with  so  vast  an  army)  choose 
A  place  for  interview  by  art  and  nature 
So  fortified,  as  where  Decastro's  faith 
Makes  it  impregnable  f 

Oni.  Distrust,  my  lord. 
Is  the  best  councillor  to  great  designs  : 
Our  confidence  betrays  us.    But  between 
These  two  are  other  seeds  of  jealousy. 
Such  as  would  almost  force  religion  break 
Her  tying  vows,  authorise  perjury, 
And  make  the  scrupulous  casuist  say,  that  faith 
Is  the  fool's  virtue.    They  both  love  the  queen  : 
Decastro  building  on  his  high  deserts. 
And  vote  of  Arragon ;  Florentio,  on 
The  favour  he  gain'd  from  her  majesty 
When  here  he  lived  employed  by  his  great  master. 
King  of  Castile. 

Oss.  Such  politic  respects 
May  warrant  the  bad  statesman  to  dark  actions  ; 
But  both  these  generals  by  a  noble  war 
Resolve  to  try  their  fate. 

Oni.  But  here,  my  lord. 

Enter  SanMARTINO. 

Is  a  full  period  to  all  serious  thought 
This  lord  is  so  impertinent,  yet  stul 
Upon  the  whisper. 

Oss.  He's  a  mischief,  sir, 
No  court  is  safe  from. 

Oni.  What  fine  tricks  he  shows 
Each  morning  on  his  jennet,  but  to  gain 
A  female  vision  from  some  half-opM  window  : 


And  if  a  IsAj  smile  by  accident, 
Or  but  in  scom  of  him,  yet  he  (kind  aoal) 
Interprets  it  as  prophecy  to  some 
Near  favour  to  ensue  at  night 

Oss*  I  wonder 
\VTiat  makes  him  thought  a  wit  I 

Ont*  a  copper  wit. 
Which  foola  let  pass  for  current ;  eo  false  coiu^ 
Buch  very  alchemy  that,  who  vents  him 
For  aught  but  parcel-asa,  may  be  in  danger. 
Look  on  him,  and  in  little  there  see  drawn 
The  picture  of  the  youth  is  so  admired 
Of  the  spruce  sirs,  whom  ladies  and  their  women 
Call  the  fine  gentleman. 

Oss,  What  are  those  papers, 
With  such  a  sober  brow  he  looks  upon  f 

Oni,  Nor  platform '  nor  intelli|^uce;  but  a  pro- 
logue 

He  comes  to  whisper  to  one  of  the  maids 
I*  th^  privy  chamber  after  supper. 

0S9,  I  praise  the  courage  of  hia  folly  yet. 
Whom  fear  cannot  make  wiser, 

San.  My  good  lord^ 
Brave  Oniate,  saw  you  not  the  general  t 

Onl  He's  upon  entranee  here*    And  how,  niy 
lord  1 

I  saw  your  lordship  tnmmg  over  papers  ! 
What's  the  discovery  t 

San^  It  may  import 
Decaatro^s  knowledge.    Never  better  Language 
Or  neater  wit :  a  paper  of  such  verses, 
Writ  by  th'  exacteat  hand, 

Oss.  In  time  of  business, 
As  serious  as  our  safety,  to  intrude 
The  dmdllA  of  madmen  ! 


[Prugriram  of  policy.} 
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San.  My  judicious  lord, 
It,  with  the  favour  of  your  lordship,  may 
Concern  the  general :  such  high  rapture 
In  admiration  of  the  queen,  whom  he 
Pretends  to  love  !    How  will  her  majesty 
Smile  on  his  suit,  when  in  the  heat  of  business 
He  not  neglects  this  amorous  way  to  woo  her  t 


Dec.  No  man  presume  t'  advance  a  foot.  My 
lord 

Ossuna,  I  desire  your  ear. 

San.  My  lord, 
I  have  a  piece  here  of  sucli  elegant  wit. 


Less  serious  to  advise  upon  your  pajiers, 
And  then  at  large  we'll  whisper. 

San.  As  you  please, 
My  lord ;  youll  pardon  the  error  of  my  duty. 


Oss.  The  queen,  my  lord,  gave  free  access  to 


I  spoke  o*  th'  public  ;  but  when  I  began 
To  mention  love  

Deo.  How  1  did  she  frown,  or  with 
What  murdering  scorn  lieard  she  Decastro  named  ? 
Love  !  of  thy  labyrinth  of  art  what  path 
Left  I  untrodden  1    Humbly  I  have  laboured 
To  win  her  favour ;  and  when  that  prev^iil'd  not. 
The  kingdom  in  my  quarrel  vow*d  to  empty 
The  veins  of  their  great  body. 

Oss.  Sir,  her  heart 
Is  mightier  than  misfortune.    Though  her  youth. 
Soft  as  some  consecrated  virgin  wax, 
Seem  easy  for  impression,  yet  her  virtue 

VOL.  XIII.  Y 


Enter  Decastro. 


hour 


[Exit  Sanmartino. 


what 
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llartl  as  a  rock  of  dmmoncl,  breaks  all 
TKl^  Imttery  of  the  waves. 

Dec,  Unkind  and  eniel ! 

OsR.  She  chatg'd  me  tell  you  that  a  faithless 
Moor, 

Who  had  gained  honour  only  by  the  ruin 

Of  what  w  e  hold  religious,  sooner  she 

Wonhl  wt?leome  to  her  bed,  than  who  t*  hU  qncen 

And  Love  hail  been  a  rebel. 

Dec.  How  a  rebel  I 
The  people's  suffrage,  which  inaugurates  princefi, 
Hath  warranted  my  actions. 

OsB.  But  she  answer^ 
The  subtle  arts  of  faction,  not  free  vote. 
Commanded  her  restraint 

Dec.  May  even  those  stars, 
Whose  inflijence  made  me  great,  turn  their  afli>ects 
To  blood  and  ruin^  if  ambition  rais'd 
The  appetite  of  love.    Her  beauty  hath 
A  po%s^er  more  sovereign  than  the  Eastern  slavo 
Acknowledged  ever  in  his  idol  king. 
To  that  I  bowed  a  subject :  but  when  I 
DiscnverM  that  her  fancy  fix*d  upon 
FhvrtHitio  (General  now  of  th'  enemy's  army), 
I  let  the  people  use  their  severe  way, 
And  they  restrained  her. 

Oss.  But,  my  lord,  their  guilt 
Is  made  your  crime.    Yet  all  this  new  affliction 
Disturbs  her  not  to  anger,  but  disdain, 

Dec.  She  hath  a  glorious  spirit.     Yet  the 
world, 

The  en\'iou8  world  itself,  must  justify. 
That  Ijowsoever  fortune  yielded  up 
The  sceptre  to  my  power,  I  did  but  kiss  it, 
And  offerM  it  again  into  her  hand. 
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ErUer  Florentio,  VelasCO,  and  oOiers, 

Oni.  My  lord,  the  general  of  Castile,  Florentio. 
Dec.  He's  safely  welcome.    Now  let  each  man 
keep 

At  a  due  distance.    I  have  here  attended 
Your  lordship's  presence. 

Flo.  O  my  lord,  are  we, 
Whom  love  obligeth  to  the  same  allegiance, 
Brought  hither  on  these  terms  ) 

Dec.  They're  terms  of  honour, 
And  I  yet  never  knew  to  frame  excuse, 
Where  that  begot  the  quarrel. 

Flo.  Yet  methinks 
We  might  have  found  another  way  to  it. 
We  might  have  sought  out  danger,  where  the 
proud, 

Insulting  Moor  profanes  our  holy  places 
The  noise  of  war  had  been  no  trouble  then  ; 
But  now  too  much  'twill  fright  the  gentle  ear 
Of  her  we  both  are  vow'd  to  serve. 

Dec.  That  love. 
Which  arms  us  both,  bears  witness  that  I  had 
Much  rather  have  encounter'd  lightning,  than 
Create  the  least  distraction  to  her  peace. 
But  since  the  vote  of  Arragon  decrees 
That  my  long  service  hath  the  justest  claim 
To  challenge  her  regard,  thus  I  must  stand 
Arm'd  to  make  good  the  title. 

Flo.  This  vain  language 
Scarce  moves  my  pity.    What  desert  can  rise 
So  high  to  merit  her  I    Were  each  short  moment 
0'  th*  longest-liVd  commander  lengthen'd  to 
An  age,  and  that  exposed  to  dangers  mighty, 
As  cowards  frame  them,  can  you  think  his  service 
Might  challenge  her  regard?    Like  th*  heavenly 
bounty, 
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She  may  distribuk*  favtmr  ;  but  *tis  sin 
To  say  our  iDerits  may  pretend  »  title, 

Dec»  You  talk,  sir,  like  a  courtier» 

Flo.  But,  toy  lord, 
Youll  find  a  soldier  In  this  arm  which^  strengthened 
By  such  a  cause,  may  level  mountaim  higli, 
As  those  tiio  giants  (emblems  of  your  thoughts) 
Piled  up  to  have  icaVd  heaven, 

Dec.  Ttuit  must  be 
Decided  by  the  sword  :  and  if,  my  lord, 
Our  interview  hath  no  murt?  sober  end 
Than  a  dispute  so  frowanL  let  U8  make 
The  trtimpet  drown  tlie  nois^p. 

Flo,  \  ou  shall  not  want 
That  inuiiic.    But  before  we  yielded  up 
Our  reason  unto  fury,  I  desired 
We  might  expostulate  the  ground  of  this 
S*>  fatal  war»  and  bring  you  to  that  low 
Obedience  nature  placed  you  in. 

Dko,  My  ear  attends  you. 

Fw>.  Where  is  then  that  humble  aeal 
You  owe  a  mistress,  if  you  C4in  throw  oflF 
TImt  duty  which  yoit  owe  her  as  your  queen  t 
What  justice  (that  fair  rule  of  human  actions) 
Can  you  pretend  for  taking  arms  ? 

I)i:c,  Pray,  forward. 

Flo.  rU  not  deny  {for  from  an  enemy 
ri!  not  detract)  during  her  nonage,  when 
The  public  choice  and  her  great  lather's  will 
Enthron'd  you  in  the  govern  men  t^  you  managed 
Affairs  mih  prudence  equaJ  to  the  fame 
You  gaiii'd  :  and  when  your  sword  did  fight  her 

quarrel, 
'Twas  crown'd  with  victory. 

l)EfT.  I  thank  your  memory* 

Flo.  Hut  lience  ambition  and  ingratitude 
l>rew  only  venrnn  :  for  by  these  great  actions 
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You  labour'd  not  t*  advance  her  state  or  honour, 
But  subtly  wrought  upon  the  people's  love — 
A  love  begot  by  error,  following  still 
Apparency,  not  truth. 

Dec.  You  construe  fairly. 

Flo.  The  sun  is  not  more  visible,  when  not 
One  cloud  wrinkles  the  brow  of  heaven  ;  for 
On  that  false  strength  you  had  i'  th'  multitude 
You  swell'd  to  insolence,  dared  court  your  queen, 
Boasting  your  merit  like  some  wanton  tyrant 
I'  th'  vanity  of  a  new  conquest.  And, 
When  you  perceiv'd  her  judgment  did  instruct  her 
To  frown  on  the  attempt,  profanely,  'gainst 
All  laws  of  love  and  majesty,  you  made 
The  people  in  your  quarrel  seize  upon 
The  sacred  person  of  the  fairest  queen 
Story  e'er  boasted. 

Dec.  Have  you  done,  my  lord  1 

Flo.  Not  yet.     This  injury  provok'd  my 
master 

To  raise  these  mighty  forces  for  her  rescue, 

And  named  me  general :  whose  aim  is  not 

A  vain  ambition,  but  t'  advance  her  service. 

Ere  we  begin  to  punish,  take  this  offer : 

Restore  the  queen  to  liberty,  with  each 

Due  circumstance  that  such  a  majesty 

May  challenge,  freely  to  make  choice  of  whom 

She  shall  advance  to  th'  honour  of  her  bed. 

If  your  deserts  bear  that  high  rate  you  mention, 

Why  should  you  doubt  your  fortune  1  On  these  terms 

The  king.  King  of  Castile,  may  be  induced 

To  pardon  the  error  of  vour  ruin. 

Dec.  Thus, 
In  short,  my  answer.    How  unlimited 
Soe'er  my  power  hath  been,  my  reason  and 
My  love  have  circumscrib'd  it.    True,  the  queen 
Stands  now  restrained  :  but  'tis  by  the  decree 
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Of  the  whole  kingdom,  lest  her  error  should 
Fersimde  her  to  surao  man  less  worthy. 
Flo.  How  ! 

Dec.  Less  worthy  than  my  self;  for  so  they 
judge 

Tlie  proudest  subject  to  a  foreign  prince. 
But  when  you  mention  love,  where  are  your 
blushes  i 

What  can  you  answer  for  the  practising 
The  queen  s  afiection,  when  embassador 
You  lay  here  from  Castile,  pretending  only 
Affairs  importing  both  the  kingdoms  ?  Nor 
Can  you,  ray  lurd,  be  tax'd  by  your  diseretion. 
That  by  the  humblest  arts  of  love  you  labour 
To  wlu  so  bright  a  beauty,  and  a  queen 
80  potent.    Your  affection  looks  not  here 
Without  an  eye  upon  your  profit. 
Flo.  Witness,  Love  I 

Dei?.  No  protestation.    If  you  wnll  withdraw 
Your  forces  from  our  kingdom,  and  pennit 
Us  to  OUT  laws  and  government,  that  peace, 
Which  hath  continued  many  ages  saereil, 
Stands  firm  between  us.    But  if  not  

Flo.  To  arms  I 

Dfj',  Pray  stay,  my  lord.    Both  not  your  lord- 
ship see 

Th'  advantjige  I  have  in  the  place  ?    With  bow 
Much  ease  I  may  secure  my  fortune  from 
The  greatest  danger  of  your  forces  1 
¥m.  Ha! 

*Twm  incoubiderate  in  me  :  but  1  trusted 
To  th'  honour  of  your  word,  which  you1l  not 
violate. 

Dec.   Go  Rifely  off,  my  lord.    And  now  I  mi 
dumb 

All  talk  of  jM*a(  i'  :  vvt'Ml  parh/y  in  tin*  drum. 
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JCnUr  Sanmartino,  Captain,  Soldier,  and 
Browfildora. 

Capt.  Come  on,  you  Atlases  of  Arragon  : 
You  by  whose  powers  the  Castilian  cloud 
Was  forc'd  to  vanisli.    We  have  ferk*d  Florentio 
In  the  right  arm ;  made  the  enamoured  Don 
Retire  to  doleful  tent. 

San.  We  sallied  bravely. 

Capt.  Thou  didst  i'  th'  sally  fight  like  lightning, 
Conde ; 

Let  the  air  play  with  thy  plume,  most  puissant  peer. 

No  Conde  Sanmartino  now,  but  Conde 

St  George,  that  Cappadocian  man-at-arms. 

Thou  hast  done  wonders,  wonders  big  with  story. 

Fit  to  be  sung  in  lofty  epic  strain  ; 

For  writing  which  the  poet  shall  behold. 

That  which  creates  a  Conde,  gold  ;  gold  which 

Shall  make  him  wanton  with  some  suburb  muse, 

And  Hippocrene  flow  with  Canary  billow. 

Th'  art  high  in  feat  of  arms. 

San.  Captain,  I  think  1  did  my  part. 

Capt.  Base  is  the  wight  that  thinks  :  ^ 
Let  Condes  small  in  spirit  drink  harsh  sherry. 
Then  quarrel  with  promoting  knights,  and  fine 
for't  : 

Thou  art  in  mettle  mighty,  tough  as  steel, 
As  Bilboa  or  Toledo  steeL    Fight  on. 
Let  acres  sink,  and  bank  of  money  melt ; 


*  A  sort  of  parody  on  the  exolaiuation  of  Pistol  in  *'  Henry 
v.,"  act  ii.  sc.  1 — 

**  Base  is  the  slavt:  that  payi ! " 

Mr  Steevens,  in  a  not4*  on  the  paswige,  points  out  a  similar 
expression  in  Hey  wootr»  "Fair  Maid  of  the  Weut.'*—  CoUiei\ 
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Forsake  thy  lady  s  lap,  and  sleep  with  m 
Upou  the  bed  of  houour,  the  chill  earth. 
"Tis  that  will  uiake  thee  held  a  poteat  peer, 
*^loiig  men  o'  th*  pike,  of  buff,  and  Imodolier, 

San,  Thou  speak'st  brave  language^  captaiti. 

Capt.  ril  maintain 
Tis  Arragonian,  Condt?, 

Brow,  CnptHin  Cedar. 
Though  in  thy  language  lofty,  give  a  shritb 
Leave  to  salute  thee*    Sure,  we  two  are  near 
In  blood  and  threat  attempt    Don  Hercules 
Was,  as  I  rt^ad  iu  Chaldean  chrouicle, 
Our  common  ancestor ;  Don  Hercules^ 
Who  rifled  nymph  on  top  of  Apennlae. 

Capt*  Small  imp,  avaunt  ! 

Brow.  Stout  sturdy  oak,  that  grows 
So  high  in  field  of  Mars,  0,  let  no  tempest 
Shake  tiiee  trom  hence!    And  now  I  have  with 
labour 

Attained  thy  langua^'e.  V\\  thy  truchman  *  be, 


*        Ttiiue  interpreter,  f  ru4fAfWMi»»  Fn    See  tlutgrav*. 

Th«  word  k  not  very  cotnraon  in  our  M  wni6r%  but  it 
i»  foimd  [in  two  or  xhrm  pUya  priated  id  tlie  preintll  lerivt, 
Mild]  in  &  pa««a^  quoted  id  Eugliuid's  F«mA«aus,"  ISOQ, 
jfrwtii  Often e*i*    Mei]&phone,'*  — 

'•3e\tt  spobkelh  laic,  hat  ii^hn      «ecr«t  iMLiani ; 
Toiif«*  Mti  b\h  truA-mtn  :  nardt  iJd  mmke  him  iretaH?." 

Aj^u^  in  Wli0t«tott«V  HeptAmeixjn/'  :  ''For  W 
tb«i  i*  the  TrouckemaH  i,*f  a  etrang^r^B  lotif^ye  nmy  well  dt* 
dftTf  bU  meaning,  but  yet  shKll  nn*rT«  the  grac*  of  \m  in^e" 

[Tn  ^'EngUndR  PamaamiV  ItlOO,  is  the  fuUuwiag  lilt9 
from  Jfttutffl       ^*  Kawiye«  of  a  Prentise,**  1534— 

**  nikbi6  ^titttrc'»  Lrunchmea,  h»veta«  iiitcr|>rft*  (jiie;  '* 
and  Purk,  in  Urn  rwprtut  of  ilw  IukjV,  not  knowing  the  meiui* 
ing  lit  ttvuthKinHf  aup|Hi«(Ml  tmtttJututn  tii  be  miff|irinle4  ff<r 
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Interpret  for  thee  to  those  smaller  souls, 
Who  wonder  when  they  understand  not :  souls 
Whom  courtiers'  gaudy  outside  captivates 
And  plume  of  coronel. 

Capt.  I  must  expire, 
Not  talk  to  fish.    Seest  thou  that  man  of  match  1 
Though  small  in  stature,  mi«i;hty  he's  in  soul, 
And  rich  in  gifts  of  mind,  though  poor  in 
robes : 

Reward,  like  Philip's  heir,  his  daring  am. 
Which  fetch'd  thee  off  from  danger.    Once  again, 
Most  doughty  Don,  adieu. 

Brow.  Great  Don  Saltpetre, 
I  am  the  servant  of  thy  fam'd  caliver. 

San.  These  are  strong  lines.    Now,  friend,  art 
thou  o'  th'  garrison  ? 

Sol.  If 't  please  your  lordship. 

San.  It  doth  not  please  me, 
It  is  indifferent :  I  care  not  what  thou  art. 
Art  thou  extremely  poor  I 

Sol.  If 't  please  your  lordship. 

San.  No,  not  that  neither.     Why  should  I 
malign 

So  far  thy  fortune  as  to  wish  thee  poor  1 
'Twere  safer  for  my  purse  if  thou  wert  rich  ; 
Then  all  reward  were  base. 

Sol.  If 't  please  your  lordship. 

San.  0,  no  more  prologue !    Prythee,  the  first 
scene  : 
To  the  business,  man. 

Sol.  Then  I  must  tell  your  lordship, 
I  scorn  that  wealth  makes  you  thus  wanton,  and 
That  wit  which  fools  you.    Did  the  royal  favour 
Shine  but  on  you,  without  enlarging  warmth 
To  any  other,  I  in  this  torn  outside 
Should  laugh  at  you,  if  insolent. 

San.  This  is  siiucy. 
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S«>i^  I  tell  thee,  petulant  lord,  HI  atl  Uiy  tlutiat^ 
Unless  thou  leam  more  honour. 
Sabt.  What  tlmll  I  do  f 

Mntfr  Floriana  ami  Cleaktua. 

But  see  CleAQtha !    Not  to  he  nuule  Grandee, 
Would  1  she  should  discover  me  in  parlev 
With  5tich  coarse  clothes.    There,  fellow,  take  tliai 
gold, 

And  let  me  see  thy  fsce  no  more.    Away  ! 
Sou  There  *tis  again.    I  wtll  not  owe  one  hour 
[Throit^  bade  the  wumey^ 
Of  mirth  to  such  a  bounty  :  I  cm  starve 
At  easier  rate,  than  live  beholden  to 
The  boast  of  any  giver.    Lord  !  I  seom 
Thee,  and  that  gmd  whieh  first  created  thee. 

[/>!/  SOLDIEH, 

Flo.  That  soldier  seem'd  to  carry  anger  in 
His  look,  my  lord. 
San.  What  g^hould  his  anger  move  me  1 
Cle  O  no,  my  lord  :  the  world  spe-aks  wonders 
of 

Yonr  mighty  pmssance, 

Flo.  ^is  my  joy  j-'are  safe. 
But  why  adventured  yon  into  this  qnarrel  t  ^ 

CLE  The  queen  will  hanUy  thatik  your  valour, 
since 

They  of  Castile  professed  themselves  her  soldiefiL 
San,  The  queen  must  fiardon  courage ;  ni^n 
who  are 

Of  danog  spirit,  so  they  may  but  fight, 
Examine  not  the  causew 
Flo.  She  doth  expect  us, 


Jiied  boUi  «lkwcd  io  b«  girea  %**  Flt>ivntiM.— tWJkp. 
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CLE.  I  will  attend  her  here,  for  here  she  gives 
Decastro  audience.    I  must  not  lose 
This  lord  yet,  it  so  near  concerns  my  mirth. 

San.  Madam,  I  wonder  with  what  confidence 
You,  after  such  an  injury,  dare  endanger 
Discourse  with  me. 

Cle.  I  injure  you,  my  lord, 
Whose  favour  I  h-ive  courted  with  more  zeal 
Than  well  my  sex  can  warrant ;  triumph  not 
Too  much  upon  my  weakness,  'cause  you  have 
Got  victory  o'er  my  heart ;  take  not  delight 
To  make  my  grief  your  sport. 

San.  Be  witty  still. 
And  keep  me  for  a  trophy  of  your  pride. 
I  hope  to  see  that  beauty  at  an  ebb ; 
Where  will  be  then  your  overflow  of  servants  ? 
You'll  then  repent  your  pride. 

Clr.  0  never,  never ; 
If  you'll  particularise  your  vows  to  me — 
You,  who  to  th'  title  of  the  courtly  lord 
Have  added  that  of  valiant ;  and  beshrew  me, 
She's  no  good  housewife  of  her  fame  that  wants 
A  daring  servant. 

San.  This  perhaps  may  work.  [Asuie. 

Cle,  If  she  live  single,  he  preserves  her  name, 
And  scarce  admits  a  whisper  that  the  jealous 
May  construe  points  at  her  ;  and  if  she  marry, 
He  awes  the  husband,  if  by  chance  or  weakness 
She  have  offended. 

San.  This  cannot  be  fiction.  [A  side. 

Cle.  Then,  if  she  use  but  civil  compliment 
To  a  courtier  bachelor,  he  straight  iMJSpeaks 
The  licence  and  the  favours,  and  calls  in 
Some  wit  into  his  counsel  for  the  poesy ; 
While  I  feci  no  temptation  to  such  folly 
But  with  a  niarriinl  lord. 

San.  How,  gentle  madam  1 


Cle,   Our  WrUks  are  piivileg'd,  our  wbkpen 
safe, 

No  fear  of  laying  contracts  to  my  charge, 
Nor  much  of  scandal :  and  if  there  be  cause. 
Who  is  60  foud  a  gamester  of  his  life, 
As  merely  out  of  spleen  to  stake  it  i  But, 
My  lord,  I  now  suspect  you  constnj'd  ill 
That  language  1  used  ho  your  lady,  when 
1  told  her  of  your  love  :  but  1  presume 
You  were  not  so  dull  sighted  iia  in  that 
Not  to  discern  the  b«st  di^gui&e  for  love. 

San*   What  a  suspicious  ass  uas  I !  Hgw 
captious ! 

1  ne'er  mistrusted  my  own  wit  before. 
Mischief,  how  dull  was  I  ! 

Cle.  Pray  turn  your  fai-e 
Away.    Now  know,  when  worth  and  valour  are 
h^A  on  by  love,  to  win  my  favour.  But— 
The  queen  I 

Enter  QUEKN,  Dl-:CASTtlO,  ObsUNA,  FldRIAKA,  Sc. 

San.  Divine  Clean tha  I    Noblest  lady  ! 

Dec.  Ossuna,  let  me  beg  thy  eare  :  though  we 
Bravely  repuls'd  the  euemy^  tliey  seem 
To  threaten  a  new^  as&ault, 

Oss.  Command  your  servant. 

Dec.   Bear  then  a  vigdiint  eye,  and  by  your 
scouts 

Learn  if  they  any  new  attempt  prepare. 

[EjtU  OSSUNA. 

May^t  please  your  majesty,  command  these  many 
Ears  from  your  presence. 

Queen,  Good  my  lord,  you  who 
Have  power  to  guide  your  queeti,  may  make  our 

presence 
Or  full  or  etii[ity^  as  you  please* 
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Dec.  Then  with 
Your  licence,  madam,  they  may  all  withdraw. 
Queen.  Not  with  our  licence.    If  your  usurped 
greatness 

Will  banish  all  attendance  from  our  person, 
I  must  remain  alone ;  but  not  a  man 
Stir  hence  with  our  good  liking. 

Dec.  If  your  will 
(Averse  from  sober  counsel)  would  submit 
To  safe  advice  

Queen.  You  have  instructed  it 
To  more  obedience  than  I  guess  my  birth 
Did  e'er  intend.    But  pray,  my  lord,  teach  me 
To  know  my  fault,  and  I  will  find  amendment. 
If  not  repentance,  for  it. 

De    Then,  great  madam, 
I  must  acquaint  you  that  the  supreme  law 
Of  princes  is  the  people's  safety,  which 
You  have  infring'd,  and  drawn  thereby  into 
The  inward  parts  of  this  great  state  a  most 
Contagious  fever. 

Queen.  Pray,  no  metaphor. 

Dec.  You  have  invited  war  to  interrupt, 
With  its  rude  noise,  the  music  of  our  peace : 
A  foreign  enemy  gathers  the  fruit 
The  sweat  and  labour  of  your  subjects  planted  : 
In  the  cool  shadow  of  the  vine  we  prun'd 
He  wantonly  lies  down,  and  roughly  biils 
The  owner  press  the  grape,  that  with  the  juice 
His  blood  may  swell  up  to  lascivious  heats. 

Queen.  My  lord,  I  answer  not  th'  effects  of 
war ; 

But  I  must  pay  Castile  all  thankful  service 
For  his  fair  charity. 

Dec.  Do  you  then,  madam, 
Reckon  on  mischief  as  a  charity  1 

Queen.  Yes,  such  a  mischief  as  is  merciful, 
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And  J  a  quef^ii  ojipreasVl,    But  how  he. 
Whose  duty  ought  with  reverence  obey, 
And  not  dispute  the  counsels  of  his  princess, 
Question  my  actions  I    Whence,  my  lord,  springs 
this 

Ill-tutor'd  privilege  1 

Dec.  From  the  zeal  I  owe 
The  honour  of  our  nation,  over  which 
Kings  rule  but  at  the  courtesy  of  time. 

Queen.  You  are  too  boltl  ;  mu\  I  fiiust  tell  your 
pride, 

It  swells  to  insolence  :  for,  were  tout  nature 
Not  hood'Wnnlt'd  by  your  int^r^^st,  you  would 
praiso 

Thi:  virtue  of  his  courage,  who  took  arms 
To  an  injurM  lady's  rescue, 

Dec.  'Twas  ambition, 
Greedy  to  make  advantage  of  that  breach 
Bet  ween  you  atid  your  people,  arm'd  Caijtile* 
Qn pitied  else  you  might  have  wept  away 
The  hours  of  your  restraint. 

Queen,  Poor  erring  man  I 
CouUl  thy  arts  raise  a  tempest  blacker  yet, 
Such  as  would  fright  thy  self,  it  cotdd  not  for 
One  moment  cloud  the  splendour  of  my  soul. 
Misfortune  may  benight  the  wicked ;  she, 
AVho  knows  no  guilt,  can  sink  beneath  no  fear. 

D  EC*  Your  majesty  mistakes  the  bumble  aim 
Of  niy  a^ldress.    I  eome  not  to  disturb 
Th*  harmonious  calm  your  soul  enjoys  r  may 
pleasure 

Live  there  enthroned,  till  you  yourself  shall  woo 
Death  to  enlarge  it !    May  felicitieiSj 
Great  as  th^  ideas  of  phUosophy, 
Wait  still  on  your  delight  t    May  fate  conspirfs 
To  make  you  rich  and  levied  ! 
Queen.  Pray,  my  lonl, 
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Explain  the  riddle.    By  the  cadence  of 
Your  language,  I  could  guess  you  have  intents 
Far  gentler  than  your  actions. 

Dec.  If  your  care, 
Great  madam,  would  convey  into  your  heart 
The  story  of  my  love :  my  love,  a  flame  

Queen.  Leave  off  this  history  of  love  and 
flame, 

And  honestly  confess  your  fears,  my  lord, 
Lest  Castile  should  correct  you. 

Dec.  Correct  me ! 
No,  madam,  I  have  forc'd  them  t'  a  retreat. 
And  given  my  fine  young  general  cause  to  wish 
He  had  not  left  his  amorous  attempts 
On  ladies  to  assault  our  city. 

Queen.  But  he  is  not  wounded  1 

Dec.  Not  to  death,  perhaps  ; 
But  certainly  w'  have  opened  him  a  vein. 
Will  cure  the  fever  of  his  blood. 

Queen.  0,  stay ! 

Dec.  Torment !  And  doth  she  weep  1   I  might 
have  fairn 

Down  from  some  murdering  precipice  to  dust, 
And  miss'd  the  mercy  of  one  tear,  though  it 
Would  have  redeemed  me  back  to  life  again. 
Accurs'd  be  that  felicity  that  must 
Depend  on  woman's  passion.  [Aside.] 

Queen.  [Solil.]  Fiorentio! 
If  in  my  quarrel  thou  too  suddenly 
Art  lost  i'  th'  shades  of  death,  0,  let  me  find 
The  holy  vault  where  thy  pale  earth  must  lie, 
Til  ere  will  I  grow  and  wither. 

Dec.  This  is  strange  ! 
My  heart  swells  much  too  big  to  be  kept  in. 

[Ande.] 

Queen.  [SolU.]  But  if  that  providence,  which 
rules  the  world, 
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Hath,  to  pres(^rvt*  the  stock  of  virtue,  kept 
Thee  yet  alivi^  

Dec.  And  what,  if  yet  alive  ? 
Pray,  recollect  your  reason,  and  consider 
My  long  and  faitliftil  sen-^iee  to  your  crows  ; 
The  fame  of  my  iirof^enitora,  and  that 
Devi>th>n  the  whole  kingdom  bears  me.  How 
Hath  nature  punish M  me,  that>  brining  all 
Thct  strength  of  argument  to  force  your  judgment, 
I  cannot  move  your  love  ? 

Queen.  My  lord,  you  pk-ail 
Witii  so  much  arrogance,  and  It'll  ii  ntory 
Si*  gallant  for  yourself,  as  if  I  were 
Exposed  a  prize  to  the  cuimin:4*s?t  orator. 

Dm,  No,  madam,  Immlder  far  than  the  tannM 
slave 

Tied  to  th'  oar,  I  here  throw  down  myself  [KneefB, 
And  all  my  victories.    Disiwee  of  me 
To  death  ;  for  what  hath  life  merits  esteem  ? 
What  tie,  alas  1  can  I  have  to  the  world. 
Since  you  disdain  my  love  1 

Flo.  Will  you  permit 
The  general  kneel  so  long  t 
•    Queen.  Fear  not,  FloHana  ; 
My  lord  knows  how  to  rise,  though  I  should  strive 
To  hinder  it. 

Dec.  Here,  statue-like,  111  fix 
For  ever,  till  your  pity  (for  your  love 
I  must  despair)  enforce  a  life  within  me. 

AlaruMj  and  enter  OssUNA. 

Oss.  O  my  lord  i 
To  arms,  to  arms  !    The  enemy,  encourageil 
By  a  strange  leader,  wheeFd  about  tlie  town, 
And  des|:*erateiy  surprised  the  careless  guard. 
One  gate's  already  tlieirs. 
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Dec.  Have  I  your  licence  ? 
Queen.  To  augment  your  own  command,  and 
keep  me  still 
An  humble  captive. 

Dec,  Madam,  your  disdain 
Distracts  me  more  than  all  th*  assaults  of  fortune  ! 
[Exeu/U  all  but  tlie  QUEKN,  Floriana,  and 
Cleantha. 

Quern.  My  fate,  0,  whither  dost  thou  lead  me  % 
Why 

Is  my  youth  destined  to  the  storms  of  war  ? 
What  is  my  crime,  you  heavenly  Powers,  that  it 
Must  challenge  blood  for  expiation  ? 
Cle.  Madam! 

Queen.  Fortune  !  0  cruel !  for,  which  side  soe'er 
Is  lost,  I  suffer ;  either  in  my  people 
Or  slaughter  of  my  friends.    No  victory 
Can  now  come  welcome :  the  best  chance  of  war 
Makes  me  however  a  mourner. 

Cle.  Madam,  you 
Have  lost  your  virtue,  which  so  often  vow'd 
A  clear  aspect,  what  cloud  soever  darkened 
Your  present  glory. 

Queen.  I  had  [such]  tlioughts,  Cleantha ; 
But  they  are  vanished.    What  shall  we  invent 
To  take  off  fear  and  trouble  from  this  hour  ? 
Poor  Floriana,  thou  art  trembling  now 
With  thought  of  wounds  and  death,  to  which  the 
courage 

Of  thy  fierce  husband,  like  a  headstrong  jade. 
May  run  away  with  him.    But  clear  thy  sorrows : 
If  he  fall  in  this  quarrel,  thou  sfialt  have 
Thy  choice  'mong  the  Castilian  lords ;  and  (give 
My  judgment  faith)  there  be  brave  men  among 
them. 

Flo.  Madam,  I  have  vowed  my  life  to  a  cloister, 
Should  I  survive  my  lord. 

VOL  xin.        »  z 
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And  thou  art  f-earful 
Thoa  shalfc  be  forcM  to  make  thy  proiiiise  good  ! 
AIm,  poor  sold  !  enclosure  and  coarse  diet, 
Much  tliscipline  and  early  prayer,  will  ill 
Agree  %vith  thy  complexion.    There's  Cleantha, 
8he  hath  a  heart  so  wean'd  fratn  vanity, 
To  her  a  niitinery  would  he  a  palace. 

Cle.  Yes,  if  your  majesty  were  abb&ss,  madam  : 
But  cloister  up  the  fine  young  lords  with  us. 
Antl  ring  us  up  each  midnight  to  a  masque, 
Tnst4jad  of  matins,  and  T  stand  prepared 
To  be  profesfi'd  without  probation.     [Drim  hmfm. 

Flo.  Hark  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Queen.  Tib  tliat  of  death  and  mischief 
My  griefs  !  but  I'll  dissemble  them  [  Jjt</tf.]— Yet 
why, 

Cleantha,  being  the  sole  beauteous  idol 
Of  all  the  auj>erstJtious  youth  at  court, 
liemain'st  thou  yet  unmarried  1 

Clu  Mmlam,  I 
Have  many  servants,  but  not  one  so  valiant. 
As  dares  attempt  to  marry  me. 

Queen.  There's  nut  a  wit,  but  untlor 
feign  *d  name 
Implores  thy  beauty  :  sleep  cannot  close  up 
l*hy  eyes,  but  the  sud  world  benighted  is, 
Or  else  their  sonnets  ani  apocryphal  i 
Alnd  when  thmi  wak'st,  the  lark  salutes  the  day. 
Breaking  from  the  hright  east  of  thy  fair  eyes, 
Anil  if  'mon<^  thy  jtdmirera  there  l>e  some 
Poor  drossy  brain,  who  cannot  rhyme  thy  praise. 
He  wooe^  in  sorry  prose. 

Entiir  Servant. 

Ser.  Half  of  the  city 
Already  i^  possess 'tl  by  th'  enemy  1 
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Our  soldiers  fly  from  the  assailants,  who 

With  moderation  use  their  victory. 

So  far  from  drawing  blood,  th'  absttun  from  spoil. 

Queen.  My  comrorts  now  grow  charitable.  This 
Is  the  first  dawning  of  some  happier  fortune. 

[AsUh.] 

Flo.  Where  did  you  leave  my  lord  1 
Ser.  Retiring  hither. 

QT7EEN.  And  your  good  nature  will  in  time, 
Cleantha, 
Believe  all  flattery  for  truth. 

Cle.  In  time 
I  shall  not ;  but  for  the  present,  madam,  give 
Leave  to  my  youth  to  think  I  may  be  prais'd. 
And  merit  it.    Hereafter,  when  I  shall 
Owe  art  my  beauty,  I  shall  grow  perhaps 
Suspicious  there's  small  faith  in  poetry. 

Queen.  Can*st  thou  think  of  hereafter  ?  Poor 
Cleantha! 

Hereafter  is  that  time  th'  art  bound  to  pray 
Against :  hereafter  is  that  enemy 
That  without  mercy  will  destroy  thy  face ; 
And  what's  a  lady  then  ? 

Cle.  a  wretched  thing  ! 
A  very  wretched  thing  !    So  scomM  and  iK>or, 
'Twill  scarce  deserve  man's  pity ;  and  I'm  sure 
No  arms  can  e'er  relieve  it. 

Queen.  Floriana, 
You  yield  too  much  to  fear :  misfortune  brings 
Sorrow  enough  ;  'tis  envy  ^  to  ourselves 
T'  augment  it  by  prediction. 

JiJnter  Sanmartino. 
Cle.  See,  your  lord  I 


i  [Spite,  hatred.] 
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Sa??.  Fir,  moflom,  fly  I    T\w  army  of  Cftittlti^ 
G*>ncliicted  by  an  unknown  leader,  masttm 
The  town,    Decostro,  jnekling  tip  his  fate 
To  the  prevailing  enemy,  is  Hed. 

CLE,  And  shall  the  queen  fly  from  her  friends, 
my  lord  1 

San.  You  hure  reason,  madam.    I  begrn  to 
And 

Which  way  the  gale  of  favoor  now  wUl  blow« 
I  will  address  to  the  most  fortunate. 

[Ej^  Sakmartlno. 
QtrEEN.  Some  mn^ic,  there  I  my  thoughta  grow 
fill!  of  troulile. 
Til  re  collect  them, 

Cle.  Jfay  it  pleaai'  you,  madam, 
To  hear  a  song  presented  me  this  morning  f 
Queen,  Flay  anytliing. 

No^  the  Pkemm  m  ki$  dtailtt 

Nm'  ih^m  haid-^t^  wk^re  molHM  ^tw. 
And  Arnhian  miuh  $tiil  &/otf, 
Ytfkia  perfume  Itke  h*T  hrmOu 

JlHi  0  I  nuirt'uiije  make^  the  ^peU  : 
And  ^tu  p^fuon^  if  I  meiL 

The  twi It  hemdif  s  of  the  skie» 

( IVii^n  the  fmlf-nttik  wt/onf  havte 
To  rend  *ffiY,  and      (hnr  ftiotf), 
Shine  not  t&elconte     her  ei^et. 

Bftt  tJ^m  beams,  than  tiiortm  more  W<rdt, 
If  thesf  point  ai  wmt,  /  ttraek 


^  In  ibe  old  fi»Ko,  I6i0,  thin  song,  and  atiotliQr  it>ng  in 
act  AT^t  "^^^  ^^^^  untiaiul  at  the  timn^  appendetl  ni  tbe 
eofKstii»ift*i     the  piny,    This^  (in?  here  iniicrtcd  iu  tlj^tr  right 
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77*e»,  for  fear  of  such  a  fire. 

Which  hills  worse  tlian  t/ie  long  niglU 
Which  heiiumbs  the  Muscovite^ 
I  mtist  from  my  life  retire. 

But,  0  no/   For,  if  her  eye 
Warm  me  not,  I  freeze  and  die. 

During  the  song  \tlie  QUEEN  falls  into  a  slumber,  and] 
enter  ASCANIO,  Lerma,  Sanbiartino,  <C-<r. 

Asc.  Cease  the  uncivil  murmur  of  the  drum ! 
Nothing  sound  now,  but  gentle ;  such  as  may  not 
Disturb  her  quiet  ear.    Are  you  sure,  Lerma, 
Th*  obedient  soldier  hath  put  up  his  sword  1 

Ler.  The  citizen  and  soldier  gratulate 
Each  other,  as  divided  friends  new  meeting  : 
Nor  is  there  execution  done,  but  in  pursuit 
Of  th'  enemy  without  the  walls. 

Asc.  'Tis  very  well.    My  lord,  is  that  your 
queen  ? 

San.  It  is  the  queen,  sir. 

Asc.  Temper'd  like  the  orbs 
Which,  while  we  mortals  weary  life  in  battle, 
Move  with  perpetual  harmony.    No  fear 
Eclipse th  the  bright  lustre  of  her  cheek. 
While  we,  who  (infants)  were  swath'd  up  in  steel, 
And  in  our  cradle  luird  asleep  by  th'  cannon, 
Grow  pale  at  danger. 

San.  I'll  acquaint  her,  sir. 
That  you  attend  here. 

Asc.  Not  for  a  diamond 
Big  as  our  Apennine.    She's  heavenly  fair ; 
And,  had  not  nature  plac'd  her  in  a  throne, 
Her  beauty  yet  bears  so  much  majesty. 
It  would  have  forc'd  the  world  to  tlirow  itself 
A  captive  at  her  feet.    [I'he  Queen  ufakes.]  But 
sec,  she  moves ! 
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1  feel  a  dame  within  rae,  which  doth  burn 
Too  near  iny  heart ;  and  'tis  the  fir^t  that  ever 
l>id  scorch  me  fchere. 

San.  Madatn,  here's  that  brave  soldier 
Which  reinforced,  the  army  of  Castile  : 
His  name  as  yet  unknown. 

Am.  And  must  be  so. 
Nor  did  I  merit  name  before  this  ham- 
In  which  I  serve  your  majesty*  ^njt>y 
The  fort u lie  of  my  sword^  your  liberty  ; 
And,  since  your  rebel  subjects  have  denied 
Obedience/ here  receive  it  from  U3  strntigem 

QuKEN.  I  know  not,  sir,  to  whom  1  ciwe  the 
debt, 

But  End  how  much  I  stand  oblig'd. 

Abc.  You  owe  it 
To  your  own  virtue,  madam,  and  that  care 
Heaven  had  to  keep  part  of  itself  on  earth 
Unruin'd.    When  I  saw  the  soldier  fly, 
Sent  hither  from  CastUe  to  force  your  rescue, 
Tlieir  general  hurt  almost  to  death,  1  urg'J 
Them  with  the  memory  of  their  former  deeds, 
Deetk  famed  in  war  j  and  so  far  had  my  voice 
(Speaking  your  name)  power  to  confirm  their 
spirits, 

That  they  returned  with  a  brave  fury,  and 
Yield  you  up  now  your  humbled  ^  Arragon. 
Queen.  My  ignorance  doth  still  perplex  me 
more  : 

And  to  owe  thanks,  yet  not  to  know  to  whom. 
Nor  how  to  express  a  gratitude,  will  cloud 
The  glory  of  your  victory,  and  make 
Me  miserable  however. 

AfiC,  I  must  penance 
My  blood  with  absence,  for  it  boils  too  high,  [A$idt. 


*  [03d  cnpy,  I/O  If  r  t^wii  humM.d.] 


THE  QUEEN  OF  ARRAGON. 


359 


Wiieii  we  have  orderM  your  affairs,  my  name 
Shall  take  an  honour  from  your  knowledge,  madam. 
Queen.  You  have  corrected  me.     Sir,  we'll 
expect 

The  hour  yours  'If  shall  name,  when  we  may  sorve. 

Asc.  I'm  conquer'd  in  my  victory  !  But  I'll  try 
A  new  assault,  and  overcome  or  die.  [ExeufU. 


ACT  III.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  Velasco  and  Oniate. 

On  I.  My  lord,  it  shows  a  happy  discipline, 
Where  the  obedient  soldier  yields  respect 
To  such  severe  commands,  now  when  victory 
Gives  licence  to  disorder. 

Vel.  Sir,  our  general. 
The  Lord  Florentio,  is  a  glorious  master 
In  th'  art  of  war :  and  though  time  makes  him  not 
Wise  at  th'  expense  of  weakness  or  diseases,  yet 
I  have  beheld  him  by  the  easy  motion 
But  of  his  eye  repress  sedition. 
When  it  contemned  the  frown  of  majesty  ; 
For  never  he  who  by  his  prince's  smile 
Stood  great  at  court  attauied  such  love  and  awe 
With  that  fierce  viper,  the  repining  people. 

Oni.  Our  kingdom  owes  its  safety  to  that  power. 
For  how  dejected  look'd  our  magistrates 
When  conquest  gave  admittance  to  the  soldier  ! 
But  how  their  fears  forsook  them  when  they  saw 
Your  entry  with  such  silence  ! 

Vel.  Sir,  Castile 
Aim'd  not  at  spoil  or  ruin  in  this  war, 
But  to  redress  that  insolence  your  queen 
Did  suffer  under  in  Decastro's  pride. 

Oni.  And  yet  auxiliaries  oft  turn  their  swords 
To  ruin  whom  they  come  to  rescue. 
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Vel.  The  barbarous  keep  tio  faith  in  vows ;  but 
we — 

We  of  Castile,  though  flattering  advantage 
Persuade  to  perjury,  have  still  observM 
Friendslii|i  inviolate,  no  nation  Buflfering, 
To  which  we  give  otir  oath. 

Onl  You  speak,  my  lord. 
Your  glories  nobly*    And  it  is  our  joy. 
Your  general's  wound  but  frighted  us* 

Veu  The  surgeons 
Affirm  there  is  no  dangfir,  and  have  licenced 
His  visit  to  the  queen. 

On  I,  'Tis  thought,  liowe'er, 
His  love  had  not  obey'd  such  a  reetraint, 
Though  death  had  threatened  bini.    But  in  hie 
health 

Consists  the  common  safety,  since  those  forces 
Decastro  in  the  morning  did  e3q>ect^ 
Ere  yon  the  town  aRsaulted,  are  discovered, 
To  which  he  AimI,  expell'd  the  city. 
Vel.  Sir, 

We  shall  contemn,  and  with  ease  break  that  army^ 
Whose  general  we  have  vanquishefl^  having  won 
The  city  and  your  queen  into  our  [M)wer, 

Enter  Saj^martino. 

San.  Save  you,  my  lord.    Sir,  your  most  ol>e- 
dient : 

And  how  likes  your  good  lordship  the  great  acts 
Of  the  strange  cavalier  ?    Was  not  his  conduct 
Most  happy  for  you  in  the  late  assault? 

Vel  He  happily  suppliefl  the  office  of 
Our  general  *  howe'er,  your  city  had 
Been  ours ;  for  though  our  Spanish  forces  may 
At  firs^t  seem  beaten^  and  we  to  retreat 
Awhile,  to  auimate  a  giildy  enenay. 
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Yet  we  recover  by  our  art  and  patience 
What  fortune  gives  away.    This  unknown  leader 
(I  know  not  how  to  style  him)  press'd  among 
Our  soldiers,  as  they  were  returning  back 
After  a  small  repulse  :  encouraged  them, 
(Though  it  was  much  superfluous)  and  got  honour 
Perhaps  not  so  deservingly  ;  but  'twas  well 
On  I.  Your  soldiers  speak  his  glory  even  with 
wonder. 

Vel.  The  ignorant  are  prone  to  it :  but,  sir, 
I  think  in  our  whole  army  there  fought  none 
But  who  had  equal  spirit.    Fortune  may 
Bestow  success  according  to  her  dotage : 
I  answer  not  for  that. 

San.  This  is  pure  Castile. 
But  what  is  his  birth,  country,  quality. 
And  whither  is  he  bound  ? 

Vel.  I  seldom  trouble 
My  language  with  vain  questions.    Some  report 
(It  not  imports  who  are  the  authors)  that 
His  country's  Sicily,  his  name  Ascanio 
(Or  else  some  sound  like  that) :  that  he's  a  lord 
(But  what's  an  island-lord?)  and  that  he  came 
Into  our  continent  to  learn  men  and  manners  : 
And  well  he  might ;  for  the  all-seeing  sun 
Beholds  no  nation  fiercer  in  attempt. 
More  staid  in  counsel. 

Oni.  He's  of  a  brave  presence : 
I  never  saw  more  majesty  in  youth  ; 
Nor  never  such  bold  courage  in  a  face 
So  fashion'd  to  delight. 

San.  The  queen  commends  him 
Almost  with  wonder. 

Vel.  Did  the  queen  regard 
A  man  unknown  ? 

Oni.  His  merits  spoke  his  worth. 
And  well  might  challenge  a  particular  eye. 
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San.  Biifc  his,  Jis  if  iu  tlmt  dumb  omU>ry 
He  ho))ed  to  talk  all  llie  hbtury  of  love. 
Still  fij£*d  ui>on  her. 

Vel.  Your  lautit  liumbk  mrvmt 

0ml  TIii£  is  nhmpL 

Ban.  Wliat  tnost  pi)litie  Jl^-a 
Ifi  got  into  his  l^onahip^B  ear  1 

On  I,  Now  must 
The  Junto  sit  till  midnight,  till  they  rack 
Somt?  strange  design  from  tliis  iji belli genee. 

Enter  CleantHA,  and  qffrs  to  <jo  ouL 

Sak.  Nay  !  on  my  honQur,  maflam  ! 
Cle.  Good  my  lord  1 

San.  Benight  us  not  so  soon  !    That  shortrlivYl 
day 

That  gives  the  Ku^iaii  in  the  winter  hope 
Of  heat  J  yet  fails  him,  not  so  suddenly 
Forsakes  the  lirnianieiit*    Stay,  fairest  madam, 
That  we  may  look  on  you  and  Hva 

Cle.  My  lorcl,  I  fear  you  two  were  serioua. 

San.  Never  1,  upon  my  consdeuce,  miMlam. 

Onl  No,  I'll  swear  ; 
Nor  noue  of  the  whole  form  of  you  at  court, 
Unless  the  stratagem  be  for  a  inistress^ 
A  fashion^  or  some  cheating- match  at  t*inuis* 

Clkl  But  happily  ^  that  gentleman  had  businesa 
His  fiM^  betrays  mj  judgment  if  he  bo 
Not  much  in  project. 


^  Pemdvsntur^.  Di-  Jolmaon  ob£i<erveft  that  m  this  tenfte 
htippiltf  U  vsritten  CTruneyualy  for  hapltf — distifictiun  surf^ly 
withoLii  SL  dif}Vr4?ncc%  amce  bath  nre  tlie  Sitme,  huptff  htilsi^ 
mi!i*tiiy  -1  cuiiit  ractetl  Uwm  of  tbm  otlurr  ] 

**  Utie  tijitig  liioi  e  I  ti\m[l  u  iab  you  tti  ile^irti  t^i  tbiiu^  w  ho 
k'^  f^il^  may  pei-ndL^  thvi^  two  trc^iitiiica/' — D^^U* 
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San.  You  mistake  him,  madam. 
Though  he  talk  positive,  and  bustle  'mong 
The  sober  lords,  pretend  to  embassies 
And  state-designs  all  day  ;  he's  one  of  us 
At  night ;  he'll  play,  he'll  drink, — you  guess  the 
rest. 

He'll  quarrel  too,  then  underhand  compound. 
Why,  for  a  need  hell  jeer  and  speak  profane  ; 
Court,  and  then  iaagfa  At  her  he  courted.  Madam, 
Forgive  bim  ins  |H«teiioe  to  gnTXty, 

And  he*s  an  absolute  cavatier. 

Cle.  My  lord. 
He  owes  you  for  this  fair  certificate  ; 
Yet  I  fear  your  character's  beyond  his  merit. 

Oni.  Madam,  dissemble  not  so  great  a  virtue  ; 
Nor,  to  obey  the  tyranny  of  custom, 
Become  the  court's  fair  hypocrite.    I  know 
This  vanity  for  fashion-sake  you  wear. 
And  all  those  gaieties  you  seem  t'  admire 
Are  but  your  laughter. 

Cle.  Sir,  your  charity 
Abuseth  you  extremely. 

Oni.  Come,  you  cannot 
Disguise  that  wisdom,  which  doth  glory  in 
The  beauteous  mansion  it  inhabits.  Madam, 
This  soul  of  mine,  how  coarse  soe*er  'tis  cloth'd. 
Took  the  honour  to  admire  you,  soon  as  first 
You  shin'd  at  court :  nor  had  a  timorous  silence 
So  long  denied  me  to  profess  my  service. 
But  that  I  fear'd  I  might  be  lost  i'  the  crowd 
Of  your  admirers. 

Cle.  Nor  can  I  perceive 
Any  strong  hope  now  to  the  contrary. 

Onl  Nor  I :  but  give  me  licence  t'  undeceive 
The  world,  that  so  mistakes  you.    This  young 
lord 

Flatters  his  folly  that  indeed  you  are 
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Sick  of  tliat  biimour  you  but  counterfeit : 
Believes     are  fraii  aad  easy  ;  since,  if  not. 
His  courtship  were  without  de^sigii. 

Clil  My  lorii. 
What  means  the  gentleman  I    He  hoj^es  to  uUk 
me 

Into  a  virtue  I  ne'er  practised  yet^ 
And  much  suspect  I  never  shall 

Sah.  Prayt  madam, 
Pari  Inn  Ids  i;;5Tioratice  :  'tis  want  of  breeding. 

Oni.  Pardon  yuur  mirth,   fair  madiimj  ami 
bniBh  off 

This  hivnoitr'd  dust  that  soils  your  company  ; 
This  thing  whom  nature  eiu^esaly  obtruded 
Upon  the  world  to  teach  that  pride  and  folly 
Make  titular  greatness  th'  env^"  but  of  fools, 
The  wi§6  man's  pity. 

Sax.  Sir,  your  words  are  rude. 

On  I.  Sure,  no,  my  lord  :  perhaps  in  times  of  yort^ 
They  mi*^ht  1>e  construed  so,  when  superstition 
Worshipped  each  lord  an  idoL    Now  we  find, 
By  sad  experience,  that  you  are  mere  men, 
If  vice  delmuch  you  not  to  Ijeaste, 

SkN,  The  place  is  privUegVi,  sir, 

Onl  I  know  it  iBp  and  therefore  Bpeak  thus 
boldly. 

If  you  grow  hot,  you  have  your  grots,  my  lord, 
And  in  your  villa  you  may  domineer 
O'er  th^  bumble  country  gentleman,  kIio  stands 
AlcK)f  and  bare. 

ChK.  My  lord,  leave  off  the  combat ; 
Y'  are  hardly  matchM  And  see,  the  Lord  Florantio  I 

EfHer  Floeentio  md  Veusco. 

The  queen  attends  his  coming.    Sir^  ymi1l  find 
A  more  cotivunieat  ^school  to  rund  this  lecture. 
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On  I.  But  none  so  beautiful  to  hear  me. 

IJ^xeunt,  several  tcays,  Sanmartino,  Clean- 
THA,  and  OniATE. 
Flo.  And  are  you  sure,  my  lord,  he  durst  pre- 
sume 
To  look  up  at  her  1 

Vel.  Yes,  and  she  commends 
His  person  and  his  spirit. 

Flo.  Twas  too  much 
T'  observe  his  person.    Sure,  his  spirit's  great, 
And  well  may  challenge  the  queen's  memory. 
I  have  not  seen  him  yet. 
Vel.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Flo.  He  had  a  fortune  gentler  far  than  min& 
III  envy  of  that  service  which  I  vowed 


In  this  great  action  :  I  was  judged  a  tiling 
Unfit  for  usa 

Vel.  Your  glory  was  the  greater. 
Your  courage  even  opposing  'gainst  your  fate 
In  the  attempt. 

Flo.  But  yet,  mistaken  man 
Esteems  the  happy  only  valiant. 
And  if  the  queen,  Velasco,  should  smile  on 
His  merits,  and  forget  that  love  I  have 

With  such  religion  paid  her  But  these  doubts 

Are  impious,  and  I  sin  if  I  but  listen 
To  their  disloyal  whispers.    And  behold, 

EiUer  the  QUEEN,  FlORIANA,  ClEANTHA,  &C. 

She  opens,  like  a  rock  of  diamond. 
To  th'  curious  search  of  th'  almost  bankrupt  mer- 
chant ! 

So  doth  the  pilot  find  his  star,  when  storms 
Have  even  sunk  his  bark.    Divinest  madam  ! 
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Queen,  Wulcom*^,  my  lord  I    But  iianlou  tm 
my  joys. 

If  I  nuiat  interrupt  you  witli  a  sijih. 
I  cannot  Itwk  upon  Floreutio*©  ann. 
But  I  must  grievo  it  bled  for  me. 

Flo,  0,  spare 
Th«  treasure  of  those  tears  !    Some  captive  king, 
Whom  fortune  liaUi  lockVl  up  in  iroii^  wanta 
Om  such  to  buy  his  freedom.    Madam,  all 
ThgsG  streama  of  blood  which  flow  to  warm  my 
earth, 

Lest  it  congeal  to  dc^th,  cannot  conipare 
For  value  with  the  least  drf>p  shod  for  you, 
By  such  a  quarrel  made  ineetimabie. 

Q.UERN.  riio  war,  I  see,  hath  only  been  tlie  field 
To  exercise  your  fancy.    Your  disctuirse 
Bliows  that  tliG  court  w^as  kept  Ix^neath  your  tent ; 
Yet  cjinnoti  I,  my  lord,  be  jt^alous,  but 
'Tis  mingled  with  some  love, 

Flo.  'Tis  a  pure  iore, 
Unmix'd  as  is  the  souL    The  world  perhaps 
May  judge  a  kiugdom  hath  enamourM  me. 
And  that  your  title?^  dross  you  forth,  to  raise 
My  appetite  up  higlier.    Pardon  love, 
If  it  grow  envioLis  even  of  your  fortime, 
Anil  that  Fm  forc'd  to  wish  you  had  been 
daughter 

or  some  poor  mountaiu-eottager,  witliout 

All  dowry  but  your  owa  beauty.  ^    Then  I  miglit 


^  Ha1>ut7tr>ti  hm  the  Exms  ihtmght  in  hia  "  CnslATii,"  oillt. 
1610,  p.  51^ 

VVould  H^ttim  Wfffc 

VVIio.  wUh  liifl  t^til  wum  oqt>  cunjdl  cljriup  leiiv^* 
llf-r  no  more  ilu«rc  thttn  wUaI  nhe  dirt  r^i^kQ 
Fmiu  l>llUll^,<^ou«  aiittirii^  ;  hct  woiiUI  f  (li^n  tvufl 
To  til'  tc»i)4lc,  rkli  lo  hvt  o#u  frenlth  " 
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Have  showed  a  flame  untainted  with  ambition, 
And  courted  you ;  but  now  the  circumstance 
Of  greatness  seems  to  challenge  more  than  I 
Have  power  to  give,  and,  working  up  my  love, 
I  serve  my  fortune. 

Queen.  You  have  not,  my  lord, 
Found  me  uneasy  to  your  vows  :  and,  when 
The  troubled  stream  of  my  tempestuous  state 
Shall  meet  a  perfect  calm,  you  then  shall  know 
How  worthy  I  esteem  your  virtue. 

Flo.  Speak  but  those  words  again,  and  seat 
me  in 

An  orb  above  corruption  !    O,  confirm 
Your  thoughts  but  with  a  promise. 

Queen.  How,  a  promise ! 
I  shall  repent  my  favour  if  I  hear 
A  syllable  which  sounds  like  that.  Upon 
My  marriage-day  I  have  vowed  to  bring  my.s«^lf 
A  free  oblation  to  the  holy  altar ; 
Not,  like  a  fearful  debtor,  tender  low  ^ 
To  save  my  bond.    My  lord,  I  must  not  hoar 
One  whisper  of  a  promise. 

Flo.  I  m  silent, 
And  use  me  as  your  vassal ;  for  a  title 
More  glorious  I  shall  never  covet.  But  

Queen.  No  jealousy,  my  lord. 

ErUer  Lerma. 

Ler.  Your  majesty 
Is  great  in  mercy ;  and  I  hope  a  stranger 
^hall  meet  it,  if  his  speech  be  an  offence. 

Queen.  Your  pleasure,  sir  ? 

Lek.  The  Lord  Ascanio  charged  [Kneels. 
Me  fall  yet  lower,  if  the  earth  would  license 


*  [Old  copy,  love  ] 


MB 


THE  QUEEN  OF  ARRAOON, 


For  to  BO  liigli  a  miycsty  obedience 
Cannot  bend  tlowti  enough  :  thi*ii  he  eommancled, 
I,  in  his  nani^j  should  bi'g  the  liononr  for  luu^ 
Before  he  take  his  journey  from  yonr  country. 
To  kis,s  your  hmnh 

QutcKM.  Pniy,  sir,  let's  know  tlie  hour  ; 
But  let  it  not  be  sudden.    Years  should  sweat 
in  [>re})aritLion  for  his  entertjiinment^ 
And  poets  raek  invention,  till  it  reach 
Sueh  praises  as  won  hi  reach  the  victories 
Of  th'  old  heroes. 

Lfji  Madam*  if  his  arm 
Did  actions  woithy  memory,  it  receiv'd 
An  influence  from  your  quarrel,  in  the  which 
A  dwarf  might  iriuuipli  o'er  an  army.  But 
He  humbly  craves  Uis  audience  njay  not  b© 
With  crowd  and  noise,  as  to  enibaasadors ; 
But  with  that  silence  which  befits  his  business. 
For  "'tis  of  moment 

Queen.  Sir,  we  will  ol>ey 
His  own  desireSj  though  ours  could  wish  his  welcome 
With  a  full  ceremony.  I  attend  hini.  [Exk  Lekma. 

Flo*  Madam,  this  stranger  

Queen.  Pray,  my  lord,  let  love 
Not  interrupt  your  business.    I  lielieve, 
The  army  which  Deeastro  so  expected 
Being  now  arrived,  your  soldiers  tired,  the  city 
Unsettled  in  her  faith,  much  counsel  will 
Be  needful.    Wlien  your  leisure  sliall  permit, 
Our  joy  shall  He  to  see  you* 

Flo.  Tm  all  obedience- 

[EMttTit  Queen  tmd  Florentio  at  smrtd  do 

Mafiet  SaNMARTTKO  and  ClEANTHA. 

San*  And  when,  sweet  madam^  will  you  crown 
our  joys  7 
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Let's  not,  like  riotous  gamesters,  throw  away 
The  treasure  of  our  time  :  appoint  the  hour, 
The  hour  which  must  wear  garlands  of  delight, 
By  which  we'll  make't  the  envy  of  the  age. 

Gle.  My  lord,  what  mean  you  ? 

San.  What  all  fine  lords  mean 
Who  have  plenty,  youth  and  title. 

Cle.  But  my  fame  ! 

San.  Tis  the  fooVs  bugbear. 

Cle.  Then  my  conscience  ! 

San.  a  scarecrow  for  old  wives,  whom  wrinkles 
make 
Religious. 

Cle.  What  will  the  court  say  ? 

San.    Wliy,  nothing. 
In  mercy  to  themselves,  all  other  ladies 
Will  keep  your  counsel. 

Cle  But  will  you  not  boast  it  ? 

San.  rU  be  degraded  first. 

Cle.  Well,  I'm  resolved. 

San.  But  when,  sweet  madam  ?  Name 
The  moment 

Cle.  Never  :  for  now  I  weigh  things  better; 
The  antidote  'gainst  fear  is  innocence. 

San.  Will  you  delude  my  hopes  then?  Pity, 
madam, 

A  heart  that  withers  .if  denied  this  favour. 

Cle.  In  pity  I  may  be  induced  to  much  ; 
And,  since  you  urge  compassion,  I  will  meet. 

San.  Where,  excellent  madam  ? 

Cle.  r  th'  sycamore-walk. 

San.  The  minute  !  0,  the  minute ! 

Cle.  An  hour  hence. 

San.  Felicity  !  fit  for  thy  envy,  Love  ! 
You  will  not  fail  now,  madam  ] 

Cle.  To  be  such, 
As  you  shall  count  that  hour  your  happiest.  [Exeunt. 
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Enter  BrOWFILDORA  amd  OXIATK. 

Onl  ThiB  is  a  challenge !  Pijtheey  my  small 
^end, 

May  not  a  man  take  th'  height  of  my  lord's 

spirit, 
LfOoking  on  thee  1 

Know.  Pray,  sir,  leave  off  your  mirth. 
And  write  my  lord  your  answer. 

On  I.  Little  sir, 
1  never  learnt  that  pretty  quality  : 
I  cannot  write  ;  only  by  word  of  mouth  

Bkow.  Your  place,  sir! 

On  I.  The  market-place. 

Bkow.  Tis  fantastic :  and  my  lord  will  take  it 
ilL 

Your  weapons,  sir. 

On  I.  Two  English  mastiffs,  which 
Are  yet  but  whelps,  and  not  transported  hither  : 
So  that  the  time  will  be,  I  know  not  when. 

Brow.  Your  sport  is  dangerous.    K  my  lord 
forgive  you, 
1  must  resent  th'  affront  as  to  myself. 
And  will  expect  a  most  severe  account 

On  I.  Thou  less,  though^  angrier,  thing  than 
wasp,  farewell.  \J!xeunt, 

Enter  QUEEN  and  ASCANIO. 

Queen.  I  am  informed,  my  lord,  that  you  have 
business. 
And  'tis  of  moment  1 

Asc.  Great  as  that  of  Nature's 
In  her  most  mighty  work.  Creation. 
For  to  preserve  from  dissolution  equals 


>  [Old  copy,  thought.] 
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The  gift  of  our  first  being.    Not  to  hold 
Your  majesty  in  riddles,  'tis  to  beg 
Your  pardon  for  a  soldier  doomed  to  die  ; 
Inevitably  doora'd,  unless  your  mercy 
Step  between  him  and  death. 

Queen.  My  lord,  we  use 
T'  examine  well  the  fact  for  which  he  is 
To  suffer,  ere  we  pardon.    There  be  crimes 
Of  that  black  quality  which  often  makes 
Mercy  seem  cruel. 

Asc.  That's  the  fear  which  frights 
Me  to  this  paleness  :  sure,  his  crime  is  great ; 
But  fondly  I,  presuming  on  the  service 
My  fortune  lately  did  you,  gave  my  vow 
Ne'er  to  forsake  your  ear  with  earnest  prayers, 
Till  you  had  granted. 

Queen.  Would  you  had  not  vowed ; 
For  by  the  practice  of  my  enemies 
My  fame  is  'mong  the  people  yet  unsettled, 
And  my  capacity  for  government 
Held  much  too  feeble.    Should  I  then  by  this 
Provoke  them  to  disdain  me,  I  might  run 
Apparent  hazard  even  of  ruin,  now 
War  so  distracts  our  kingdom.    But,  my  lord, 
Your  merits  are  too  ponderous  in  the  scale, 
And  all  respects  weigh  light — you  have  his  pardon. 

Asc.  Your  hand  on  that.    The  down  on  the 
swan's  bosom,  [Kisses  and  holds  it. 

Not  white  and  soft  as  this  :  here's  such  a  dew 
As  drops  from  bounteous  heaven  in  the  morning, 
To  make  the  shadowy  bank  pregnant  with  violets. 

Queen.  My  lord  ! 

Asc.  I  kiss'd  it,  and  the  Phoenix  seem'd 
(The  last  of  the  whole  race)  to  yield  a  perfume 
More  sweet  than  all  his  dying  ancestors 
Breath'd  from  their  funeral  piles.    0,  shrink  not 
back  I 
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Mj  life  m  so  coniromicazic  wich  love. 
HuU  rf       tmwn  on  eicher.  bock  expire. 
•VniL  I  nmsc  pirt  for  ever  henc& 

QriE£:f .    How  atzangie  appears  das  eennr  1 
Mj  lo  ri,  I  5?ar 
Tour  brain  feek  iome  «isscarb«iiee  :  it  I  eanat  is^. 
I  wtL  remove  tlie  obje»!tL 

A5t:.  Par  ion.  m.-ui.inr 
Tiie  error  of  mj  hn^'.j  i  wriitii  ore  seems 
To  see  uhfn.'j^  abseiiu  v  if  mj  s»}ii:ZTie  tiiii  ocser 
Wliai  misbt^came  youx  ear  :  aoti  »io  not  fiardfifi 
Yoirr  ^emn-  n.>  perpecnai  misery. 
For  Winn  ot  a  miirt:  patience. 

QteeN-  No.  mj  loni  : 
I  hiive  the  memory  ot'  yoor  zreac  ti»f«ti$ 
Ensrard  30  ileep.  n«3  error  can  oave  power 
To  raze  them  nrom  a  dae  respect.    Y-ki  begg'd 
To  have  a  pardtm :  roeak  tk*  otifemier  5  name. 

Asc.  Tk'  offeatiers  name  is  Love  :  his  erhsMt 
Krgti  treason : 
A  plot,  hiw  to  mrpri^e  aii«i  woond  roar  heart  : 
To  thii  '!«>Qspira:.:'r  I  have  ziven  harb»>ar. 
Ar.d  V'.w  i  t..'  '-•^'z  70 cr  mercv  i*yr  him 

QrzE!^.  H'w! 

Ah;.  And  if  yia  break  vocr  OTnL  I  wiH  here- 
after 

S!om  all  TOfir  sex.  sinoe  tie  Ei»>6t  exceUent 
Is  cm»?L  and  inwcstant. 

QlTEEN.  Frav.  my  l.-rL 
Go  ra.t>H«:t;t  yoar  reason,  which  voor  pasaon 
Hath        mack  scatter »i    Make  me  noc  h;&Te 
cause 

To  hate  whom  I  would  ever  strive  to  honoar. 

AS47.  Madam,  yoa  haply  scorn  the  vuLrar  earth, 
«>f  whi«:k  I  stand  compacted  :  and  because 
I  cniinot  a*ld  a  splendour  to  my  name, 
K«*r[»^i'tivp  from  %  r\val  pe^iiirree. 
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You  interdict  my  language  :  but  be  pleas'd 
To  know,  the  ashes  of  my  ancestors, 
If  intermingled  in  the  tomb  with  kings, 
Could  hardly  be  distinguished.    The  stars  shoot 
An  equal  influence  on  the  open  cottage. 
Where  the  poor  shepherd's  child  is  rudely  nurs*d. 
And  on  the  cradle,  where  the  prince  is  rocked 
With  care  and  whisi^er. 
Queen.  And  what  hence  infer  you  I 
Asc.  That  no  distinction  is  'tween  man  and 
man, 

But  as  his  virtues  add  to  him  a  glory, 
Or  vices  cloud  him. 

Queen.  But  yet  Heaven  hath  made 
Subordination  and  degrees  of  men, 
And  even  religion  doth  authorise  us 
To  rule,  and  tells  the  subject  'tis  a  crime. 
And  shall  meet  death,  if  he  disdain  obedience. 

Asc.  Kind  Heaven  made  us  all  equal,  till  rude 
strength 

Or  wicked  policy  usurp'd  a  power : 
And  for  religion,  that  exhorts  t*  obey 
Only  for  its  own  ease. 

Queen.  I  must  not  hear 
Such  insolence  'gainst  majesty ;  and  yet 
This  less  offends  than  love. 

Asc.  If  reason  bends 
You  not  to  mercy,  let  my  passion  plead, 
And  not  meet  death  from  her,  in  whose  fair 
quarrel 

I  could  each  moment  bring  a  life  to  th'  hazard. 
Philosophy  hath  taught  me  that  content 
Lives  under  the  coarse  thatch  of  labourers 
With  much  more  quiet  than  where  the  fam'd 
hand 

Of  artists  to  the  life  have  richly  drawn 
Upon  the  roofs  tho  fictions  of  the  gods. 
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How  Kappy  then  miglit  I  1  en g then  my  Ufe, 
With  soiuB  fair  country  girl,  io  if*iioraiit 
8he  knew  not  her  own  lieaiitiea,  rathor  than 
Endanger  <kath  and  scorn  in  your  denial, 
Anil  in  your  grant  nothing  but  pomp  and  envy  I 
Hvmn,  My  lord,  be  wise,  and  study  that  btsst 
content- 

This  hold  presumptuous  love  hath  GaneeU'd  all 
The  lionds  I  owed  your  valour  i  henceforth  ho|>e 
Not  for  that  usual  favour  I  show  strangers, 
Since  you  have  thus  abusM  it    Would  f  might 
With  saftity  have  ai*pear'd  more  grateful.  [^mi, 
Asc»  She's  gone^  as  life  from  the  dehnquent, 
when 

Juijtice  sheathes  up  her  sword.    I  fain  would  haTO 
Coueeid'd  love's  tre-ason,  hut  desire  t*  obtain  her 
put  nie  to  th'  torture,  till  each  nerve  did  crack. 
And  I  confessed,  then  died  upon  the  rack,  [I^^eit 


ACT  IV,,  SCENE  1. 
i^nffff  CleanthA  and  FUJBIANA. 

Flo.  Thy  pride  is  such  a  flatterer  of  tliy  beauty, 
That  no  man  sighs  by  accident,  but  thou 
Dost  pity  as  en  amour 'd* 

Clk  Floriana! 
Not  so  kind-natur^d,  surely.    I  have  put 
The  sighs  of  courtiera  in  a  scale^  and  find 
Some  threescore  thousand  may  weigh  down  a 
feather ; 

I  have  tried  their  tears  wliich,  though  of  brmy 
taste, 

Can  only  season  the  hearts  of  fools,  not  women. 
Their  vows  are  like  their  duels,  ever  groundiid 
Upon  the  idlest  quarrel 
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Flo.  This  experience 
Perhaps  instructs  you  to ;  but  yet  your  pride, 
I  fear,  is  over-easy  to  believe. 
'Tis  merely  to  fly  idleness  that  my  lord 
Hath  troubled  you  with  courtship  :  if  the  queen 
Would  make  a  statesman,  she  might  cure  a  lover. 
Want  of  employment  made  him  dream  on  beauty, 
And  yours  came  first  t'  his  fancy. 

Cle.  I  begin 
To  think  his  making  love  but  vanity, 
And  a  mistake  in  wit. 

Flo.  And  you  begin 
Perhaps  to  fear  it  1 

Cle.  True,  perhaps  I  do ; 
For  though  we  care  not  for  the  lover,  yet 
We  love  the  passion :  though  we  scorn  the  offer- 

•  ing, 

We  grieve  to  see  it  tlirown  away,  and  envy. 
If  consecrated  to  another.  Woman 
Hath  no  revenge  'gainst  th'  injury  of  custom. 
Which  gives  man  superiority,  but  thus 
To  fool  it  to  subjection. 

Flo.  Yet,  Cleantha, 
I  could  have  wished  your  charity  had  spar'd 
This  triumph  o'er  my  lord. 

Cle.  You  see  I  take 
The  next  way  to  redeem  him.    This  the  hour. 
And  this  the  place.    Here  he  resolves  to  raise 
A  trophy  in  my  ruin :  and  behold — 

ErUer  Sanmartino,  winding  up  his  watch. 

The  just  man  of  his  promise !    Not  a  minute 
He  fails  when  sin's  the  payment 

Flo.  rU  endanger 
His  virtue  to  a  blush,  and  happily 
Convert  an  infidel. 
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X«r  fitiZ  y:<t  -iJiTT  aif*  izst  i-rons*  c-f 

Fliix  *TV\^ 
Sock  ii#r  ccczi.c  :c  lij  wi:  : 

[Errt*:  Fi#:*ijlxjl  -r»j  Cleaxtha. 

Sax.  Tjs  a  fiH  hLf  x  sinnte  orer. 

Awl  y«  sfipe       4r«ar5  :    H:-*-  we  Sierere 
Strics  crecitcrs  it  V  i--?  scar^i  -r-ci  ib*  CLinirxe, 

UbszI  the  cxii  i^rc^  atrf  rr:-"*^  fxsl  xnd  msty. 
We  sSJed       oa  a  £7min     rro  i  :o  liskl. 

Xow  TOOT  ciscoT^nr  f 
Bbow.  Mrkw^'lLiiv 

M^e  sesrrii  in  er^rr  xSer.  erefy  ir^?car, 

Coold  ciwp  witb:-:  d-ir  Si:r:i:IiiT  ;  yei 
Xo  whispeiicg  of  t^faST  :  n  >  viinlin^c 
Of  roar  briirn:  cli^:^rs<^  :orc\i  r^e  :o  wink 
I  siw  no  mortal  b«rA:i:T. 

San.  Sar^,  slie'U  nvH 
Be  so  imwortiiT  to  delude  me  now ! 

Bbow.  Bat  I  hAi  a  more  pn>?pei\>a5  fate  in  lore. 
My  lord,  I  met  my  misiress. 

Sax.  Yoa  a  mistress ! 

Bbow.  A  mistress,  to  whoise  b^uty  I  have  paid 
Mr  TOWs,  mo«st  fenrent  vows,  e  er  sin  .-e  I  was 
Of  suture  fit  to  be  an  amorist. 

San.  One  of  tiie  madds-of-honour  to  Queen  Mab  f 
Bbow.  Your  lordship  gu^^ses  ne;ir :  for  she  is 
one 
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O'  th'  chamberers  to  her  Fairy  Majesty : 
A  lady  of  most  subtle  wit,  who,  while 
She  puts  a  handkerchief  or  gorget  on, 
Her  little  highness  holds  intelligence 
Abroad,  and  orders  payment  for  the  spies. 
She  raiseth  factions,  and  unites  the  angry  : 
She's  much  upon  design. 

San.  Where  found  you  her  ? 

Brow.  Walking  alone,  under  the  shadow  of 
A  tulip,  and  inveighing  'gainst  court-arts, 
'Cause  one  of  Oberon's  grooms  had  got  from  her 
The  monopoly  of  transporting  gnats — 
A  project  she  long  aim'd  at. 

San.  No  more  fooling : 
I  am  grown  angry  with  my  patience. 
Boy,  sing  those  verses  were  presented  me 
This  morning. 

Brow.  I  will  creep  behind  a  bush. 
And  then  for  voice  vie  with  the  nightingale  : 
If  seen,  1  am  so  bashful. 

San.  Take  your  way. 

Song  (without). 

Firie  young  folly ^  thxmgh  you  were 
That  fair  beauty  I  did  swear, 

Yet  you  n^er  could  reach  my  heart ; 
For  we  conrtiei's  learn  at  school 
Only  with  your  sex  to  fool; 

Y  ^are  not  worth  the  serious  part. 

When  I  sigh  and  kiss  your  hand, 
Cross  my  arms,  and  wond  Win/g  stand. 

Holding  parley  with  your  eye  : 
Then  dilate  on  my  desires, 
Swear  the  sun  ne^er  shot  such  fires; 

All  is  but  a  handsome  lie. 
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Witen  I  ft/v  1/oitr  cut  I  or  lace^ 
Grnllf  mid,  t/mi  think  f/onr  /fice 

Straip/d  aanit  munifr  thAJi  commit ; 
Ami  your  i^i^'tne  doth  hegin 
To  grow  »t"rnpulom  of 

IVhni  I  talk  to  %hm  my  wit. 

Therefore^  matkm^  wear  no  doud, 
£o  ckf^ck  my  love  ^roie  proud/ 

in  moth  I  murk  do  duuU^ 
*Ti»  thr:  itowdtr  in  your  hair^ 
Not  your  brtaihf  fjerfumt^  ihf  aiV\ 

And  your  clothes  that  «tt  yoti  ouL 

Yet  thmufh  fruth  has  tkU  cofi/fia\i^ 
A  7ui  I  mw  I  fore  in  Jest : 

Whr/i  I  nritt  beffin  to  conri^ 
And  jnolesi  on  *tmorous  jiante, 
You  Will  iftvtar  I  in  mrufst  am.- 

Bedlam  !  this  is  pretty  sport. 

A$  the  MOng  tmh^  enter  Cleaktha  veiieiL 

She  bmks  forth  like  the  mommg  in  n  clotid 
'Tk  for  the  safety  of  my  eyes  you  veil 
The  glory  of  your  benutieB,  which  else  might 
Dazzle,  not  catch  the  sight ;  hut  I  iliscern 
A  fair  Cleiintha  through  this  ^^loomitiesa, 
Ap|M?;ir  and  speak,  bright  madam.     Why  fiueh 

0,  famish  uot  my  ear,  which  greedily 
Longa  to  devour  the  music  of  your  language  ; 
Is  it  to  teach  me  that  delight  must  be 
Etitonib'd  in  secrecy,  or  eke  to  show 
II Dw  mad  a  a peiul thrift  Fm  to  t^ilk  away 
The  treasure  of  this  hour  ?    Come,  fair,  utiveiL 
Clr  0,  give  me  leave  )  et  to  retain  my  hliishcs. 
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San.  Deceit  of  timorous  modesty !  Traitors 
To  love  your  blushes  are  ;  your  fears  are  envious 
Of  your  delights.    Let's  vanish  hence,  and  ne'er 
To  th'  vulgar  eye  appear,  till  we, 
Grown  old  in  pleasure,  be  transformed  t'  a  vine 
Or  ivy,  so  for  ever  to  entwine. 

Cle.  Then  I  unveil 

San.  O,  fly  into  my  arms. 
As  a  rich  odour  to  the  ravish'd  sense  ! 
Perfume  me  with  thy  kisses. 

Cle.  Stay,  my  lord ! 
Actions  of  moment  (as  I  take  this  is) 
Must  be  maturely  thought  on.    I  have  call'd 
My  reason  to  account. 

San.  Youp  reason,  madam  ! 

Cle.  Yes,  my  good  lord :  that  only  doth  dis- 
tinguish 

A  woman  from  brute  beasts ;  or,  what's  moi-e 
sensual, 

A  vain  loose  man.   What  sin  scandals  my  carriage, 
To  give  encouragement  to  this  presumption  ? 
What  privileged  this  attempt  ? 

San.  That  tempting  beauty. 

Cle.  It  is  a  traitor  then  to  my  pure  thoughts ; 
And,  to  preserve  your  eye,  would  it  were  wrinkled  : 
I  could  much  easier  suffer  the  reproach 
Of  age  than  your  bold  courtship.    If  a  lady 
Be  young  and  sportive,  use  curiosity. 
And  perhaps  art,  to  help  where  nature  seem*d 
Imperfect  in  her  work,  will  you,  from  the 
False  argument  of  your  own  loose  blood,  conclude 
Her  guilty  1    Or,  if  she  select  a  friend. 
Whose  innocence  gives  warrant  to  her  faith, 
Will  you  infer  their  whispers  have  no  aim 
But  that  of  brothels  ?    'Cause  you  find  yourself 
Nought  but  loose  flesh,  will  you  turn  heretic, 
And  thence  deny  the  soul  ? 


wo         rmm  ^€wes  or  i-nimwf. 


Clm^  Mare  ta  tiie  beiiefit.    Bat  m  ^or  pmXmt^ 
^Mmg  mil  tbe  prtvikgw  of  a  Coiid<t« 
mmteijMlaaiiMrted  l   Witlmti  wliich, 
Tfll  age  Intli  mde  pm  wiae  or  mputent. 
Too  Uiink  fooT  himm  u  defecCtre.  'Cmae 
YcKtr  doibes  m  Imdrntae  and  mine  too^  i 
[Morm  tfor  mindsl   Is  il  nftMal  uku^^ 
To  siiii  if  opfMRtoni^  a&d  jooih 
Fennde  m  l    Sodi  is  joa  m  Umm  fotil  pli^vM 
Iiifiei  tha  «r  wkidi  lnntiM  oiir  fione,  mad  m^ly^* 
Hie  ciiitiotti  msM  o'  Ih'  eofintiy  dtmi 

Sax.  Madam! 

Cix  Wben  we  admil  jim  to  our  V4  rfiambcir 
Powder,  or  liaply  batlw  tMfim  joti ;  wliat 
Of  hoocWft  bare  more  tfaan  a  groom  mmj  boaat 
Oar  maids  aite  tir'd  witbt    Yel  t&a  with 

mule 

la  wbiapcr^d  to  joor  friend,  and  jm  mfrr 
How  eas^  a  more  near  amroicb  will  be, 
M  J  lord,  learn  virtiie^  ami  j^onr  wit  lUT  thai 
Kol  serre  yoo  to  so  food  a  pmpose.  If 
Hiat  oontige  jou  are  ^uned  for  be  oo  dand^fr. 
Go  to  tbe  wmn^    Twin  be  a  &r  hm  maim 
To  lose  an       tliere  Iban        botKmr  htr^ 
If  peace  eoamotir  joii,  and  tbe  oourt^  ll¥e  hooost 
And  bope  tbe  heir,  who  ahaU  aoceeed  jaa^  mmj 
Be  johtbu    Beireii|?e  destji>js  more  cbaalttjr 
Than  all  the  iempttiigs  of  mch  loidt  aa  yoa. 

San.  You  shaJl  not  talk  tne,  madam,  from  thM 
pleagnre 
Xhia  bouT  doth  promise  tne^ 

Cle.  Yoa'U  not  eommit 
A  rape,  my  lord  t 

San.  That  lb  a  questiun  aa 
Yet  umeiolv'd ;  for  forou  is  my  ta^  lefiage. 
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Cle.  Think  on  the  danger ;  for  the  sin,  I  see, 
Little  distracts  your  conscience. 

San.  I  propose 
Felicity,  which  none  can  merit  who 
liefuse  so  poor  a  venture.    Here  I  vow, 
No  prayer  or  art  shall  free  you.    If  you  will 
Hazard  a  life  devoted  to  your  service, 
I'll  die  your  martyr. 

Cle.  Come,  my  lord,  Vl\  free  you 
From  all  such  hazard. 

San.  There  spoke  harmony  ! 

Cle.  I'll  not  be  cruel.  You  shall  have  kisses,  such 
As  will  melt  your  soul  into  your  lips  :  and  what 
Is  sweetest,  no  repentance  shall  be  th'  issue 

Eniei'  Floriana  and  Oniate. 

Of  your  delight.     Look  here,  my  lord!  She's 
yours. 

San.  No  halter  now  nor  tree  convenient?    0  1 
A  steeple  would  be  precious  for  my  purpose  ! 
l^ut  Oniate's  there.    Til  fight  with  him. 
Be  kill'd  and  be  redeem'd.    Sir,  you  receiv'd 
A  challenge  from  me  !  but  retum'd  no  answer. 

Onl  My  lord,  I  had  other  business ;  you'll  ex- 
cuse me. 

San.  What  satisfaction  do  men  give  when 
challeng'd  ? 

Onl  According  to  their  spirit:  if  they  be 
Regardless  of  their  fame,  then  they  submit ; 
If  not,  they  fight. 

San.  What,  sir,  will  you  then  do  ? 

Onl  Let  me  consider.  Neither. 

San.  Come,  you  shall  fight. 

Onl  My  lord,  I  will  not. 

San.  Then  you  shall  subscribe 
Yourself  a  coward. 
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T<0>  hiATj  I.:  5:c*3»c»:isl  I  labeenbe 
Mji^J  X  V:«rl  -    If  I  ■»  «x»iitr 

OyL  31 T  x-r  L  :^  •  •c^joinr-K.  How  boc  fiir  it. 
Sjl3L  T*F=i:  T *>-^  rveir  ztmr  »  speak  mj 

Y<«r  t(iri  in  -witl         Kinh     dzzgh  as  too. 

San.  Scr.  I  *LaIl  izmrtz  t»:«c. 

03fL  I:  shall  o::::rtik* 
AH  niT  tr.-ieav:crs  iL^z. 

Sax.  I  z»x  $ir.    Be:   [EjU  Samiabtino. 

Cle.  For  orKT  &ake.  co  wiiii  ikr  k-i\L  Ke- 

Maj  tzirc  to  de5pcrad'>n. 

CuL  Katc  y  :a  no  bcfir.r^  sir,  iinfOKs  yoa 

Thac  I  L:M  «ii5<»j-r?e  wiii  n  !    Tr::fc,  I  >r.all 
p::T 

0\L  >Li  iim-  wLa:  can  r-e 
M^.r^  -i-trri"-*  I 

Cle.  NotLinz  m  re,  if  rour  ^it^ct 
Be  10  conv^n  me  :  :«.'r  1  kr.-'^  y-.i  b'l  i 
All  Luiie?  in  a  ^'?hi^IIl  wL:-  ar>?  y:ur.j  an  i  pr?Ti«l. 

OxL  Y'Y^  T'arioi;.  madi^:.     I  l-rLcVtr  tou  * 
cunniiiz 

O/urt-Lk'ii*-?  chc-:«se  S'>E:e  poetry  TeniAl  errors 
To  f^t  f-^:rf«r<rt:«>n  oS" :  f«.«r  *h«>^iid  y..a  nvt 
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Usuri)  a  handsome  pride,  your  fame  would  lie, 
Like  unwall'd  cities,  open  to  the  prey 
Of  each  invading  youth.    Did  you  not  show 
A  scorn,  you  would  deserve  it. 

Clk  Sir,  take  heed. 
Hope  not  to  win  my  favour  by  extolling 
What  in  our  better  thoughts  we  ourselves  condemn. 
I  am  so  wearied  out  with  vows  and  oaths. 
With  impious  praises  and  most  tedious  flattery. 
That  nothing  but  plain-speaking  truth  can  gain 
On  my  affection. 

Oni.  Madam,  your  affection  ] 

Cle.  Pray,  sir,  do  not  comment  upon  the  word  ; 
It  doth  portend  no  danger  to  you. 

Oni.  And  if  it  did,  where's  the  beatitude  t 
For  though  I  grant  your  virtues  great  as  beauty 
Can  entertain,  and  foolish  I  resolv'd 
To  captivate  my  stock  of  life  t*  a  woman, 
Yet  would  I  not  adventure  on  you,  if 
You  did  not  vow  to  perform  articles. 

Cle.,  Suppose  the  business  come  to  articles  f 
-  Oni.  I'  th'  first  then,  you  should  covenant  love  ; 

not  squinting 
On  every  finer  youth  or  greater  lord. 
But  looking  straight  on  me. 

Cle.  To  the  second,  sir. 

Onl  No  dotage  on  the  court,  so  far  that  my 
Estate  must  rue  it ;  and  no  vanity 
Be  started  up,  but  my  fond  lady  must 
Be  melancholy,  and  take  physic  till 
She  get  into  it. 

Cle.  Why,  you  envy  then 
Us  our  own  trouble ;  keep  us  from  the  expense, 
And  leave  us  to  our  discontent  for  penance. 

Onl  No  !  I  would  have  the  mind  serene  :  without 
All  passion,  though  a  masque  should  be  presented, 
And  you  i'  th'  country.     I  must  have  you  wise. 
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To  know  your  beauty  mortal,  which  you  muBt 
Preserve  to  warm  my  eye,  not  aid  by  arts. 
To  kc^p  the  courtier's  wit  in  extjrcise. 
From  bis  so  practis'd  flattery  your  ear 
Must  turn  with  a  brave  scorn  ;  and  when  his  eye 
Doth  offer  parley,  seem  bo  ignorant 
As  not  to  understand  the  language* 
Cle.  Sir, 

You  haply  will  debar  us  our  she*friends  too  t 
OKI.  As  secret  enetnies,  wholl  first  hotray  you, 
ClM.  You*ll  not  allow  us,  wearied  of  our  huj&- 
bandsi 

To  send  them  on  discovery  of  new  worlds  t 
Or  if  we  take  a  toy  ourselves  to  travel^ 
Perhaps  to  liarbaj  y  or  Tartixry, 
Or  the  remotest  parts  I 

Onl  To  Be^llam  sooner 

Cle.  Or,  if  our  sex  should  warrant  it  by 
custom, 

To  play  at  tennis,  or  run  at  the  ring, 
Or  any  other  martial  exercise  : 
I  fear  me,  scrupulous  sir,  you  will  condemn  it 
As  dangerous  to  my  honour  t 
Onl  Sure,  I  sliould. 

CLE.  1  then  [lerceive  small  hope  of  our  agree- 
ment 

Out  But  I  a  confidence  ;  for  I  discern 
How  much  you  loathe  these  follies  you  pretend. 

Cle.  Good  sir,  no  more  of  this  so  kiuu  mistake  ; 
You'll  find  some  other  lady  more  deserves  itj 
And  I  aspire  not  to  the  honour* 

Onl  I'll  try  yet  farther. 

[£jiieunt  OnUTE  md  OlEANTHA* 

Enter  Lehma  and  VelasCO. 


Lbr,  My  lord,  you  offer  nobly. 


THE  gUEEN  OF  AUUAGON.  :^S:» 

Viol.  'Tis  a  step 
Beneath  Florentio's  greatness,  whether  you 
Ilia  birth  consider  or  his  place.    Sir,  the  queoii 
By  nature's  seated  and  her  high  deserts, 
Where  only  mighty  souls  (such  as  the  generar.s) 
May  offer  to  aspire. 

Ler.  My  lord,  your  lapse 
To  this  proud  language  is  so  injurious,  that 
I  must  be  forc'd  to  purge  the  humour.  That 
The  Lord  Florentio  offers  by  a  duel 
To  show  no  man  can  have  fairer  pretence 
To  serve  the  queen,  must  be  allowed ;  but  that 
You  dare  cast  disregard  upon  this  lord, 
Although  a  stranger,  urgeth  me  t'  intreat 
You'd  draw  your  sword. 

Vel.  It  hath  seen  light,  and  mafle 
Way  through  «n  army,  when  fond  victory 
Smil'd  on  our  enemies  :  it  hath  done  wondei-a, 
When  the  thick  troops  of  Moors  invaded  us. 
It  fears  no  opposition. 

Ler.  Show  th'  effect  oft. 

Vel.  Not  in  a  cause  so  trivial.     Each  small 
breath 

Disturbs  the  quiet  of  poor  shallow  waters ; 
But  winds  must  anu  themselves  ere  the  large  sea 
Is  seen  to  tremble.    Pray  your  pardon,  sir  : 
I  must  not  throw  away  my  courage  on 
A  cause  so  trivial. 

Ler.  As  you  please,  my  lord. 
But,  to  omit  all  circumstance,  you  bring 
A  challenge  to  my  Lord  Ascanio : 
The  reason  of  the  Lord  Florentio's  anger, 
A  rivalship  in  love. 

Vel.  You  speak  it  right. 

Ler.  I'll  bring  you  back  his  resolution 
Before  you  have  attended  many  minutes. 

Vel.  Sir,  'twill  be  decent,  for  my  nature  knows 

VOL.  xin.  2  B 


Nr)t  llow  to  wait ;  an<l  if  no  delays 
Be  Ufletl,  'twin  show  a  flortie  vulour  in  him^ 
And  haj>j)ily  prev<?nt  discover}^ 
For  you  mtxy  r'asily  coiijecfeure,  that 
A  geucraVa  abstiiice  soon  will  wake  the  eye 
Of  the  suspicious  soldier. 

Ler.  Is  my  lord 
III  reuditiegsT 

Yku  He  walks  not  far  from  hence. 

Lek  You  shall  have  use  tlien  hut  of  a  ^hurt 
patience.  [  A,W#. 

VkL  It  will  be  grateful  to  us,  sir.    My  h^rtj  t 


Enter  Flobentio, 

¥ijO,  And  will  Ascaiiio  meet  f 
Veu  Immediately, 

Flo.  1  ha*l  iu>  other  way  ;  yet  this  is  rough, 
And  justice  whispci*^  'tis  unsafe  to  tread  it. 
If  to  love  her  1  he  aiuful,  wliat  am  I  ? 
How  dare  I  call  his  pr^ssion  to  the  Iw, 
And  nourish  it  myself  1    Why  may  not  ht\ 
Who  hath  as  bold  a  fijftuneT  entertain 
As  bold  a  love  ;  and  in  the  fate  of  war 
Having  outgone  my  service^  why  not  tlien 
Present  it  to  the  selfsame  altar  f  But 
We  cannot  harbour  both  in  the  same  f»ort ; 
Or  h*.'  or  I  am  shii>wreck'd :  for  the  stunn 
Is  raised,  and,  to  appease  it,  death  muBt  bti 
The  aacriiice. 

Mnter-  Lerua, 

Vrx.  My  h*rd,  ht*re  U  the  second. 
This  stran^^cr  dai^s  not  meet  with  y*mr  great t 
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Flo.  Suspect  him  not,  my  lord :  he  hath  a 
courage 

Above  the  sense  of  fear.    Well,  sir,  your  answer  ? 
Ler.  My  Lord  Ascanio  could  have  wish'd  liis 
life 

Might  have  been  destin'd  to  a  happier  purpose, 
And  charged   me  tell  your  lordship  that  he 
had 

Much  rather  have  been  lost  with  common  dust 
In  the  cheap  churchyard,  than  endangered  fame 
In  this  great  duel. 

Flo.  Sir,  explain  his  reasons. 

Ler.  He  calls  to  his  sad  thoughts  the  mischiefs, 
which 

This  kingdom  needs  must  fall  into,  when  you 
Shall  perish  by  his  sword  ;  for  certainly 
You  cannot  'scape  it,  thus  provoking  death. 
Then  to  what  ruin  may  the  queen,  whose  safety 
You  both  have  laboured,  be  engag'd  ?    He  could 
With  patience  almost  suffer  on  his  name 
The  infamy  of  coward,  rather  than 
Hazard  the  quiet  of  her  estate.    But  you  

Flo.  Let  me  consider :  'tis  an  idle  rage 
That  heats  me  to  this  quarrel.    Let  her  fate 
Remain  unshaken,  though  sl>e  choose  my  foe 
Into  her  love  and  bosom.    If  she  live 
Above  the  fear  of  ruin,  I  am  mighty — 
Mighty  enough,  though  by  my  griefs  grown  feeble, 
And  weakened  too  :  diseases  fright  the  healthy. 
I  will  refer  my  cause  and  life  to  her. 
And  ne'er  dispute  it  by  the  sw^ord. 

Vel.  My  lord  ! 

Flo.  Velasco,  I  am  safe  enough  against 
The  taint  of  coward.    Spain  bears  witness  that 
I  dare,  as  far  as  honour  dares  give  warrant ; 
But  in  this  cause  

Vel.  My  lord,  you'll  lose  the  glory 


To  Ulk  fOQ  froin  janr  nsolatioci. 
Tb#  l^mi  Amssuo  will  too  nuicb  exidt^ 
If  ibk  WSJ  too  he  omi  d'm&mm  jom^ 

Vw,  It  mtiii  noi  be,     :  tdl  Bf  bid  I  vaii 
Hb  ktinrt. 

Lee.  And  joctr  lortkhip  ^iftll  iioi  lisf  e 
ItoMon  to  think  it  long,    Prepan!  TOitmil 
Ilk  onlj  imjer  is  now  th^t,  when  be  rwwi^ 
Tlicf«  trm?  be  no  dlAconm  to  take  is|i  time ; 
Htf  hiith  J^iire  the  bDSineei  may  be  aQ  : 
WliAt  h«;  CM  HAY  haih  beett  bf  medelira^d  [Jwfii. 

Yuk       will        hwL    Tyrant  Lcm  !  whj  im 
Tliy  cruelty  Rf>  wanton,  to  di'ltght 
In  rrninlc'r?   Li  kit  that  iiTi]iious  Boiiian  pnnoe^ 
Than  joy'st  to  HiDotiiHT  whom  thou  lav'st  in  rr* 
Atnl  itifltt  them  with  the  choicest  pc-rbmes.  But 
This  h  no  plact.<  for  reason ;  she  mtiy  hold 
Dispute  in  tii>ber  m^IiooIj^,  whei^  study  rataes 
The  sold  to  knowlGd;^!* :  Ik*  re 'a  the  theatfi& 
For  tl»e  hnite  jmrt  of  nmn  to  fi^lithis  last 
J  mu?4L  mh^t'jn  the  burel  fifrtiine  croini'd 
HiM  tempos  with^  or  perish  in  th*  attempt 
My  fute  decrees  it. 

EtitiJ'  AB€Amo  and  Lerma. 

IjEU,  HcWs  my  Lord  Aicanio 

Vuh  Why  dotli  he  turn  hig  face  away,  as  if 
Hi*  durwt  not  look  on  danger  1    Do  his  fears 
Now  triumph  i»'er  his  coumge  ? 
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Ler.  Put  it  to  the  trial. 


[Theyjifjhi. 


Flo.  He's  more  than  mortal,  sure.    He  strikes 
like  lightning, 
Himself  not  passive.    But  V\\  try  again. 
And  disenchant  the  sorcerer.    Ay,  there 
I  reach'd   him  home :  you  bleed ;  open  your 

doublet ; 
The  wound,  perhaps,  is  dangerous. 
Asc.  But  a  scratch. 

Flo.  Sure  I  have  heard  that  voice,  and  seen 

that  face ! 
Velasco,  'tis  the  king. 
Asc.  My  lord,  what  mean  you  ? 
Flo.  Some  planet  strike  me  dead,  and  fix  this 

arm 

A  monument  to  tell  posterity 
The  treason  of  my  error  i    Mighty  sir. 
Show  mercy  to  your  creature,  that  my  death 
(Which  hastily  steals  on  me)  may  not  be 
Too  foul  for  after-story. 

Asc.  Rise,  Florentio, 
This  act  cannot  endure  the  name  of  treason. 

Flo.  Some  surgeons,  quick, to  search  the  wound ! 
O  sir, 

How  do  you  feel  yourself?    Speak  life,  or  I 
Shall  sink  down  to  my  centre. 

Asc.  Not  a  man 
Stir  hence  :  thy  sword  was  loyal  as  thy  thoughts, 
And  scarce  hath  pierc'd  the  skin.  O  my  Florentio ! 

Flo.  My  lord  and  king!    But  why  did  you 
engage 

Your  sacred  person  into  danger  1  'Twas  not  well : 
How  many  thousand  lives  depend  on  yours  ! 

Asc.  Envy  o'  th'  greatness  I  possessed  without 
The  merit,  and  desire  to  know  those  perils 
We  wantonly  our  subjects  cast  upon 
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Into  this  action.    Nor  can  I  repent 
Th'  exixjrience  of  this  war. 

Flo.  But,  O  great  sir, 
Why  did  your  majesty  suffer  this  duel  ? 
Twas  cruel  and  unkind.    How  easily 
This  hand  might  have  committed  sacrilege ! 
The  very  thought  whereof,  like  some  pale  vision, 
Congeals  my  blood. 

Asc.  Search  not  that  wound  too  deep. 
Florentio  !  I  shall  hlush — blush  like  some  lady 
Surprised  in  sin — if  you  too  far  examine. 

Flo.  Conceal  it  not,  great  sir,  though  in  the 
speaking 

Poison  steal  through  my  ear.    Be  confident : 
Unveil  your  thoughts. 

Asc.  You  needs  must  hate  me,  then, 
And  will  have  justice  to  throw  off  that  duty 
You  owe  me  as  a  subject.    Let  it  be 
Unsi>oken  still,  though  smothering  it  be  death. 
Flo.  Good  Ileaven  defend  !   What  is  an  army 


Exposed  to  certain  slaughter,  if  compared 
To  th*  shortest  moment  that  should  sen^e  your 
quiet  1 

And  shall  I  live,  and  see  my  sovereign  wear 
A  sorrow  on  his  brow  ] 

Asc.  Florentio !  thou 
Art  glorious  in  thy  virtue.    So  was  I, 
Till  looking  on  the  queen  I  grew  o'  th*  sudden 
Darker  than  midnight. 

Flo.  0  my  cruel  fate  !  \ A  side] 


In  my  designs,  and  lalM)ur'd  to  have  stole 
The  jewel  of  tliy  life  from  thee ;  a  jewel 
Myself  so  freely  had  ])estowed  upon 
Th**-  merits  of  thy  youth. 
Flo.  My  soul  foresaw  this. 


of  us 
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Asc.  How  justly  had  I  periafa'd  by  thy  sword  ! 
How  happy  for  my  safetj  I   Then  had  I 
Been  lost  in  my  diagnise,  or  died,  my  crime 
Unknown  usio  the  world.    Now,  if  I  live, 
I  must  vade  through  a  sea  of  injuries, 
T*  attain  an  imsafe  haven. 

Enter  the  QUEEN. 

Flo.  Cheer  yourself, 
Dread  sir.    Though,  as  I  give  the  legacy, 
I  breathe  my  last,  yet  will  I  show  a  heart 
Thankful  to  your  great  favours.    Madam,  here 
Behold  the  Sovereign  of  Castile. 

Queen.  You  have 
Been  cruel  in  your  kindness,  sir,  to  keep 
So  long  your  sacred  person  hid  from  us. 

Flo.  He  is  your  lover,  madam,  and  deserves 
The  title :  whether  you  observe  his  youth, 
So  beauteous  nature  doats  upon  her  work. 
Or  weigh  his  greatness,  powerful  to  defend  you 
Should  fate  and  all  manl  und  conspire  your  ruin. 
And  add  to  that,  he  merits  you,  his  sword 
Having  restored  your  freedom,  when  poor  I 
Was  judg'd,  like  some  old  instrument  of  war, 
Unfit  for  service.    All  my  interest 
I  here  resign  to  th'  author  of  my  fate; 
My  love  I  cannot,  which  must  still  remain 
Companion  to  my  life  :  but  Til  take  heed 
My  wound  appear  not,  though  it  inward  bleed. 

[Exit, 

Asc.  I  wait  here,  madam,  and  attend  your 
sentence ; 
For  'tis  ray  doom. 

Queen.  I  am  that  sad  wretch, 
Stands  trembling  at  the  bar.    I  know  your  merit, 
And  know  a  gratitude,  great  as  e'er  was  owing. 


3f>3  THE  QUEEN  OF  AERAUOX, 

By  nil  injured  soul  rdieveil  ;  I  duly  weigh 
Tlmt  double  tiv,  whirh  dt>th  obiige  rae  jrouj^. 
Firstj  when  you  sent  your  soldiers  io  my  rescue; 
Then^  by  exposing  your  most  sacred  person 
To  til'  dangers  of  a  war, 
Asc.  A  trivial  nothing. 

Queen.  What  honour  can  comt  et|ual  to  my 
state  J 

As  by  so  hv^h  a  match  t  And  *gainat  your  pefwn 
The  t?nvions  cannot  find  a  quarrel 

Asc.  Matlam, 
All  this  is  circumstance  the  politic 
Busy  their  fancy  with*    I  bring  a  love. 
All  humble  love,  which  is  of  value  to 
Efs noble  the  parch- d  labourer,  and  force 
An  empress  listen  to  his  vowi.  Consider 
In  roe  nothing  of  fortune  ;  only  look 
On  that  to  which  love  new-created  ma 
If  once  receivM  your  sen'snt,  what*8  Castile 
In  the  comparison }    For  princes  are 
Tou  bold,  if  they  bring  wealth  and  victory 
To  enter  competition  with  those  treasures 
A  lover  aims  at  in  his  mistress*  favour. 
May  1  not  hope  your  smile  ? 

QuEEii.  You  must  eommand  it 

Asc.  Then  give  me  leave  to  whisper  to  my 
hopes 

Wiiat  strange  felicities  I  shall  enjoy. 

Queen,  But^  sir,  consider  how  you  gave  away 
To  your  Florentio  all  that  claim  yon  might 
Have  to  me,  as  so  great  a  neighbouring  prince. 

Asc.  It  was  a  gift  my  ignorance  made,  which  I 
Was  coseu'd  in ;  for  had  my  eye  been  honoured 
With  eiglit  of  such  a  beauty,  safer  he 
Might  have  petition'd  for  my  scepti-e,  and 
The  grant  had  not  so  soon  begot  repentance. 

QUEEK.  But  promises  of  princes  must  not  bo 
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By  after- arts  evaded.    Who  dares  punish 
The  breach  of  oath  in  subjects,  and  yet  slight 
The  faith  he  hatli  made  them  keep  ] 

Asc.  But  my  Florentio 
Hath  given  me  back  his  interest. 

Queen.  That  gift 
Was  like  a  vow  extorted,  which  religion 
Cancels,  Jis  forc'd  from  conscience. 

Asc.  But  yourself 
Are  free,  and  never  by  an  oath  made  his. 

Queen.  My  resolution,  grounded  on  his  service. 
Ties  more  than  formal  contracts. 

Asc.  Ill  not  urge 
You  farther,  but  by  these,  which  never  yet 
Found  passage  through  my  eyes,  not  he  nor  all 
Mankind,  contracted  to  one  heart,  can  harbour 
A  love  that  equals  that  I  bum  with.  Madam, 
Think  on't ;  and  let  your  thoughts  find  out  that 
path 

Which  leads  to  mercy.  [Exit  AsCANlo. 

Queen.  How  I  am  dazzled, 
Plac'd  on  a  precipice  by  tyrant  Love  ! 
The  king  is  noble,  and  his  merits  claim 
A  retribution  great  as  I  can  make. 
He  loves  me,  and  yields  only  to  Florentio, 
In  the  priority  of  service.    My  sad  soul ! 

£j7itej'  Florentio,  looks  on  the  Queen,  dgtu^  and 
goes  in  again. 

Between  these  two  I  might  stand  distracted  ! 
But,  virtue,  guide  me  :  nor  can  I  e'er  stray 
While  that  directs,  and  honour  leads  the  way. 

[ExevM. 
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AUT  V,,  HCENE  1, 
Enfrr  DeC!ASTRO  ami  his  Armp. 

Dec.  My  fortune  yet  forsakes  me  not.  There's 
something 

Whispers  my  soul  that,  though  a  storm  did  cloud 
My  morning,  I  shall  set  the  envy  of 
My  yet  prevniling  enemy.    Hatl  you^ 
My  fellow* soldiers,  not  been  three  hoiu:^  r^tnrfc 
Frt  im  aiding  us  when  the  Qudltaii  mqr 
Hade  the  amilt,  we  had  giv^  thdr  fate  a 
check. 

And  taught  them  how  unsafe  it  is  to  court 
Dangers  abroad.    I  must  entreat  your  coura^ 
To  suffer  for  some  moments  ;  a  short  time 
Will  bring  ns  the  queen's  answer  ;  if  slie  yield 
(As  rea'^on  may  persuade  her}»  we  shall  spare 
Much  loa«  of  blood  ;  if  not^  your  valour  will 
Have  liberty  to  show  itself.    Yet  still 
Remember,  that  the  city*s  forc'd  t*  obey 
A  stranger  ;  in  their  votes  they  fight  for  m. 
Did  no  man  see  the  Lord  Ossuna  since 
Our  fight  i'  th'  morning  i 

Capt.  He  appeared  not,  since 
We  left  the  city  to  the  enemy  ; 
Which  hath  bred  j(*alousy,  my  lord^  tliat  ho 
Cbang'tl  Willi  the  prt?sent  fortune. 

DKa  Doubt  him  not : 
He  hatii  a  heart  devoted  to  the  greatness 
And  siifety  of  liis  country,    WelL  lie  may 
Be  lost  i'  th'  number  of  the  slain  ;  but  fale 
Cannot  enforce  him  stoop  beneatli  llie  vow 
Of  rescuing  Arragon  from  foreign  arma. 
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Enter  ttoo  common  I^LDIEKS  haling  OsSUNA  in  as 
a  hermit. 

What  insolence  is  this  1    Unhand  the  man ! 
Met h inks  his  habit  should  beget  respect. 
Sol.  My  lord,  we  guess  he  is  some  spy,  he 


Your  person  ;  mndoef  often  larks  in  shapes 
As  holy. 

Dec.  I  allow  your  care,  and  thank  It : 
Leave  him  to  me,  and  for  awhile  retire.  [Exeunt, 
Oss.  Your  lordship  knows  me  not  ? 
Dec.  Ossuna,  welcome ! 
BlessM  be  thy  better  angel  who  preserved  thee  ! 
How  happy  to  the  fortune  of  this  war 
Art  thou  restor'd  !    I  should  have  fought  unarm'd, 
Had  I  not  had  the  fate  t'  embrace  thee  thus. 
How  was  my  friend  preserved  1 

Oss.  By  virtue  of 
This  sacred  habit.    In  the  midst  of  war 
Disguis'd  I  thus  escaped,  though  close  pursued 
By  some  of  the  queen's  faction.    To  this  weed 
I  owe  my  safety. 

Dec.  Quickly  throw  it  off, 
And  reinvest  thy  body  in  that  steel. 
With  which  thou  still  hast  triumph'd.     O  my 


How  oft  have  we,  all  bath'd  in  blood  and  sweat, 
Through  clouds  of  dust,  found  out  the  way  to 


Back  victory  to  our  side,  when  Fortune  seem'd 
To  doat  on  th'  enemy  !    We  two  have  grown 
Like  cedars  up  together,  and  made  all 
Seem  shrubs  to  us,  no  man  sleeping  secure 
But  in  our  shadows. 

Oss.  Yes,  we  have  been  happy. 


lord, 


force 
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Dec.  Thou  a^ieak'st  bo  UoUqw,  as  tlmre  wwf  a 
doubt 

\Vn  might  not  be  so  still 

Oiss.  But  there's  uo  faith 
til  hunmii  fatti.    Au  emjioror*  did  serve 
As  foijtstool  to  the  conqueror,  aad  aro  we 
Butti-^r  assufd  of  destiny  1 

JUlic,  AMiat  strange 
Unworthy  faintn*?83  m oaken s  his  great  soul 
Wluj  Uoretofore  ne'er  uiidcrstood  the  language 
1  >imsj[i:r  siJtmks  in  ?    Hath  one  defeat  lost  yon 
Thixi  niiglity  coura^^'e,  which  hath  fix'd  upon 
\\nir  imint*  a  glorious  memory  t  Keassumc 
Yours*:! ft  n>y  lonl :  k*t  no  degenerate  fear 
Uotnghi  the  htstre  of  your  former  acts, 

Oss.  I  call  yourselt  and  Arragun  to  witness^ 
My  life  hath  yet  been  such,  the  reverend  shadii^ 
i  *f  niy  s^reat  ancestors  iioed  not  look  palc% 
Ui  hhisli  to  know  my  story.    To  yourself. 
To  whose  bmve  youth  I  turd  t»y  youth  a  servant* 
I  ever  Imve  jierfunn'd  all  offices, 
I  >ut*  t<*  s*»  brave  a  friendship. 

1Vki\  Tis  confess 'd, 

Om.  And  here  I  vow,  setting  aside  those  fears 
l>t»tniet  me  as  a  Christian,  I  could  smile, 
8tuilo  like  some  mant4>u  mistress  ujion  death. 
Whatever  shape  it  wears. 

UKt\  My  lonl,  tills  war 
U  wiurranteil  by  casuists  for  lawful ; 
lUit  llicy  (you  11  say)  flatter  the  present  state, 
And  make  divitiity  serve  human  ends, 
liut  in  itself  its  just :  a  mar  your  judgment 
ihive  approl>ation  to»  and  urg'd  me  first 
To  inHlt»rtakt\    Therefore  make  good  your  own 
And  i\mn\  off  this  imuseful  habit. 


tkj^aH  mil  T»tn«TUDe. 
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Oss.  Never. 

Dec.  What  said  my  friend  I 

Oss.  By  all  things  sacred,  never. 
In  this  I  will  grow  old,  and  with  the  weight 
Of  years  bend  to  the  earth.    In  tKis  Dl  breathe 
A  happier  air  than  you  in  all  your  soft 
And  varied  silks. 

Dec.  Some  coward  devil,  sure, 
Possesseth  him.  [i4»iV/r| 

Oss.  My  lord,  I  am  instructed 
V  a  patience  far  above  your  injuries  ; 
Nor  shall  your  scorn  or  anger  triumph  o'er 
My  resolution.    I'm  fix*d  here,  unmovM 
As  is  the  centre. 

Dec.  .  I  was  much  to  blame  : 
This  may  be  a  brave  virtue.    Pray,  my  lord, 
Give  me  your  reasons  why  you  tread  this  path, 
So  little  beaten  by  the  feet  of  courtiers  1 
I  would  not  have  the  world  mistake  your  aim, 
And  construe  it  to  fear  or  melancholy. 

Oss.  That  cannot  shake  me :  he  who  by  the 
card 

O'  th'  world's  opinion  steers  his  course,  shall 
harbour 

In  no  safe  port.    But  to  your  ear,  my  lord, 
I  give  this  free  account.    Seven  winters  jiass'd. 
When  I  set  sail  from  Sicily,  a  storm 
Overtook  the  ship,  so  powerful,  that  the  i)ilot 
Gave  up  the  stern  to  the  ordering  of  the  waves. 
His  art  and  hand  grown  useless  ;  those  kind  stars 
The  sailors  used  t'  invoke  were  lost  i'  ih'  tempest. 
And  nothing  but  a  night,  not  to  be  seen, 
Was  seen  by  us.    When  every  one  began 
T  advance  himself  toward  death,  as  men  con- 
demned 

To  th'  axe,  when  hope  of  pardon  is  shut  out ; 
I,  spite  o'  th'  envious  cloud,  look'd  uj>  to  heaven. 
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And  dart*?fl  my  faitii  thither,  vow  trig  to 
For^ik  '  the  tialU'r  d  pomp  awl  Imdiiess  t»f 
The  fnitlt^ess  w<iTid.  if  I  with  safety  migfoi 
Au»tu  the  hinij. 

Dec  Was  not  1  lUeFf ,  my  lord  ? 

Osa  You  wem 

Di^  Ati4  maile  not  1  the  selfsame  tow  i 
O^a  He;iyen  hAtJi  m?orded  that  v«  b^llt  il* 
vow  it — 

O'  th*  sudden,  night  fotsook  Hf^  ainl  t'    '  ' 
Unruly  winda  fled  to  their  iinkuown  -  ^  ^  - 

\V\ien  a  snfi  bre»tli  *gui  wld^er  to  our  a^kiiA^ 
A  t^alm  was  la  cwiie. 

Daa  My  memory 
ABkts  me  mucL    But  these  are  feeble  vt>w^ 
Made  oaljr  by  o«r  fws :  we  cmf^bi  ta  itave 
Omt  reason  waadiammj^d^  wime'er  a  ptrcmtitt) 
Cui  fom  peffanaaaea 

OssL  I  dis]iai#  11  not— 
Sooa  as  I  raadi'd  tke  Aai%  I  eoaiitd  on 
Those  vaiiitka  wUdi  bad  mj  joaik  aamoaKd^ 
Y«i  ilill  with  mm&  raaorac.   Hoooofs  bitmjr'i 

Jjifto  a  ^ktmm  tmilde,  aad  1  mw 
Protn!  of  my  bnrtlteii ;  iMt    Baarai  liad 
8eii-«^  lo  mr  delays  ia  tbk  itMeai^d 
Soflett  of  poiam  lay  «mi]  tt^ght  hate  1 
r  herfaHMWiH:  aad,  O  my  lord. 
Bad  famdi  of  WW  Ihm  lafe  I 

Dm  TlMwaRaailiwIiti. 

Oss.  Btoft  Miraimafy.    Wfen  Uw*  i 
Mad^  me  wmtA  €tt  a  i^it  £ar  Uim' 
Itadf  pranted,  and  i^ia  miraall  m^ ; 
Aad  ksM^  1  am  ttrndtr^d  im*«c  lo  fmake  il« 
TBI  ta  the  vaak  mr  eartk  mri  ti  i 


I>m*.  My  lm<  fm  hanr 


THE  QUEEN  OF  AURAGON.  39i> 

Good  title  to  your  virtue.    Pray,  retire 
Into  my  tent :  this  sudden  change,  if  known, 
May  much  amaze  the  soldier,  and  endanger 
The  glory  of  th'  attempt.    I  shall  entreat 
Your  prayer,  since  you  deny  your  arm. 
Oss.  My  lord,  may  Heaven  direct  you  ! 

[Exit  OSSUNA. 

Dec.  What  have  I  obtained 
By  all  this  sweat  of  business  ?    Like  the  wind, 
Prosperous  ambition  oidy  swell'd  my  sail, 
To  give  me  courage  to  encounter  with 
A  tempest.    Early  cares  and  midnight  frights. 
Faint  hopes  and  causeless  fears,  successively. 
Like  billows,  have  moved  in  me.    What  a  fool 
Is  human  wisdom ;  what  a  beggar  wealth  ; 
How  scorn'd  a  nothing  that  proud  state  we  <loat 
on  ! 

Time  laughs  us  out  of  greatness,  and  shuts  up 
Our  wide  designs  in  a  dark  narrow  room. 
Whence,  when  the  valiant  monarcli  shall  creep 
forth, 

He  will,  like  some  poor  coward,  hide  his  eyes, 
And  hope  to  skulk  away.    But  these  are  thoughts, 
And  now  'tis  time  for  action. 

Enter  SoLDlEU. 

Sol.  If  your  lordship 
Will  please  for  some  few  moments  to  retire 
Into  your  tent,  her  majesty  in  person 
Will  give  you  parley  here. 

Dec.  In  j)erson,  sir  1 
The  favour  l>ears  some  omen  !    She  who  in 
The  tempest  of  misfortune  still  did  spread 
Her  sails  at  large,  why  doth  she  strike  them  now, 
The  wind  so  prosperous  ?    This  is  a  descent 
Beneath  her  greatnes.s. 


TTIR  QUEEN  OF  ABRA*;^»V 


I  rvAiih  uot,  my  Uin), 
The  my ^u*nm  of  princes  ;  but  tliis  mea^gi^ 
8 1  Hi*  cliarg'd  ine  to  return. 

Dea  The  acts  of  princes 
Are  governed  often  by  as  frail  a  pafmjon 
As  those  are  of  the  vulgar  :  the  saniL*  nige 
Tliat  stirs  two  f*  lotmen  to  a  fray^  creates 
War  hetwe^^a  kiiigdoms  ;  but  the  zealous  subject, 
OaKing  afar  on  tli'  actions  of  the  proiirl, 
Fiinis  towers  and  Hons  in  an  empty  chmd. 
But  111  obey  her  leisure.    Watcli  you  here 
Till  you  discover  her  advanced  this  way, 

EnUr  AsCAuNlO,  FlOREKTIO, 

Flo*  Sir,  you  created  me,  and  rais'd  me  up 
To  th'  state  of  duke*  when  I  was  eommon  ihi&t  ; 
And,  had  not  fortune  given  nie  interest 
I*  th*  favour  of  the  queen,  I  had  continued 
In  the  worst  fate  of  man,  ingratitude- 
Now  1  can  boast  I  have  restored  you  back 
A  love  rich  as  the  bounty  you  shower'd  on  me  : 
'Tis  all  the  stock  of  my  poor  life. 

Asc.  Sad  fate  ! 
That  I  must  wound  thee  to  the  heart  to  cure 
My  leprosy  with  thy  blood.    Fiorentio,  search 
r  th*  stock  of  women  ;  there's  some  other  beauty. 

Flo<  0,  no  !  no  other. 

Asa  ril  endow  her  with 
The  wealth  of  all  Castile. 

Flo.  Poor  empty  nothing  ! 

Am.  If  sovereignty  lie  the  idol  of  thy  soul, 
I  will  tlivitle  my  kingdom.  Thou  shalt  rt^i^ 
As  independent  as  myself. 

Fui,  Great  sir, 
Continue  but  your  favour,  and  my  stars 
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Cannot  afford  a  greatness  equals  it. 

The  treasures  of  th*  ambitious  are  the  scorn 

Of  those  who  seriously  contemplate  life. 

My  fortune's  high  enough :  and  now  my  thoughts 

Grow  temperate.    Not  for  the  empire  of  the  east, 

(Which  yet  retains  the  treasures  man  enjoy'd 

£re  he  grew  black  with  sin),  would  I  have  wanted 

This  bless'd  occasion  to  express  the  zeal 

I  owe  my  prince.    Here,  with  as  free  a  soul 

I  give  her  to  your  arms  as  e'er  you  threw 

A  smile  upon  my  service. 

Asc.  Thanks,  dear  friend  I 
(That  word  must  speak  our  loves).     By  this  great 
gift 

Thou  hast  redeemed  me  from  the  torture,  and 
Possessed  me  of  the  fairest. 
Flo.  O! 

Asc.  The  fairest  nature  e'er  made  for  wonder. 
Flo.  She  is  fair. 

Asc.  Enjoying  her,  thy  king  shall  live,  who  else 
Were  desperate  beyond  cure.    He  shall  be  envied ; 
And  every  year,  as  age  threatens  decay. 
He  shall  regain  new  life  from  her.  Florentio, 
Believe't,  there's  miracle  in  such  a  beauty. 

Flo.  Surely  there  is. 

Enter  QuEEN,  Sanmartino,  Oniate,  Cleantha, 
Floriana. 

And  see  sh'  appears !   how  like  some  heavenly 
vision. 

That  kills  with  too  much  glory  I 

Asc.  Stand  still,  and  wonder  with  me. 
Queen.  Cleantha  !  O,  the  prodigy  !  And  how 

Wilt  thou  endure  his  serious  face  1    Can'st  thou, 

Whom  nothing  tempted  but  wit  parcel-gilt 

And  the  last  fashion,  suffer  Oniate  ? 
vol  xin.  2  c 


best  of  war. 


I 


Cls.  Tlie  cout  is  fiiO  of  1 
QutK3L  But  h&w^  m'A^ 

So  spC  for  how^B  [ 

Cl&  Ijcm  will  dinee 
As  nimtilj  to  the  tmaipel,  fifi^  or  dma^ 
Ai  to  thom  mMmj  Tiorat  wiocb  phj 
Bo  IcNid  at  eoitrt   McH»over«  il  ooBeexn'd 

y  safelf ;  I  so  struilj  was  beaie^d. 
And  bj*  so  strong  a  CiBaan 

QunDr.  O  my  lord  ! 
I  am  tnfornied  with  how  6eroe  a  spirsi 
Y^iu  do  assault  our  belies, 

San.  Pimy,ycMir  naeticy ! 
And  if  your  majesl^  wiii  please  to  bankh 
The  art  of  makuig  lore  quila  fmm  the  courts 
lil  not  be  oat  of  ^hioit 

Qu££K.  ¥oT  your  sake 
I  wiU  eontriYe  it  so  t  and,  good  my  lord. 
Will  yon  Wgin  th'  exampk,  you  will  see 
lluw  soon  the  fine  young  lordi  will  follow  toil — 
Your  pardon,  sir  ;  had  1  but  seen  your  hi^tmess, 
I  had  iiot  lost  so  much  of  buiguage  from 
A  mo€it  expressive  gratitude. 

Ascx  Madam,  jou  pay  a  trivial  debt  with  loo 
gfv'at  intet^  ; 
For  how  contemned  a  eliglitnesa  was  my  life 
Until  employed  to  serve  you  ? 

Flo,  She  glanced  this  way^ 
And  loYe*8  artillery  played  from  her  ej'e* 
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Unhappy  bankrupt,  what  a  kingdom  have 
I  forfeited  !    So  often  in  a  calm 
Some  vessel,  rich  in  freight  and  proud  in  sail, 
Doth  spring  a  sudden  leak,  and  sinks  for  ever. 
Asc.  But,  madam,  is  there  hope  your  heart  can 
yield 

To  an  exchange  in  love  1    My  title's  good, 
Florentio  having  given  up  his  claim. 

Enter  DecaSTRO,  <£rc. 

Queen.  But,  sir,  th'  estate  is  still  my  own ;  nor 
have 

I  need  to  sell  it.    But  Decastro's  here  ; 
And  if  your  majesty  will  deign  your  presence 
Unto  the  parley,  'twill  advance  the  honour 
And  purpose  of  our  meeting. 
Asc.  I'm  your  servant. 

Queen.  My  lord,  you  sec  how  near  the  safety  of 
Our  subjects  toucheth  us :  we  can  stoop  thus 
Beneath  our  majesty,  and  enter  parley 
Even  with  a  rebel 

Dec.  Madam,  'tis  in  vain 
To  hold  dispute  *gainst  what  you  will  condemn ; 
And  it  were  insolence  to  boast  my  power 
Or  speak  my  right,  now  when  the  hearts  of  all 
men 

Confirm  the  justice  of  my  taking  arms. 
Cast  but  your  eye  on  this  vast  body,  which 
The  kingdom  doth  unite  in  my  defence, 
And  see  how  ruinous  is  your  error,  that 
Must  lean  to  foreign  succours. 

Queen.  'Tis  a  refuge 
Your  practice  forc'd  me  to. 

Dec.  But  would  your  highness 
Had  lent  a  gentler  ear  to  the  safe  counsel 
Of  him  who  had  no  crime  but  too  much  love  ! 
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Flo.  My  lord,  thai  word  fell  mdeljr  from  jcmr 

And,  I  may  saj,  uiiiiiftiiiierij :  'tis  duty 

Vou  owe  the  qiie«»n, 

Dec,  Right,  sir  ;  an  humble  dutj, 
Anilntious  to  expose  my  life  to  dangers, 
(.¥ renter  than  any  other  soul  dares  fancy, 

Asc  Pray  stay,  Florentio ;  thia  is  now  mjr 

And  1  {protivi  man)  will  tell  you*  jour  great  heart 
Doth  want  er|>aiiston  to  recetre  a  love 
Worthy  her  scorn, 

Dec,  And  I  will  answer  you, 
Frottd  monarch  of  Castile,  what  mould 
Soever  nature  casta  me  in,  my  mind 
Is  vaster  than  your  empii*  ;  aad  I  aw 
Love  equally  with  him  whose  name  did  eonqngr 
Kinpltims  iis  large  as  yours. 

Ahc.  Your  majesty 
Mmi  )1C!f^ns€  here  my  rage,  to  ttMA  hm  ftaUy 
( l*iT»umptuous  folly)  a  submis?  rep^taim* 

DKi\  Sir.  here  1  stand  preporM    [A  ikami  mitkim. 

QrKKN.  What  noiise  is  that  ? 

On  I.  The  ciiy*s  all  in  mutiny^  and  tow 
To  [H^rusli  in  the  Lord  Deoastro's  cause : 
They^n*  r*^dy  now  to  lay  rude  handa  0|M 
The  garrisona  of  Cii^ik,    Your  majcs^ 
^ould  hinder  mbdileC  if  you  mMmfy 
Bdnni.  and  hy  your  |Kn?£enee  slap  tlmr  tey, 

J>ux  l^y/diikl^^  take  tliia  8%iiet:  tell 
The  vmgiaixtam  Iter  naajifslj  and  1 

ih'  }MiMie  wbty.    Take  wmme     my  armj, 
Ta  mve  liitlioittT  t<i  whaX  rom  mr^ 
Amm^htm  aU  k  mU.  ISai  OlHAm 

Fux  Thli  apiab  Un  aoMe^  ««« to  onr  cony. 
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Qami  My  lonl,  lu  ihia  you  liave  obligM 
Pray* 

Inform  us  of  your  thoughtSp  that  we  may  study 
To  make  this  parley  happy. 

Dec.  Mighty  lady, 
I  find  my  love  hath  not  heeu  dress'd  so  smooth 
To  tempt  your  liking :  and  I  must  confess, 
My  passion  (like  the  sp!een  nf  witches)  hath 
Begot  whirlwinds  and  thunder.    Would  I  juiglit 
Have  found  a  softer  wky  t'  have  wrought  my 
ends  E 

For  by  your  beauty  (the  most  sacred  oath 

A  lover  can  a  wear  by)  that  was  the  mark, 

The  sole  fair  mark  I  aim'd  at.    For,  if  pride 

Had  o\'^r8way*d  my  love,  I  could  have  stood 

O'  th'  level  with  that  prince,  so  much  your  people 

Were  vow*d  to  my  devotion. 

QuEKN,  0  my  lord, 
You  fairly  speak  your  virtues. 

Pec.  And  but  view 
The  vastness  and  good  order  of  my  camp. 
Your  beat  towns  sworn  to  run  my  fortune,  and 
Youll  say  'twas  love  did  beg  this  interview. 

Aeo,  My  lord,  your  language  cannot  fright  us 
from 

The  queen's  defence. 

Dec,  Great  sir,  she  needs  it  not 
Down  on  your  knees,  my  fellow*soldiera,  and 
With  me  bow  to  your  sovereign  ;  swear  with  me 
Never  to  lift  your  arm  'gainst  her  command. 
Tluis  as  your  subject ;  as  your  lover  thus— 
Thus  to  the  earth  I  fall,  and  with  my  lips 
Seal  my  ol>edience,  [Ki^seth  ike  ground. 

Queen,  Pray,  rise  up,  my  lord. 
Would  1  could  merit  thus  muclt  favour ;  but  

Dec.  Pardon.    I  interrupt  you — but  you  can- 
not 
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Find  love  tu  answer  mine ;  nor  will  I  force  it. 
Be  happy  in  your  choice,  and  wheresoever 
You  fix,  shine  ever  glorious.    From  this  hour 
lil  never  more  disturb  you. 

Queen.  Now  beshrew  me, 
Methinks  I  feel  compassion.    [J^e.]   Good  my 
lord. 

Write  in  that  blank  all  your  demands,  and,  by 

The  honour  of  a  princess.  Til  deny 
Nothing  you  shall  insert.^ 

[//<r  looks  OH  tV,  and  returm  it, 

Dec\  There  'tis  again. 
The  paper  innocent  as  when  you  gave  it 

Queen.  My  lord,  you  have  writ  nothing. 

Dec.  And  'tis  nothing, 
Now  I  have  miss'd  yourself,  I  can  demand. 
Fortune,  contract  thy  treasure  from  all  nations, 
And  gild  it  o'er  with  honour  and  with  beauty. 
Yet  hast  thou  not  the  power  to  force  one  wish. 
Now  I  have  lost  this  lady. 

Arc.  a  great  sj)irit ! 

Dec.  One  humble  jirayer  1  have,  which  must 
not  Ik; 

Denied  :  and  'tis,  your  majesty  will  give 
Me  leave  ne'er  more  tu  .^ee  yon. 

Queen.  O  ray  lonl  

Dec.  My  vow's  irrevocable.    1  shall  secure 
Your  kingdom  !)e8t  by  absence,  and  my  eye 
Will  never  }»rook  so  rich  a  treasure  ma<ie 
The  purchase^  of  another.    To  a  cave, 
Some  undiscf>verM  cave,  to  which  no  path 
Doth  load  the  wandering  1ov<m-.  1  liave  vowed 
The  remnant  (»i  mv  dnvs 
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Enter  OssUNA. 

Flo.  a  strange  conversion  ! 
And  'twill  behove  my  fate  to  follow  him. 

Dec.  My  Lord  Ossuna  here  and  I  have  sworn 
Our  lives  to  solitude,  which  we'll  obseiTe 
Religiously  :  and  since  I  cannot  prove 
Possessor,  TU  be  conqueror,  in  love. 

Asc.  Pray  stay,  my  lord.    Behold  Florentio 
there. 

He  hath  outdone  you  :  he,  for  love  of  me, 
Hath  done  what  you  for  love  of  heaven.  All 
The  interest  he  had  in  that  bright  queen 
He  hath  resign'd  to  me. 

Dec.  He  hath  paid  you  for  your  favours. 

Flo.  Tis  confessed :  what's  mine  is  yours. 

Asc.  Thanks,  my  Florentio ;  for  with  her  my 
youth 

May  be  still  happy,  and  my  age  disdain 
To  know  a  weakness.    From  her  eyes  I  may 
Draw  still  new  vital  heat,  and  find  what  fools 
Have  studied  for,  th'  elixir :  in  her  arms 
I  may  be  safe  'gainst  all  invasion  from 
Abroad,  or  civil  dangers  nurs'd  at  home. 

Queen.  Your  highness'  pardon.    1  confe;i6  liow 
high 

Your  merits  rise  in  my  esteem  \  but  must  not, 
To  honour  your  deserts,  myself  become 
Unworthy  after-story,  blemish'd  with 
That  scorn  which  still  defames  our  sex,  regiBtcr'd 
A  most  inconstant  woman  ;  or,  what's  much 
More  infamous,  one  who  reserves  her  love 
To  serve  her  profit,  and  exposeth  it 
To  the  merchant  that  bids  fairest. 

Asc.  Madam,  spare  that  breath  to  clear 
The  air»  when  poison 'd  by  contagion. 
1  know  your  settled  thoughts,  and  that  my  power 
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Or  title  weiglK  mI  b  jvm  hmu  FloMiiio, 
I  will  DO  lower  ladc  jm  :  IhmA  the  qpem 
Be  tk*        ire^cr  w«'d  tUilMat,  a^d  I 
Deapair  era'  to  late  ^ia,  I  will 
Biffbm  to  be  imjoitb    I  will  Mi  be 

FtiOw  8tr,  jTMinda  Ml  In  jmriajsry 
I  wm  lafli  wnlflhed :  like  m  baumpl  M«r, 
WHluNcI  an        of  pv^vMMl,  I  ci«^ 

ASC  Hi*  unbitioa  of  mjr  aerviefl^  and  di^gSM, 
Wfti  to  adrmajce  jxmr  fSottime,  nanlnB  ;  aor 
Om  I  litenpl  jm  iudMr,  ibougb  tie  eonqaee^ 
Woold  wreatlie  m j  tenplc*  witi  a  praidier  lannel 
Thmn  tlie  additioti  ol  the  woiid  rata 
Hj  oce|pti«.    Be  «afe  in  toot  dioife^  and  hAffif- 

<|ran.  Thii  giMMiiie«  gtvwa  cm  to  a  nnw^ 
In  fan  lieliaU^  «ir,  I  rantt  row  mjieif 
A  object,  and  f  onr  serrmnt 

Asc  O,  comtnaiid ; 
For  I  tuiTe  nothing,  inadaiiL,  bot  obedieoee. 
Mj  idn^om  ^hall  be  proud  to  Am  whh  jonis 
In  dan^r,  and  Vll  ^otf  to  be  stjled 
Your  soldier. 

Flo.  I  am  loet  in  wonder!  Sir, 
I  know  not  how  to  entertaiii  this  blenai^; 
I  fear  my  joj«  will  be  id j  min, 

Dec.  Be  both  bafip^ ; 
And  may  dme  neTcr  father  thiA  blifik  awiBent, 
"Which  shall  app^r  to  jon  lam  fortmie  I 

Asc,  Join  then  your  banda  for  etier.    H#  doib 
live 

Higbtj  indeed,  who  hath  power  and  will  to  giv^ 


THE  EPILOGUE  AT  COURT. 


We  have  nothing  left  us  but  our  blushes  now 
For  your  much  penance  ;  and  though  we  allow 
Our  fears  no  comfort,  since  you  must  appear 
Judges  corrupt,  if  not  to  us  severe  : 
Yet  in  your  majesty  we  hope  to  find 
A  mercy,  and  in  that  our  pardon  sign*d. 
And  how  can  we  despair  you  will  forgive 
Them  who  would  please,  when  oft  offenders  live  1 
And  if  we  have  eir'd,  may  not  the  courteous  say, 
Twas  not  their  trade,  and  but  the  Author's  play  ? 


THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  FRIARS. 

What  shall  the  Author  do  ?   It  madness  were 
To  entreat  a  mercy  from  you,  who  are  severe 
Stem  judges,  and  a  pardon  never  give ; 
For  only  merit  with  you  makes  things  live. 
He  leaves  you  therefore  to  yourselves,  and  may 
You  gently  'quit,  or  else  condemn,  the  play, 
As  in  an  upright  conscience  you'll  think  fit : 
Your  sentence  is  the  life  and  death  of  wit. 
The  Author  yet  hath  one  safe  plea,  that  though 
A  Middlesex  jury  on  his  play  should  go. 
They  cannot  find  the  murder  wilful,  since 
'Twas  acted  by  command  in  his  own  defence. 
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EDITION. 


The  Antiquary,    A  Comedy ^  Acted  by  her  maietiite 
Servants,  at  the  Cock-Pit.    Written  by  Skackeriy  Mer- 
mion,  Cent.   London,   Printed  by  F.  K.  for  L 
and  F.  E.  and  are  to  be  sold  at  the  Crane,  in  St.  PauPs 
Churchyard.    1641.  4\ 


INTRODUCTION. 


Shakerlet  Marmion  was  bom  at  Aynho,*  near 
Brackley,  in  the  county  of  Northampton,  where  hi« 
father  was  lord  of  the  manor,  and  in  possession  of  a 
considerable  estate.  He  received  the  early  part  of  his 
education  at  the  free  school,  at  Thame,  in  the  county  of 
Oxford,  under  the  care  of  Richard  Boucher,  commonly 
called  Butcher,  the  master  thereof.  In  the  year  1617 
he  became  a  gentleman-commoner  of  Wadham  College, 
in  Oxford,  and  in  1624,'  took  the  degree  of  Master  of 
Arts.  Anthony  Wood^  says  that  he  was  "a  goodly 
proper  gentleman,  and  had  once  in  his  possession  seven 
hundred  pounds  per  aimum  at  least."  The  whole  of 
this  ample  fortune  he  dissipated  ;  after  which  he  went 


^  Some  authorities  state  that  he  was  bom  "about  the 
begiDning  of  January  1602/*  and  this  date  seems  con- 
sistent with  the  time  when  he  was  entered  at  Wadham 
College.  — Collier. 

*  Langbaine,  p.  345. 

^  "  Athena)  Oxonienses/'  ii.  19.  Oldys,  in  his  MSS.  notes 
on  Langbaine,  says  it  was  our  author's  father  who  squan- 
dered away  his  fortune  ;  but  as  be  quotes  no  authority  for 
this  assertion,  I  bave  followed  Wood's  account. 
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into  tiie  Lnw  Countrius  i  but  not  meeting  with  promf*- 
tian  according  to  \m  expectation,  he  retumecJ  to  Epg- 
Innd,  and  was  admitted  i>ne  of  the  troop  mtM-il  hf 
Sir  John  Suckling  for  the  nae  of  Kinjc  Charles  L 
in  his  expedition  ae^aiufit  llie  BcoU^  in  the  y^nt  1630 : 
hut  faUing  sick  at  York,  he  rttumed  to  Londim,  where 
he  dictl  in  the  same  rear.*  Besides  several  poemt, 
itdattered  about  in  d liferent  publicatiotis,^  he  wrote 
three  plays,*  viz. — 

!,  "Holland's  Leaguer/  an  excellent  comedy,  ua  it 
hath  bin  latety  and  oftt*u  acted  with  great  applauie  hx 
the  liigh  and  mighty  Prince  Charles  his  eervantfl,  at  the 
piivftte  house  in  SalLsbury  Court,  163S.^  4\ 


I  QldxH*  M3S.  Dot««  ti>  Langbftine. 
'  [Amoiij^  the  re«t,  tljere  are  some  by  Hnrmiou 

beifure  Th«irnj|fl  Hpywgod'^  '*  Diidugiiee  Jio*l  Draini^*/*  16S7,| 

*  **Thi3  Ctiiftj  Mercbiuit ;  or,  Tbe  SoldivrVl  Citi««ii,'*  hM 
also  been  attributed  to  Shnkerley  Martnion,  but  <m  no 
■ufficient  evidence,  bm  w*sU  m  a  pafitorft],  cdled  **Th© 
Ffiithful  Shepherd,**  which  Pliilip*  aMigUfl  to  hitHi  Th« 
ftr»t  id  th.&m^  which  evidently  wju  il  comedy,  wju  neT«r 
printed. — Ctdlicr.  [**The  Crafty  M*?r chanty"  which  teems 
id  have  he^n  origiiiaily  eo titled  '*  T\ie  Merchont^fl  BAcriGc^^^^** 
IM  ill  the  Vmt  of  playa  destroyedj  aceording  to  Warburton  the 
lit?ralti,  by  the  ignorance  of  Lift  enok.  It  ia  there  gtvuti  to 
Murmhiti.    See  Laniid.  MS.  $07.] 

*  [In  1632,  Nicbolaa  Goodman  publi^ihed  &  pn?^  tr^ct 
entitled  :  Holluid's  Leagver  ;  or^  an  Hi^toricall  Di4cotir»e 
<>{  th«  Life  and  ActiuuM  of  Dona  Brit4j:iic.^  HtthAiidia,'*  ^jo, 
See  the  full  title  in  HasElitt,  p,  232.  "  Holkrid'a  LeagU4»r/' 
it  nmy  bo  well  to  expbiOt  was  the  itame  of  nne  of  the 
liceniMid  sttiwa  m  Smith warle^  It  woa  a  large  dutaclivd 
build ingj  iuid  etoud  till  within  nouae  hundred  ye&rs  ago  iui 
the  mi&  f>f  fli4latid  Street,  Surrey  Road.  Boy  doll  publiahed 
A  print  in  ISlS,  cuntainmij  «  view  of  it.] 
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To  the  J}ramaiis  Per  some  of  this  play  the  names  of 
the  several  performers  are  added. ^ 

2.  "  A  Fine  Companion,*  acted  before  the  king  and 
queene,  at  White  hall,  and  sundrie  times  with  great 
applause,  at  the  private  house  in  Salisbury  Court,  by 
the  Prince  his  servante.    1633."  4°. 

3.  **  The  Antiquary,  a  Comedy,  acted  by  her  Ma- 
jesties servants,  at  the  Cockpit.    1641."  4°. 

He  also  published  "  Cupid  and  Psyche  ;  or  an  epick 


*  They  may  be  worth  subjoining  in  a  note  :  they  were, 
William  Browne,  Ellis  Worth,  Andrew  Keyne,  Matthew 
Smith,  James  Sneller,  Henry  Oradwell,  Thomas  Bond, 
Richard  Fowler,  Edward  May,  Robert  Huyt,  Robert  Staf- 
ford, Richard  Godwin,  John  Wright,  Richard  Fouch, 
Arthur  Savill,  and  Samuel  Mannery.  The  last  six  played 
the  female  parts  in  the  ))lay. — Collier. 

*  The  Prologue  is  a  short  conversation  between  a  Critic 
and  the  Author,  which  contains  the  following  hit,  perhaps 
at  Ben  Jonson : — 

*•  Ceitio.  Are  you  the  author  of  this  play  f 
AirrnoK.  What  then? 

Critic.  Out  o'  this  poetry  I   I  wonder  what 
You  do  with  this  (lisease,  a  seed  of  vipers 
Spawned  in  Pamassuo'  pool ;  whom  the  worid  frowns  on, 
And  here  you  vent  your  poison  on  the  stage. 

Author.  What  say  you,  sir  ? 

Critic.  Oh,  you  are  deaf  to  all 
Sounds  but  Aplaudite ;  and  ret  you  may 
Remember,  if  you  please  what  entertainment 
Some  of  your  tribe  have  had  that  have  took  pains 
To  be  contemn 'd  and  laugh'd  at  by  the  vulgar. 
And  then  ascrib'd  it  to  their  ignorance. 
I  should  be  loath  to  see  you  move  their  spleens 
With  no  better  success,  and  then  with  some 
Commendatory  epistles,  fly  to  the  press 
To  vindicate  your  cre<lit. 

Author  What  if  I  do  r 

Critic.  By  my  consent,  I'll  have  you 
fianish'd  the  stage,  proscrib'd  and  interdicted 
Castalian  water,  and  poetical  Are." 


^Collier. 
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poem  of  Cupid  and  hii  MUtms,  as  it  was  lately  pre- 
wnted  to  the  Prince  Elector,"  1637,^  1606. 

Pn;fixcd  to  this  are  complimentary  Teraes  by  Richard 
Brome,  Francia  Tuckyr,  Thomas  Nabbea,  and  Thomas 
Hejwood. 

Wood  says  he  left  9ome  things  in  MS.  ready  for  the 
press,  which  were  either  lost  or  in  obscure  hands. 


^  [In  a  copy  now  before  me,  which,  a  note  on  the  flj>leaf 
•Aya,  sold  at  Sotheby's,  in  1817,  for  £6,  16s.  6d.,  the  data 
1637  on  the  engrsTed  title  has  been  altered  with  the  pen, 
the  7  being  changed  into  **  8.*'  There  is  only  one  edition 
in  4^ ;  but  this  circumsUDce  has  led  to  the  mistaken  notion 
that  there  were  impressions  in  1637  and  1636.] 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


ToK  Duke  of  Pisa.* 


IDO,  ) 

^      >  two  courturi. 


Vkterano,  the  Antiquary. 
Oaspako,  a  magnifico  of  Pisa. 
Lorenzo,  an  old  genUtman. 

KociNiGO,  an  old  gentleman  thai  would  appear  young. 

Lionel^  nephew  to  the  Antiquary. 

Petrucio,  a  foolish  gentleman ^  son  to  Gasparo. 

AuRFXio,  a  young  gentleman. 

AuRELio*s  Father,  in  the  disguise  of  a  bravo. 

His  But. 

Petro,  the  A  ntiquar^s  hoy. 

Emilia,  tcife  to  Lorenzo. 

LucRETiA,  daughter  to  Lorenzo 

Angelia,  sister  to  Lionel^  in  the  disguise  of  a  page. 


1  The  scene,  however,  seems  to  be  laid  at  Venice.  The  Rial  to  it 
mentioned  in  act  i.,  and  Venice  is  again  spoken  of  in  act  ill.  as  where 
the  transactions  of  the  play  are  carried  oa.—Peggt. 

[It  may  be  added  that  there  was  never  any  Jhike  of  Pita,  and  that 
most  of  the  names  are  Venetian.] 


A  Cook. 

Two  Skbvajits. 


The  Sctnet  Pisa, 
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THK  AiNTIQUARY.^ 


ACT  I.,  SCENE  1. 


Enter  LIONEL  and  PetrUCIO. 


Lio.  Now,  sir,  let  me  bid  you  welcome  to  your 
country  and  the  longing  expectation  of  those 
friends  that  have  almost  languished  for  the  sight 


Pet.  I  have  calculated  by  all  the  rules  of  reason 
and  art  that  I  shall  be  a  great  man ;  for  what 
singular  quality  concurs  to  perfection  and  advance- 
ment that  is  defective  in  me  ?  Take  my  feature 
and  pro})ortion ;  have  they  not  a  kind  of  sweet- 
ness and  harmony,  to  attract  the  eyes  of  the  be- 
holders 1  the  confirmation  of  which  many  authen- 
tical  judgments  of  kdies  have  sealed  and  subscribed 
to. 

Lio.  How  do  you,  sir  1  are  you  not  well  ? 
Pet.  Next,  my  behaviour  and  discourse,  accord- 
ing to  the  court-garb,  ceremonious  enough,  more  pro- 


*  Mr  Samuel  Gale  told  Dr  Ducarel  that  this  comedy  was 
acted  two  nights  in  1718,  immediately  after  the  revival  of 
the  Society  of  Antiquaries,  and  that  therein  had  been 
introduced  a  ticket  of  a  turn|»ike  (then  new),  which  was 
cjilled  a  TesMera.  —Noti. 


n^-^iLr        f: 'sik-iiL-  i-  .t     rr^T  tis:^ 

'iin.r  \-    Lui:.!'-?-  iz. L        in^T.   I  •■^i 

Prr.  •-ii.:.  :  i  jrLt^r--.^^  r^ninA:*?  •  vrr  his 

L.!  -'.  I_tI-  in  1  T  "l-.^  iTr  ^l&r  illl ''111 ■I'll'?  : 

</.  -r.'.x-cr  ■"■LTr-r  L:^  ^I'-r.-Tk"  '-rtun  has 

•i.k^i  :L-r  ir^-'-  •>:*  ill  ti-r  :  ■  .y  :  ...il  1  i-i.ssiV.j 
mrr::  wi:  „  i  ;?  ir.  irr  i  n  rv  ::..m  he  went 
f«>n:..  Hi*!  I  iLirr--:  in  his  ■lisjra'.r.  I'd  rail 
a:  Liu:,  an-i  T-rrr.ai.*  >-ea:  him  for  i: :  bu:  he  is  as 
fttranje  me  if?  h:n:~.l:.  there for-^  Irt  him  con- 
tinue in  hir  frrl.jve-i  ^imT'liciry. 

Pet.  Ntx:.  '.rr.^n  Le  shall  lie  iri?:rj^::ed  of  my 
w>r:h  and  *raiinr:ri:  suuicieii-inrj.  he  caiin  •:  tii^Tiity 
xhk  wiiii  ie-s  eray'lovmrrn:  than  the  di^'niiv  ol  an 


*  Mfftio*  is  a p-iyf^t.  In  Ben  J.n*- n's  "Every  Mm  out 
of  Li*  HiM  .ir,**  :t.  sc.  Cip:.*:n  P>i,  the  o»-;tr"onii^ 
■jwnier  uf  a  p-i:'rrf:t--h .  w,  ;»T]«i  Li*  ii\"ti'.  n,  are  mer.f.Mnn.l. 

Ajfiii?^.  in  BrAiiiijyt  aad  Fleioher's  "Rule  a  Wife  and 
ba\e  a  Wii>,"  act  ii.  — 

••  If  he  b*  thAi  m^i^ion  iha:  joa  t-1;  me  of. 
AdiJ  make  iio  more  oo:4e.  I  sh^  va:er:ain  him.** 

In  **Tii*f  Qu-r-en  i^f  Ci^riritb,"  by  tb-  fvame,  act  i.  fc.  3 — 

••G«>-jil  frien'ls.  for  half  an  hour  remore  your  mvt.-»n  " 

and  in  I>»ikk-*r'ii  '*  Vi.ianiea  I)i-tC"iVt-rtf  I  by  Liiitb'»nie  anJ 
<':in ■^i•^■liJbt."  1»»'J",  cb.  iv.  :  **  This  lab-i-.ir  beiiii;  taken,  th< 
rfi.i-r»T  ot  the  motion  beirken^i  wbtrre  aiicb  u  uubleaiau,  &c 
Tb'f  mo.'iuH  in  jirc-i'-'Ute  i  before  biin.'* 
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embassador.  How  bravely  shall  I  behave  myself 
in  that  service !  and  what  an  ornament  unto  my 
country  may  I  arrive  to  be,  and  to  my  kindred ! 
But  I  will  play  the  gentleman,  and  neglect  them  ; 
that's  the  first  thing  Til  study. 

Lio.  Shall  I  be  bold  to  interrupt  you,  sir  1 
Pet.  Presently  I'll  be  at  leisure  to  talk  with 
you :  'tis  no  small  point  in  state  policy  still  to 
pretend  only  to  be  thought  a  man  of  action,  and 
rather  than  want  a  colour,  be  busied  with  a  man's 
own  self. 

Lio.  Who  does  this  ass  speak  to  ?  surely  to  him- 
self: and  'tis  impossible  he  should  ever  be  wise 
that  has  always  such  a  foolish  auditory.  ^Asule, 

Pet.  Then,  with  what  emulous  courtship  will 
they  strive  to  entertain  me  in  foreign  parts ;  and 
what  a  spectacle  of  admiration  shall  I  be  made 
amongst  those  who  have  formerly  known  me  1  How 
dost  thou  like  my  carriage  1 

Lio.  Most  exquisite,  believe  me. 

Pet.  But  is  it  adorned  with  that  even  mixture 
of  fluency  and  grace  as  are  required  both  in  a 
statist  and  a  courtier  ?  ^ 

Lio.  So  far  as  the  divine  prospect  of  my  under- 
standing guides  me,  'tis  without  parallel  most 
excellent;  but  I  am  no  professed  critic  in  the 
mystery. 

Pet.  Well,  thou  hast  Linceus'  eyes  for  observa- 
tion, or  could'st  ne'er  have  made  such  a  cunning 
discovery  of  my  practice.    But  will  the  ladies, 


^  A  itatist  is  a  statesman.  So  in  Ben  Jonson's  "  Cynthia's 
Revels,"  act  ii.  sc.  3  :  **  Next  is  your  stcUist^t  face,  a 
serious,  solemn,  and  supercilious  face,  full  of  formal  and 
square  gravity." 

And  in    The  Magnetick  Lady,*'  by  the  same,  act  i.  sc.  7 — 

"  He 

Will  screw  70a  out  a  secret  from  a  statist." 
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think  yon,  Unvf?  tliat  apprebension  to  discern  an 
approve  t>f  me  1 

LlOp  Without  question ;  they  cannot  be  eo  diill  or 
stony-hearted  as  not  to  l>e  in  finitely  taken  with 
your  worth.  Why,  in  a  while,  you  shall  have  t  hem 
so  enamoured  that  they'll  watch  every  opportnnity 
to  purchase  yuiir  aequaintaiice ;  then  again  revive  it 
with,  often  banqueting  and  visits  ;  nay,  and  per- 
haps invite  others,  hy  their  foolbh  example,  to  do 
the  like  ;  and  Bomoj  that  desjiair  of  so  great  happi- 
ness, will  inquire  out  your  haunts,  and  walk  there? 
two  or  three  hours  together,  to  get  hut  a  sight  of 
you. 

Pet.  O  infinite  3  I  am  transported  with  thct 
thought  on*t !  It  draws  near  noon,  and  I  ap[K>iTito4i 
eeitaiu  gallants  to  meet  me  at  the  five-crown  or- 
dinary :  Tifter,  we  are  to  wait  upon  the  like  t^eauties 
you  Uilkexi  of  to  the  pubhc  theatre.  I  feel  of  lato 
a  strong  and  witty  genius  growing  upo%  nit%  aiul 
I  begin,  T  know  not  how,  to  be  in  love  with  thh 
i'ooti&h  sill  of  poetry, 

Lio,  Are  you,  sir  1  there's  great  hopes  of  you, 
Vbn\  And  the  reason  isj  because  tliey  say  *ti8 
1)0 th  the  cause  ajid  effect  of  a  good  wit,  to  which  I 
can  sufficiently  pretend  :  for  Nature  has  not  playedj 
the  Bteixlanie  with  me, 

LlO,  In  good  time,  sir.  J 
Pkt.  Aalinow  you  talk  of  time,  what  time  ofl 
day  is  it  by  yhwr  watch  1  I 
Lio.  I  liave  none,  sir. 

Peh  How,  ne  er  a  watch  1  0,  monstrous  I  haw 
do  yoti  consume  your  hours  1  Ne'er  a  watch  I  'tia 
the  greatest  solecism  in  society  that  e*er  I  heard 
of  1  ne*er  a  watch  !  i 
Lio.  ITow  deeply  yon  conceive  of  it  1  ^ 
Pet.  You  have  not  a  gentleman,  that  s  a  true 
gentleman,  without  om  ;  *th  tlie  main  appendiac 
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to  a  plush  lining :  besides,  it  helps  much  to  dis^ 
course ;  for  while  others  confer  notes  together,  we 
confer  our  watches,  and  spend  good  part  of  the  day 
with  talking  of  it. 

Lio.  Well,  sir,  because  I'll  be  no  longer  desti- 
tute of  such  a  necessary  implement,  I  have  a  suit 
to  you. 

Pet.  a  suit  to  me  1  Let  it  alone  till  I  am  a 
great  man,  and  then  [aside]  I  shall  answer  you 
with  the  greater  promise  and  less  performance. 

Lio.  I  hope,^sir,  you  have  that  confidence  I 
will  ask  nothing' to  your  prejudice,  but  what  shall 
some  way  recompense  the  deed. 

Pet.  What  is'tl  Be  brief:  I  am  in  that  point 
a  courtier. 

Lio.  Usurp,  then,  on  the  proffer'd  means  ; 
Show  yourself  forward  in  an  action  ^ 
May  speak  you  noble,  and  make  me  your  friend. 
Pet.  ^  friend  !  what's  that  1   I  know  no  such 


Lio.  a  faithful,  not  a  ceremonious  friend ; 
But  one  that  will  stick  by  you  on  occasions. 
And  vindicate  your  credit,  were  it  sunk 
Below  all  scorn,  and  interpose  his  life 
Betwixt  you  and  all  dangers  :  such  a  friend 
That,  when  he  sees  you  carried  by  your  passions 
Headlong  into  destruction,  will  so  follow  you 
That  he  will  guide  you  from't,  an(^with  good 
counsel 


Redeem  you  from  ill  courses  ;  and,  not  flattering 
Your  idle  humour  to  a  vain  expense, 
Cares  not  to  see  you  perish,  so  he  may 
Sustain  himself  awhile,  and  raise  a  fortune, 
Though  mean,  out  of  your  ruins,  and  then  laugh 
at  you. 

Pet.  Why,  be  there  any  such  friends  as  these  ? 
Lio.  a  world  : 


thing. 
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They  walk  like  spirits,  not  to  be  discern'd  ; 
Subtle  and  soft  like  air  ;  have  oily  balm 
Swimming  o*er  their  words  and  actions ; 
But  below  it  a  flood  of  gall. 

Pet.  Well,  to  the  purpose  :  speak  to  the  pur- 
pose. 

Lio.  If  I  stand  link'd  unto  you. 
The  Gordian  knot  was  less  dissoluble, 
A  rock  less  firm,  or  centre  movable. 

Pet.  Speak  your  demand. 

Lio.  Do  it,  and  do  it  freely,  then ;  lend  me  a 
hundred  ducats. 

Pet.  How  is  that  1  lend  you  a  hundred  ducats  ! 

Not  a  I'll  never  have  a  friend  while  I  breathe 

first :  no,  I'll  stand  upon  my  guard  ;  I  give  all  the 
world  leave  to  whet  their  wits  against  me,  work 
like  moles  to  undermine  me,  yet  I'll  spurn  all  their 
deceits  like  a  hillock.  I  tell  thee  PU  not  buy  the 
small  repentance  of  a  friend  or  whore  at  the  rate 
of  a  livre. 

Lio.  What's  this  1    I  dare  not 
Trust  my  own  ears,  silence  choke  up  my  anger. 
A  friend  and  whore  !  are  they  two  parallels, 
Or  to  be  nam'd  together  ?    May  he  never 
Have  better  friend  that  knows  no  better  how 
To  value  them.    Well.  1  was  ever  jealous  ^ 
Of  his  baseness,  and  now  my  fears  are  ended. 
Pox  o'  these  travels  !  they  do  but  corrupt 
A  good  nature,  and  his  was  bad  enough  before. 

EiUer  Angelia. 

Pet.  What  pretty  sparkle  of  humanity  have  we 
here  ?   Whose  attendant  are  you,  my  little  knave  ? 
Ang.  I  wait,  sir,  on  Master  Lionel. 


[Su.s[»iciouK.  ] 
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Lio.  'Tis  well  you  are  come.    What  says  the 
gentleman  ? 

Ang.  1  delivered  your  letter  to  him.  He  is  very 
sorry  ho  can  furnish  you  no  better ;  he  has  sent 
you  twenty  crowns,  he  says,  towards  the  large  debt 
he  owes  you. 

Pet.  a  fine  child !  and  delivers  his  tale  with 
good  method.  Where,  in  the  name  of  Ganymede, 
had'st  thou  this  epitome  of  a  servitor  1 

Lio.  You'd  little  think  of  what  consequence  and 
pregnancy  this  imp  is :  you  may  hereafter  have 
both  cause  to  know  and  love  him.  What  gentle- 
men are  these  1 

Enter  GasPARO  and  LORENZO. 
Pet.  One  is  my  father. 

Lor.  I  hear  your  son,  sir,  is  retum'd  from 
travel, 

Grown  up  a  fine  and  stately  gentleman. 
Outstrips  his  compeers  in  each  liberal  science. 

Gas.  I  thank  my  stars  he  has  improved  his  time 
To  the  best  use,  can  render  an  account 
Of  all  his  journey  3  how  he  has  arrived, 
Through  strange  discoveries  and  compendious 
ways, 

To  a  most  perfect  knowledge  of  himself ; 
Can  give  a  model  of  each  prince's  court, 
And  is  become  their  pheer.^    He  has  a  mind 
Equally  pois'd,  and  virtue  without  sadness ; 
Hunts  not  for  fame  through  an  ill  path  of  life ; 
But  is  indeed,  for  all  parts,  so  accomplished 
As  I  could  Avish  or  frame  him. 

Lor.  These  are  joys, 
In  their  relation  to  you,  so  transcendant, 


^  [Old  copy,  fear.   Feer  or  phcer  ib  a  companion  or  friend.] 
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As  lhaa  yourself  I  koow  no  man  mnrti  hini|iy. 
May  r  not  see  your  &*>ii  f 

Gas.  Bee  where  he  stantk^ 
Aocomjmnied  with  young  LioneJ,  the  tiephaw 
Tu  Vettirano  the  great  antiquary, 

Lou.  *  ril  he  bohJ,  by  your  favonr,  to  emlear 
Myself  in  his  acquaiDtance.    Noble  Petrucjo, 
DAriing  of  Venujs,  mmiun  of  the  Gract;s, 
Let  me  adopt  me  heir  unto  yotir  love  : 
Thiit  is,  yours  h?  descent^  ami  which  your  fatliei 
A  grave  wim  man,  and  a  magnifico^ 
lias  not  JisdainM. 

Pet.  1  am  much  bound  to  you  for  it 

L*jii  Is  that  all  ? 

Pet.  See  the  abundant  ignoiranee  of  this 
he  cites  my  father  for  a  precede uL  Alius  !  h 
a  good  old  man,  and  no  more  ;  there  he  elan* 
he  has  not  been  abroad,  nor  known  the  world  ; 
therefore,  I  hope,  will  not  be  so  foolishly  jH*renif>- 
tory  to  compart!  with  me  for  judgment*  that  liavc 
travelled,  seen  fashioos,  and  heen  a  man  uf  intelli^ 
gence, 

Lor.  Signior,  your  ear ;  pray,  let's  counsel  you. 

Pet.  Couneel  m«  I  tbe  like  treaimsa  again  ;  sure, 
the  ohl  man  doats  !    Who  counselled  me  abroad^ 
when  I  bad  none  but  mine  own  natural  wi&doi 
for  my  protection  ?     Yet  I  dare  say  I  met 
more  perils,  more  variety  of  allurementd,  m 
Circ458,  more  Calypsos,  and  the  like,  than  e'er 
feigned  ^  upon  Ulysses. 

'  Thia  ape^ch  eecms  uioro'  pi  npi?rly  to  belonc^  to  LoreDtto^ 
to  whom  OftHparo  b&«  juab  pojiit«f]  out  his  auh  atati ding  with 
lAaxmL^Collitr.  [It  ia  gifen  to  LurenKo  in  H  copy  of  Itio 
orlgtdtil  editi'Hl  before  me,— ft.] 

^  [Query,  ihinild  we  read  fotncd,  tliriiat,  aa  the  sponker  ratinr 
»f«niki5  of  the  advedturw  uf  UlyflHta  a«  a  reality  tban  A 
tnytU.l 
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Lor.  It  show'd  great  Avisdom  that  you  could 
avoid  them. 
Give  o'er,  and  tempt  your  destiny  no  further ; 
'Tis  time  now  to  retire  unto  yourself : 
Settle  your  mind  upon  some  worthy  beauty  ; 
A  wife  will  tame  all  wild  affections. 
I  have  a  daughter  who,  for  youth  and  beauty, 
Might  be  desir'd,  were  she  ignobly  bom  ; 
And  for  her  dowry,  that  shall  no  way  part  you. 
If  you  accept  her,  here,  before  your  friends, 
1  will  betroth  her  to  you. 

Pet.  1  thauk  you,  sir,  you'd  have  me  marry 
your  daughter ;  is  it  so  ? 

Lor.  With  your  good  liking,  not  otherwise. 

Pet.  You  nourish  too  great  an  ambition.  What 
do  you  see  in  me  to  make  such  amotion  1  No,  be 
wise,  and  keep  her ;  were  I  married  to  her,  I  should 
not  like  her  above  a  month  at  most. 

Lor.  How  !  not  above  a  month  1 

Pet.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  I  have  made  an  experience 
that  way  on  my  nature  :  when  I  have  hired  a 
creature  for  my  pleasure,  as  'tis  the  fashion  in 
many  places,  for  the  like  time  that  1  told  you  of, 
I  have  been  so  tired  with  her  before  'twas  out,  as 
no  horse  like  me  ;  I  could  not  spur  my  affection  to 
go  a  jot  further. 

Gas.  Well  said,  boy  !  thou  art  e'en  mine  own 
son ;  when  I  was  young,  'twas  just  my  humour. 

Lio.  You  give  yourself  a  plausible  commends. 

Pet.  I  can  make  a  shift  to  love  :  but,  having 
enjoyed,  fruition  kills  my  appetite  :  no,  I  must  have 
several  objects  of  beauty  to  keep  my  thoughts 
always  in  action,  or  I  am  nobody. 

Gas.  Still  mine  own  flesh  and  blood  ? 

Pet.  Therefore  I  have  chose  honour  for  my  mis- 
tress, upon  whose  wings  I  will  mount  up  to  the 
heavens ;  where  I  will  fix  myself  a  constellation, 
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for  all  this  under-world  of  mortals  to  wonder 
at  me. 

Gas.  Nay,  he  is  a  mad  wag,  I  assure  you,  and 
knows  how  to  put  a  price  upon  his  desert. 

p£T.  I  can  no  longer  stay  to  dilate  on  these 
vanities  ;  therefore,  gallants,  I  leave  you.  [£xiL 

Lor,  What,  is  he  gone  ?    Is  your  son  gone  f 

Gas.  So  it  seems.  Well,  gallants,  where  shall 
I  see  you  anon  ? 

Lor.  You  shall  not  part  with  us. 

Gas.  You  shall  pardon  me ;  I  must  wait  upon 


Lor,  Do  you  hear,  signior  1    A  pretty  prefer- 


Lio.  O  sir,  the  lustre  of  good  clothes  or  breeding, 
Bestow'd  upon  a  son,  will  make  a  rustic 
Or  a  mechanic  father  to  commit 
Idolatr}',  and  adore  his  own  issue. 

Ang.  They  are  so  well  matched,  'twere  pity  to 
part  them. 

Lor.  Well  said,  little  one, 
I  think  thou  art  wiser  than  both  of  them. 
But  this  same  scorn  I  do  not  so  well  relish ; 
A  whoreson  humorous  fantastic  novice. 
To  contemn  my  daughter  !  He  is  not  worthy 
To  bear  up  her  train. 

Lio.  Or  kiss  under  it. 
Will  you  revenge  this  injury  upon  him  ! 

Lor.  Revenge  !  Of  all  the  passions  of  my  blood, 
Tis  the  most  sweet    I  should  grow  fat  to  think 
on't. 

Could  you  but  promise. 

Lio.  Will  you  have  patience  1 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  I  will  compass  it 
To  your  full  wish.    We'll  set  a  bait  afore  him, 
That  he  shall  seize  as  sharply  as  Jove*s  eagle 
Did  snatch  up  Ganymede. 


my  son. 
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Lor,  Do  but  cast  the  plot, 
I'll  prosecute  it  with  as  much  disgrace 
As  hatred  can  suggest 

Lio.  Do  you  see  this  page,  then  1 

Lor.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

Lio.  That  face  of  his  shall  do  it. 

Lor.  What  shall  it  dot  Methinks  he  has  a 
pretty  innocent  countenance. 

Lio.  O,  but  beware  of  a  smooth  look  at  all 
times. 

Observe  what  I  say :  he  is  a  syren  above, 

But  below  a  very  serpent.    No  female  scorpion 

Did  ever  carry  such  a  sting,  believe  it. 

Lor.  What  should  I  do  with  him  ? 

Lio.  Take  him  to  your  house, 
There  keep  him  privately,  till  I  make  all  perfect 
If  ever  alchemist  did  more  rejoice 
In  his  projection,  never  credit  me. 

Lor.  You  shall  prevail  upon  my  faith  beyond 
My  understanding  :  and,  my  dapper  squire, 
If  you  be  such  a  precious  wag,  ril  cherish  you. 
Come,  walk  along  with  me.    Farewell,  sir. 

Lio.  Adieu.      [Exe^int  Lorenzo  and  Angelia. 
Now  I  must  travel  on  a  new  exploit 
To  an  old  antiquary ;  he  is  my  uncle. 
And  I  his  heir.    Would  I  could  raise  a  fortune 
Out  of  his  ruins  !    He  is  grown  obsolete. 
And  'tis  time  he  were  out  of  date.    They  say  he 
sits 

All  day  in  contemplation  of  a  statue 

With  ne'er  a  nose,  and  doats  on  the  decays 

With  greater  love  than  the  self-lov'd  Narcissus 

Did  on  his  beauty.    How  shall  I  approach  him? 

Could  I  api)ear  but  like  a  Sibyls  son. 

Or  with  a  face  rugged  as  father  Nilus 

Is  pictured  on  the  hangings,  there  were  hoi)e 

He  might  look  on  me.    How  to  win  his  love 


THE  ±yrr*^iz^ST 


xr^  inn  "nem  asic  a»>c 

\Ati  Jan  Of  j»»*ir-  ^^rr^  t  Mpxa. 

r'lea  ▼jfUiL    ji#ciii*n  imL^i  ^tb'T^  ia»*T  w 

1 .1  ir«e  iiA^k  vmii  jiis  asio.  joii  ^ottn 


Gas.  I  ^       T*jtt-  HT-    A*  I  ;*xLi>w*d  mi* 

i  iV>I^i  -irrC  Ar:  4Zl-i  iL^CL 

Gas.  like  irLl  lo  like.  sn. 

I>>R.  WL»s  CTiTe       Yc^athfai  geoxlenm 

with  yjQ  * 
Gas.       too  no:  know  him  ? 
I>jR.  No. 

G-\ij.  Not  Signior  M«>:inigo  f 

I/jK.  Y^ja  jtr^t,  1  Am  sore. 

Gas.  At,  and  there  hangs  a  je$t : 
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For,  going  to  a  courtesan  this  morning 
In  his  own  proper  colour,  his  grey  l>eard. 
He  had  the  ill-luck  to  he  refusM  ;  on  which 
He  went  and  dy'd  it,  and  came  back  again  ; 
And  was  again  with  the  same  scorn  rejecte<], 
Telling  him  that  she  had  newly  deni*d  his 
father. 

Lor.  Was  that  her  answer  ? 

Gas.  It  has  so  troubled  him. 
That  he  intends  to  marry.    What  think  you,  sir, 
Of  his  resolution  t 

Lor.  By'r  Lady,  it  shows 
Great  haughtiness  of  courage ;  a  man  uf  liis  years, 
That  dares  to  venture  on  a  wife. 

Moc.  A  man  of  my  years  !  I  feel 
My  limbs  as  able  as  the  best  of  them  ; 
And  in  all  places  else,  except  my  hair, 
As  green  as  a  bay- tree  :  and  for  the  whit(»n<\s.s 
Upon  my  head,  although  it  now  lie  hid, 
A^at  does  it  signify,  but  like  a  tree  that  blossonLs, 
Before  the  fruit  come  forth  1    And,  I  hope,  a  tn  r 
That  blossoms  is  neither  dry  nor  wither'd. 

Lor.  But  pray,  what  piece  of  beauty's  that  you 
mean 

To  make  the  object  of  your  love  ? 

Moc.  Ay,  there 
You  pose  me ;  for  I  have  a  curious  eye, 
And  am  as  choice  in  that  point  to  be  please<l 
As  the  most  youthful.    Here,  one's  beauty  takes 
me; 

And  there,  her  parentage  and  goo<n>ehaviour ; 
Another's  wealth  or  wit ;  but  I'd  have  ont» 
Where  all  these  graces  meet,  as  in  a  C(»ntri'. 

Gas.  You  are  too  ambitious.     You'll  hardly 
find 

Woman  or  beast  that  trots  sound  of  all  four  : 
There  will  be  some  defect. 
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Moc.  Yet  this  1  resolve  on, 
To  have  a  maid  tendcT  of  age  aud  fair. 
Ohl  fish  and  youn^j:  flesh,  that's  still  my  diet.' 

Lor.  What  think  you  of  a  widow  ? 

Moc.  By  no  means  : 
They  are  too  politic  a  generation  ; 
Proved  so  by  similes.    Many  voyages 
Make  an  experienc'd  seaman ;  many  offices 
A  crafty  knave  ;  so  many  marriages 
A  subtle,  cunning  widow.    No,  I'll  have  one 
That  I  may  mould,  like  wax,  unto  my  humour, 

Loit  This  doating  ass  is  worth  at  least  a 
million ; 

And,  though  he  cannot  propagate  his  stock. 
Will  be  sure  to  multiply.     I'll  offer  him  my 
daughter. 


*  ThU  U  taken  from  Chaucer — 

"  Bat  one  thing  warn  I  you,  my  flrendis  der«, 
I  «roU  DO  okl  wife  hare  in  no  manere. 
She  Mhall  not  passin  sixtene  yere  certeine, 

OUlJl^h,  atid  yonyjl.th  teoll  J  haw  full  faine,** 

—"Merchant's  Tale,"  1.  930.  Which  Mr  Pope  hath 
modernised  iu  the  following  manner — 

"  One  caution  yet  is  ne«<irul  to  be  told, 
Tt)  guide  our  choice ;  This  wife  must  not  be  old  : 
There  goes  a  saying,  aud  'twaa  shrewdly  said, 

Oldfith  at  Ut'Ai,  hut  ifnunijjizth  in  Ud." 

— "January  and  May,"  L  99. 

*•  For  sondry  scholis  miiketh  sotill  cUrkis, 
Woman  of  many  scholia  half  a  clarlc  is  : 
But  certainly  a  yong  thing  may  men  gye. 
Right  as  men  miiy  warm  wax  with  hundis  pUe." 

— •*  Merchant's  Tale,"  1.  943. 

"  No  crafty  widow  shall  approach  my  bed  ; 
Those  are  too  wise  for  liutehelors  to  wed. 
As  subtle  clerks  by  many  schools  are  made, 
Twice-married  dames  are  mistresses  o'  Ih"  trade  ; 
But  young  aod  tender  virgius,  rul'd  with  ease. 
We  form  like  wax,  and  mould  them  as  we  ]>lease." 

—"January  and  May,"  1.  100. 
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By  computation  of  age  he  cannot 
Live  past  ten  years;  by  that  time  she'll  get 
strength 

To  break  this  rotten  hedge  of  matrimony 
And  after  have  a  fair  green  field  to  walk  in, 
And  wanton,  where  she  please.    [Aside.]  Signior, 
a  word : 

And  by  this  guess  my  love.    I  have  a  daughter 
Of  beauty  fresh,  of  her  demeanour  gentle, 
And  of  a  sober  wisdom  :  you  know  my  estate. 
If  you  can  fancy  her,  seek  no  further. 

Moc.  Thank  you,  signior  :  pray,  of  what  age 
Is  your  daughter  1 

Lor.  But  sixteen  at  the  most. 

Moc,  But  sixteen !   Is  she  no  more  ?    She  is 
too  young,  then. 

Gas.  You  wish'd  for  a  young  one,  did  you  not  1 

Moc.  Not  that  I  would  have  her  in  years. 

Gas.  I  warrant  you  ! 

Moc.  Well,  mark  what  I  say :  when  I  come  to 
her. 

She'll  ne'er  be  able  to  endure  me. 
Lor.  rU  trust  her. 

Gas.   I  think  your  choice,  sir,  cannot  be 
amended. 
She  is  so  virtuous  and  so  amiable. 

Moc.  Is  she  so  fair  and  amiable  1    Til  have  her. 
She  may  grow  up  to  what  she  wants  ;  and  tlien 
I  shall  enjoy  such  pleasure  and  delight, 
Such  infinite  content  in  her  embraces, 
I  may  contend  with  love  for  happiness  ! 
Yet  one  thing  troubles  me. 

Gas.  What's  that] 

Moc.  I  shall  live  so  well  on  earth, 
I  ne'er  shall  think  of  any  other  joys. 

Gas.  I  wish  all  joy  to  you ;  but  'tis  in  th'  power 
Of  fate  to  work  a  miracle  upon  you. 

VOL.  XIIL  2  K 
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You  may  obtain  the  grace,  with  other  men, 
To  repent  your  bargain  before  you  have  well 
seaVd  it. 

Lor.  Or  she  may  prove  his  purgatorj',  and  send 
him 

To  heaven  the  sooner. 

Gas.  Suchlike  effects  as  these 
Are  not  unheard  of  in  nature. 

Moc.  For  all  these  scruples, 
I  am  resolv*d.    Bring  me,  that  I  may  see  her ; 
Young  handsome  ladies  are  like  prizes  at  a  horse- 
race, where 

Every  well-breath'd  gentleman  may  put  in  for  his 
share.  [Exe^mL 


Enter  DUKE  and  LEONARDO. 

Leo.  But  are  you  resolved  of  this  course,  sir  1 

Duke.  Yes ;  we'll  be  once  mad  in  our  days,  and 
do  an  exploit  for  posterity  to  talk  of.  Will  you 
join  with  me  1 

Leo.  I  am  at  your  grace's  disposing. 

Duke.  No  grace,  nor  no  respect,  I  beseech  you, 
more  than  ordinary  friendship  allows  of:  'tis  the 
only  bar  to  hinder  our  designs. 

Leo.  Then,  sir,  what  fashion  you  are  pleased  to 
appoint  me,  I  will  be  glad  to  i)Ut  on. 


to  lay  by  all  ensigns  of  my  royalty  for  awhile,  and 
walk  abroad  under  a  mean  coverture.  Variety 
does  well ;  and  'tis  as  great  delight  sometimes  to 
shroud  one's  head  under  a  coarse  roof  as  a  rich 
canopy  of  gold. 

Leo.  But  what's  your  intent  in  this  1 
Duke.  I  have  a  longing  desire  to  see  the  fashions 
of  the  vulgar,  which,  should  I  affect  in  mine  own 
person,  I  might  divert  them  from  their  humours. 
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The  face  of  greatness  would  affright  them,  as  Cato 
(lid  the  Floralia  ^  from  the  theatre. 

Leo.  Indeed  familiarity  begets  boldness. 

Duke.  'Tis  true,  indulgency  and  flattery  take 
away  the  benefit  of  experience  from  princes,  which 
ennobles  the  fortunes  of  private  men. 

Leo.  But  you  are  a  duke,  sir ;  and  this  descent 
from  your  honour  will  undervalue  you. 

Duke.  Not  a  whit.    I  am  so  toiled  out  with 

f and  affairs  and  despatching  of  embassages,  that 
am  ready  to  sink  under  the  burden.  Why  may 
not  an  Atlas  of  state,  such  as  myself,  that  bears 
up  the  weight  of  a  commonwealth,  now  and  then, 
for  recreation's  sake,  be  glad  to  ease  his  shoulders  1 
Has  not  Jupiter  thrown  away  his  rays  and  his 
thunder  to  walk  among  mortals  ?  Does  not 
Apollo  suffer  himself  to  be  deprived  of  his  quiver, 
that  he  may  waken  up  his  muse  sometimes,  and 
sing  to  his  harp. 

Leo.  Nay,  sir,  to  come  to  a  more  familiar  ex- 
ample :  I  have  heard  of  a  nobleman  that  has  been 
drunk  with  a  tinker,  and  of  a  magnifico  that  has 
played  at  blow-point.  ^ 


^  The  Floralia  or  feast  of  Flora,  Goddess  of  Flowers,  were 
celebrated  with  public  sports  on  the  5th  of  the  Kalends  of 
May.  The  chief  part  of  the  ''solemnity  was  managed  by  a 
company  of  lewd  strumpets,  who  ran  up  and  down  naked, 
sometimes  dancing,  sometimes  fighting,  or  acting  the  mimic. 
However  it  came  to  pass,  the  wisest  and  gravest  Romans 
were  not  for  discontinuing  this  custom,  though  the  most 
indecent  imaginable  :  for  Fortius  Cato,  when  he  was  present 
at  these  games,  and  saw  the  people  ashamed  to  let  the 
women  strip  while  he  was  there,  immediately  went  out  of 
the  theatre  to  let  the  ceremony  have  its  course." — Rennet's 
*'  Roman  Antiquities,"  p.  297. 

*  So  in  "The  Return  from  Parnassus,"  act  iii.  sc.  1  : 
**  My  mistress  upon  good  days  puts  on  a  piece  of  a  parson- 
age ;  and  we  pages  ylay  at  blow-point  for  a  piece  of  a  par- 
sonage. " 


InrKE^  Terr  good  ;  then  take  cnr  decree 
axi-:  lit^  pftrdoulik:. 

Leo.  Il  a  biiiiikCKiir.  ar.  a  mui  mmv  do 
But  how  will  Ton  jTOTcnt  xbtdr  dxscOTenr  ci 

Duke.  Vrrr  well:  tike  altcnaaoii  of  oar  i 
will  a>»liaii  su??T»icioiL 

L&:*.  And  bow  fc*r  our  fkoes  f 

DcTLEi  Tber  duJl  pAss  whliaat  mnr  seal 
gui->-.    Wbo  ne'er  w«rt  tlioii^it  on.  wiD  n 

Lixi.  C<^me  whjit  will,  greatneas  can  jiuti 
2ictioD  wii&teoeTer.  and  make  it  thougiit  wi 
but  if  we  do  waik  nndiscerned.  'tvill  be  tbe 
It  tickles  me  to  thick  whai  a  mass  of  deli] 
fehall  i**jBhe.j^s  in  being,  as  iwere.  the  inrisibj 
ta:or6  of  their  strauge  behaTioms.  I  hea: 
of  an  antiquurr  who.  if  be  be  as  good  at  m 
at  hisvjrr.  he  is  sure  an  excellent  oompanioi; 
of  one  Petracio.  who  plars  the  eagle  in  tbe  c 
and  indeed  divers  others,  w  bo  verify  the  pi 
So  many  nt^m,  90  mantf  humMirg. 

Duke.  All  these  we'll  visit  in  order :  ba 
we  shall  comply  with  them,  'tis  as  occasioi 
\jt  offered  ;  we  will  not  now  be  so  serious  1 
eider. 

Leo.  Well.  sir.  I  must  trust  to  your  - 
manage  it.    Lead  on  ;  I  attend  you.  [7 


And  in  Donne  **  P<>em^*'  KIJ^,  p.  119) — 
*•  Sbortlj,  bojs  shall  not 
At  «i4Ui-coanter.  or  hioK-poimt,  bat  shall  pay 
Toll  10  MJtne  coartier. " 
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ACT  II.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  AURELIO  and  MUSICIANS. 

AUR.  This  is  the  window.     Now,  my  noble 
Orpheus, 

As  thou  affect'st  the  name  of  rarity, 
Strike  with  the  soul  of  music,  that  the  sound 
May  bear  my  love  on  his  bedewed  wing. 
To  charm  her  ear :  as  when  a  sacrifice 
With  his  perfumed  steam  flies  up  to  heaven 
Into  Jove's  nostrils,  and  there  throws  a  mist 
On  his  enraged  brow.    0,  how  my  fancy 
Labours  with  the  success !  [Song  above. 

Enter  LUCRETIA. 

Luc.  Cease  your  fool's  note  there ;  I  am  not  in 
tune 

To  dance  after  your  fiddle.    Who  are  you  1 
What  saucy  groom,  that  dares  so  near  intrude. 
And  with  ofi*ensive  noise  grate  on  my  ears  1 

AuR.  What  more  than  earthly  light  breaks 
through  that  window  ] 
Brighter  than  all  the  glittering  train  of  nymphs 
That  wait  on  Cynthia,  when  she  takes  her  progress 
In  pursuit  of  the  swift  enchased  deer 
Over  the  Cretan  or  Athenian  hills  ; 
Or  when,  attended  with  those  lesser  stars, 
She  treads  the  azure  circle  of  the  heavens. 

Luc.  Heyday,  this  is  excellent !    What  voice  is 
thati 

O,  is  it  you  ?    I  cry  you  mercy,  sir  : 
I  thought  as  much  ;  these  are  your  tricks  still  with 
nie  : 

You  have  been  sotting  on't  all  night  with  wine. 
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And  here  you  come  to  finish  out  your  revels. 
I  shall  be,  one  day,  able  to  live  private, 
I  shall,  and  not  be  made  the  epilogue 
Of  all  your  drunken  meetings.    For  shame,  away  ! 
'The  rosy  morning  blushes  at  thy  baseness. 
Julia,  go  throw  the  music  a  reward, 
And  set  them  hence. 

AuR.  Divine  Lucretia, 
Do  not  receive  with  scorn  my  proffer'd  service : 
O,  turn  again,  though  from  your  arched  brow, 
Stung  with  disdain,  and  bent  down  to  your  eyen, 
You  shoot  me  through  with  darts  of  cruelty. 
Ah,  foolish  man,  to  court  the  flame  that  bums  him  ! 

Luc.  What  would  this  fellow  have  ? 

AuR.  Shine  still,  fair  mistress  ; 
And  though  in  silence,  yet  still  look  upon  me. 
Your  eye  discourses*  with  more  rhetoric 
Than  all  the  gilded  tongues  of  orators. 


'  So  in  Ben  Jonson'a  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour," 
act  iii.  Bc.  3  :  You  shall  see  sweet  silent  rhetorique  and 
dumb  eloquence  speaking  in  her  eye;  but  when  she  speaks 
herself,  such  an  anatomy  of  wit^  so  fine  wiz'd  and  arteriz*d, 
that  *tis  the  goodliest  model  of  pleasure  that  ever  waa  to 
behold." 

Again,  in  Shakespeare's  "Romeo  and  Juliet," act  ii.  sc.  2 — 
<'  She  speaks,  yet  she  says  nothing  ;  what  of  that  ? 
Her  eye  ditcourtet,  I  will  answer  it" 

And  Pope,  in  his  translation  of  the  "  Iliad  " — 

*'  Persuasive  speech,  and  more  persuasive  sighs, 
Silence  that  sx>oke,  and  eloquenu  of  eyt$** 

The  lines  in  the  text,  as  well  as  those  quoted  in  the  note, 
were  all  written  subsequent  to  the  publication  of  **The 
Complaint  of  Rosamond,"  by  Samuel  Daniel,  whence  the 
following  stanza  is  extracted — 

"  Ah  beauty,  syrea,  faire  enchaunting  good, 

Sweet  tilent  rhetorique  of  periwading  eyes, 
Vombe  eloquence,  whose  power  doth  move  the  blood, 

More  than  the  words  or  wisedomc  of  the  wise  ; 

Still  harmonic,  whose  diapason  lies 
Within  a  brow,  the  key  which  passions  move, 

To  ravish  sense,  and  play  a  world  in  love. " 
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Luc.  Out  of  my  pity,  not  my  love,  I'll  answer. 
You  come  to  woo  me,  and  speak  fair  ;  'tis  well 
You  think  to  win  me  too :  you  are  deceived. 
For  when  I  hate  a  person,  all  his  actions, 
Though  ne'er  so  good,  prove  but  his  prejudice  : 
For  flatteries  are  like  sweet  pills — though  sweet, 
Yet  if  they  work  not  straight,  invert  to  poison. 

AUR.  Why  do  you  hate  me,  lady  ?    Was  there 
ever 

Woman  so  cruel  to  hate  him  that  lov'd  her  ? 
O,  do  not  so  degenerate  from  nature. 
Which  form'd  you  of  a  temper  soft  as  silk ; 
And  to  the  sweet  composure  of  your  body 
Took  not  a  drop  of  gall  or  corrupt  humour ! 
But  all  your  blood  was  clear  and  purified. 
Then,  as  your  limbs  are  fair,  so  be  your  mind  : 
Cast  not  a  scandal  on  her  curious  hand. 
To  say  she  made  that  crooked  or  uneven ; 
For  virtue  is  the  best,  which  is  derived 
From  a  sweet  feature.     Women  crown  their 
youth 

With  the  chaste  ornaments  of  love  and  truth. 

Luc.  This  is  a  language  you  are  studied  in. 
And  you  have  spoke  it  to  a  thousand. 

AUR.  Never,  never  to  any;   for  my  soul  is 
cut  so 

To  the  proportion  of  what  you  are, 
That  all  the  other  beauty  in  the  world 
That  is  not  found  within  your  face,  seems  vile. 
O,  that  I  were  a  veil  upon  that  face,* 


*  Borrowed  from  Shakespeare's  *' Romeo  and  Juliet," 
act  ii.  sc.  2  — 

"  O  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand, 
That  I  might  touch  that  cheek  ;" 

wliich,  Mr  Steevens  observes,  hath  been  ridiculed  by  Shirley 
in  **  The  School  of  Compliment  " — 

"  O  that  1  were  a  flea  upon  that  lip/'  Ac. 
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Tu  hi  (It*  it  from  the.  world  !  me  thinks  J  ctm 
Envy  ihv  very  sun  for  gazing  on  yotj  ! 

Luc,  I  wonder  tlijit  a  fellow  of  no  worth 
SUould  U\\k  thus  LiheniUy  ;  be  so  irnpudenly 
After  so  many  s lightings  and  abuses 
Extorted  from  me  beyond  modesty. 
To  press  upon  me  stilL    Have  not  I  told 
My  mind  in  words,  plain  to  be  understood. 
How  much  I  liate  you  1    Can  1  not  enjoy 
The  freedom  of  my  chamber,  but  you  tnusi 
Stand  ill  niy  prospect  I    If  you  ple}iae,  I  will 
Iveeign  up  all,  and  leave  yon  possession. 
What  can  I  suffer  or  expeet  mort^  ^itsvous 
From  the  enforcement  of  aJi  enemy  ? 

AuH*  Do  not  insult  u|K>n  my  sn0erings. 
I  had  well  hop 'd  I  should  receive  some  comfoi^i 
From  the  swL'et  influence  of  your  words  or  lool 
But  now  nut  St  fly,  and  vanish  like  a  cloudy 
ChasM  with  the  wind  into  the  colder  ivgioos^ 
Where  sad  desjjair  sits  ever  languishing  ; 
There  will  I  Ctdeulate  my  injuriefij 
8umm\l  up  with  iny  de^rts :  then  shall  I  find 
How  you  are  wanting  to  all  gooil  and  pity, 
And  that  you  do  but  juggle  with  our  i^nse  ; 
Til  at  you  ajipear  gentle  and  smooth  as  wat^ 
When  no  wirul  breathes  on  it,  but  indeed 
Are  far  more  hard  than  rocks  of  adamant : 
That  you  are  more  in  eon  slant  than  your  mis 
Fortune,  that  guides  ynu  ;  that  your  protuises 
Are  all  dci-eitful  ;  and  that  wanton  Love, 
Whom  former  a^^rei^,  flattering  their  vice, 
And  to  procure  more  freedom  for  their  sin, 
Have  term'd  a  |?od,  laughs  at  your  perjuries. 

Luc.  You  will  do  this?    Why,  do  so, 
your  mind, 

Hit  1  be  free  from  you.  There  s  no  unch  tormett 
As  to  be  troubled  with  an  insolent  lover 


THE  ANTIQUARY. 


441 


That  will  receive  no  answer :  bonds  and  fetters, 
Peq)etual  imprisonment,  are  not  like  it : 
Tis  worse  than  to  be  seiz'd  on  with  a  fever, 
A  continual  surfeit.    For  heaven's  sake  leave  me, 
And  let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 

AUR.  Is  this  the  best  reward  for  all  my  hopes, 
The  dear  expenses  of  [my]  youth  and  service, 
Spent  in  the  execution  of  your  follies  ? 
When  not  a  day  or  hour  but  witnessed  with  me 
With  what  great  study  and  affected  care. 
More  than  ot  fame  or  honour,  I  invented 
New  ways  to  fit  your  humour  ;  what  observance. 
As  if  you  were  the  arbitress  of  courtship, 
1  sought  to  please  you  with :  laid  out  for  fashions. 
And  bought  them  for  you;  feasted  you  with 
banquets  ; 

Read  you  asleep  V  th!  afternoon  with  pamphlets ; 
Sent  you  elixirs  and  preservatives. 
Paintings  and  powders,  that  would  have  restored 
Old  Niobe  to  youth.    The  beauty  you  pretend  to. 
Is  all  my  gift.    Besides,  I  was  so  simple 
To  wear  your  foolish  colours,^  cry  your  wit  up. 
And  judgment,  when  you  had  none,  and  swore  to  it ; 
Drank  to  your  health  whole  nights  in  hippocras  * 
Upon  my  knees  with  more  religion 
Then  e'er  I  said  my  prayers  :  which  Heaven  for- 
give me ! 


1  So  in  **  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  [Dyc©*B  2d  edit,  ii  187]— 
"  And  wear  hia  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop." 
See  a  note  on  this  passage  [in  Dyce's  Glossary]. 

*  **  A  compound  wine  mixed  with  several  kinds  of  spice." 
— Blouut'd  "  Glossograpbia."  Kneeling  to  drink  healths 
was  formerly  the  common  practice  of  drinkers.  So  in  Ben 
JouBon's  Cynthia's  Revels,"  act  ii.  sc.  2  :  "  He  is  a  great 
proficient  in  all  the  illiberal  sciences ;  as  cheating,  drinking, 
swagqering,  whuring,  and  such  like  ;  neva'  kneds  but  to  driiJe 
healths,  nor  prays  but  for  a  pipe  of  pudding  tobacco." 
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Lt'C.  Are  these  such  miracles  ?    'Twas  but  your 
duty, 

The  tributar}"  homage  all  men  owe 

Unto  our  sex.    Should  we  enjoin  you  travel. 

Or  send  you  on  an  errand  into  France 

Only  to  fetch  a  basket  of  musk-melons. 

It  were  a  favour  for  you.    Put  the  case 

That  I  were  Hero,  and  you  were  Leander  : 

If  I  should  bid  you  swim  the  Hellespont, 

Only  to  know  my  mind,  methinks  you  might 

Be  proud  of  the  employment   Were  you  a  Puritan, 

Did  I  command  you  wait  me  to  a  play ; 

Or  to  the  church,  though  you  had  no  religion. 

You  might  not  question  it 

AUR.  Pretty,  very  pretty  ! 

Luc.  And  then,  because  I  am  familiar, 
And  deign  out  of  my  nobleness  and  bounty 
To  grace  your  weak  endeavours  with  the  title 
Of  courtesy,  to  wave  my  fan  at  you, 
Or  let  you  kiss  my  hand,  must  we  straight  marry  I 
I  may  esteem  you  in  the  rank  of  scr\'ant8, 
To  cast  off  when  I  please,  ne'er  for  a  husband. 

AuR.  If  ever  devil  damn'd  in  a  woman's  tongue, 
'Tis  in  thine.    I  am  glad  yet  you  tell  me  this  ; 
I  might  have  else  proceeded,  and  gone  on 
In  the  lewd^  way  of  loving  you,  and  so 
Have  wander'd  farther  from  myself :  but  now 
ril  study  to  be  wiser,  and  henceforth 
Hate  the  whole  gang  of  you  ;  denounce  a  war, 
Ne'er  to  be  reconcil'd,  and  rejoice  in  it ; 
And  count  myself  bless'd  for't ;  and  wish  all  men 
May  do  the  like  to  shun  you.    For  my  part. 
If,  when  my  brains  are  troubled  with  late  drink- 
ing 

(I  shall  have  else  the  grace,  sure,  to  forget  you), 


»  [Fooliflh.] 
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Then  but  my  labouring  fancy  dream  of  you, 
I'll  start,  affrighted  at  the  vision. 

Luc.  'Las  !  how  pitifully  it  takes  it  to  heart ! 
It  would  be  angry  too,  if  it  knew  how. 

AuR.  Come  near  me  none  of  you :  if  I  hear 
The  sound  of  your  approach,  I'll  stop  my  ears  ; 
Nay,  I'll  be  angry,  if  I  shall  imagine 
That  any  of  you  think  of  me  :  and,  for  thy  sake, 
If  I  but  see  the  picture  of  a  woman, 
1*11  hide  my  face  and  break  it.    So  farewell 

[Exit  LUCRETIA. 

Enter  LoRENZO,  MociNlGO,  and  Anoelia. 

LoR.  What  are  you,  friend,  and  what's  your 
business  ? 

AuR.  Whatever  it  be,  now  'tis  despatched. 
Lor.  This  is  rudeness. 

AuR.  The  fitter  for  the  place  and  persons  then. 
Lor.  How's  that  1 

AUR.  You  are  a  nest  of  savages  :  the  house 
Is  more  inhospitable  than  the  quicksands  : 
Your  daughter  sits  on  that  enchanted  bay 
Like  a  siren  ^  to  entice  passengers, 
Who,  viewing  her  through  a  false  perspective. 
Neglect  the  better  traffic  of  their  life  ; 
But  yet,  the  more  they  labour  to  come  near  her. 
The  further  she  flies  back ;  until  at  last. 
When  she  has  brought  them  to  some  rock  or 
shelf, 

She  proudly  looks  down  on  the  wreck  of  lovers. 
LoK  Why,  who  has  injur'd  you  ] 
AuR.  No  matter  who : 

I'll  first  talk  with  a  sphinx,  ere  [I'll]  converse  with 
you. 


^  [Old  copy,  A  siren  like.] 


U  Jim  «XMS  a 
Ate.  Ill  ni 


MmUr  MmniA  imd 
IdM^  li  joa  bo  9o  obitiule, 

bm»gkm  Imat^  vbii>  liie  natter  1 

Lrc  Owm  Un  mmew,  ur  I   Docs  he 


Tbttt  flboold  lead  nosey  T  He  k  m 
And  thef  MtMom  cttdit  anjbodj. 


Um.  "W^ll  wtfi*, 


Where  WIN  your  matroD't  wiadom^  Uuit 

kmp 

A  vigilaiit  care  npoQ  joai  bome  and  daoglitit-, 

ABd  not  bare  ^uffer'd  her  to  be  6iiiprU*d 
With  ^wejy  loom  MMpM  and  gmdtig  ejre 
That  mck  in  hot  and  lostfal  motions  f 
Yoo  irere  beft  torn  bawd,  and  pt 
beauty, 

i^ML  You  were  l>est  turn  an  old 
And  tii*;<lrllo  with  your  bond^  and  brokag^ 

Loii  WTiAt  was  his  busine^  I 

Lra  To  tell  you  true,  &ir,  be  is  one  of  thoao. 
Whom  love  and  fortune  have  conspip'd  to  fooJ^ 
And  make  the  subject  of  a  woman's  irill,  ^ 
HU  idle  braiUf  being  void  of  better  reason, 
li  mrd  with  toy  a  and  humours ;  and,  for 
Of  0 tiler  eKercibe,  he  takes  great  pains 
For  tlje  exprt*8«irig  uf  his  folly  :  sometinies 
With  a  tarts  and  aighs^  han^^  head,  and  folded 
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Sonnets  and  pitiful  tunes  ;  forgetting 
All  due  respect,  unto  himself  and  friends 
With  doating  on  a  mistress  :  she  again 
As  little  pitying  him,  whose  every  frown 
Strikes  him  as  dead  as  fate,  and  makes  him 
walk 

The  living  monument  of  liis  own  sorrow. 

Lqk.  I  apprehend  he  came  a-wooing  to  thee. 
*Tis  so,  and  thou  didst  scorn  him,  girl:  'twas 
well  done. 

I'll  ease  thee  of  that  care  :  see,  I  have  brought 
A  husband  to  thy  "hand.    Look  on  him  well ; 
A  worthy  man,  and  a  clarissimo. 

Luc.  A  husband,  said  you]   Now  Venus  be 
propitious ! 
He  looks  more  like  the  remedy  of  love, 
A  julip  to  cool  it.  ,  She  that  could  take  fire 
At  such  a  dull  fiame  as  his  eyes,  I  should 
Believe  her  more  than  touchwood  !  [Aside.] 

Moc.  A  ravishing  creature  ! 
If  her  condition  answer  but  her  feature, 
I  am  fitted.    Her  form  answers  my  affection  ; 
It  arrides  ^  me  exceedingly.    Ill  speak  to  her. 

[Aside,] 

Fair  mistress,  what  your  father  has  propos'd 

In  the  fair  way  of  contract,  I  stand  ready 

To  ratify  ;  and  let  me  not  seem  less 

In  your  esteem,  because  I  am  so  easy 

In  my  consent.    Women  love  out  of  fancy, 

Men  from  advice. 

Luc.  You  do  not  mean  in  earnest  1 
Now  Cupid  deliver  me  ! 

Moc.  How,  not  in  earnest ! 


*  Pleases  me  :  a  Ijatin  phraee.  So  Cic.  "Ad  Att."  13,  21. 
"  Iiihibere  illml  tuum  quod  valde  arrUerat,  vohementer  dis- 
plicet." 
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As  I  am  strong  and  miglity  in  desires, 
You  wrong  me  to  question  it. 

Luc.  Good  sir,  consider 
The  infinite  distance  that  is  between  us 
In  age  and  manners. 

Moc.  No  distance  at  all : 
My  age  is  youthful,  and  your  youth  is  ageiL 

Luc.  But  you  are  wise,  and  will  you  sell  your 
freedom 


E'er  to  be  quit  ?    You  run  a  strange  adventure, 
Without  perceiving  what  a  certain  liazard 
A  creature  of  my  inclination  • 
Is  apt  to  draw  you  to. 
Moc.  I  cannot  think  it. 

Luc.  'Tis  strange  you'll  not  believe  me,  unless 
I  lay 

My  imperfection  open.    I  have  a  nature 
Ambitious  beyond  thought,  quite  giv'n  over 
To  entertainments  and  expense  :  no  bravery 
That's  fashionable  can  escape  me  ;  and  then. 
Unless  you  are  of  a  most  settled  temper. 
Quite  without  passion,  I  shall  make  you 
Horn-mad  with  jealousy. 

Moc.  Come,  come,  I  know 
Thou'rt  virtuous,  and  spoakest  this  but  to  try 
me. 

You  will  not  1)0  so  adverse  to  your  fortune 
And  all  obedience,  to  contradict 
What  your  father  has  set  down. 

Luc.  These  are  my  faults 
I  cannot  help,  if  you'll  be  so  good 
As  to  dispense  with  them. 

Moc.  With  all  my  heart.    I  forgive  thee  before 
thou  offend'st. 

Luc.  Then  I  am  miglity  stubborn  and  self-wilPd, 
And  shall  sometimes  e'eii  long  to  abuse  you  : 


Unto  a  female  tyranny,  in  des] 


THE  ANTIQUxVRY. 


447 


And  for  my  tongue,  'tis  like  a  stone  thrown  down, 
Of  an  impetuous  motion,  not  to  be  stiird. 

Moc.  All  these  cannot  dismay  me;  for,  con- 
sidering 

How  they  are  passions  proper  to  your  sex, 
In  a  degree  they  are  virtues. 

Luc.  O  my  fate' ! 
He  will  not  be  terrified.    Then,  not  to  feed  you 
With  further  hopes,  or  pump  for  more  excuses, 
Take  it  in  brief,  though  I  am  loth  to  speak, 
But  you  compel  me  to  it~I  cannot  love  you. 

Lor.  How  do  you  speed,  sir  1  Is  she  tractable  ? 
Do  you  approve  of  her  replies  ] 

Moc.  I  know  not ; 
Guess  you  :  she  said  she  cannot  love  me  ;  and  *tis 
The  least  thing  I  should  have  mistrusted  ;  I  durst 
Have  sworn  she  would  ne'er  have  made  scruple 
on't. 

Lor.  Not  love  you  !  Come,  she  must  and  shall. 
Do  you  hear,  housewife  ] 
No  more  of  this,     you  affect  my  friendship. 
What,  shall  I  bring  here  a  right  worshipful  prsetor 
Unto  my  house,  in  hope  you'll  be  rul'd, 
And  you  prove  recreant  to  my  commands  ? 
But,  my  vex'd  soul,  thou  hast  done  a  deed  were  able, 
In  the  mere  questionuig  of  what  I  bid. 
Were  not  I  a  pious  and  indulgent  father, 
To  thrust  thee,  as  a  stranger,  from  my  blood. 

Moc.  Be  not  too  rash,  sir :  women  are  not  won 
With  force,  but  fair  entreaty.    Have  I  been  vers'd 
Thus  long  i'  th'  school  of  love  ;  know  all  their  arts, 
Their  practices,  their  ways,  and  subtleties, 
In  all  my  encounters  still  return'd  a  victor. 
And  have  not  left  a  stratagem  at  last 
To  work  on  her  affection,  let  me  suffer. 

Lor.  Nay,  and  you  have  that  confidence,  I'll 
leave  you. 
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Moc.  Ladv,  a  wonl  in  private  with  you. 

[Wkt^per, 

JEm.  Pray,  sweetheart. 
What  pretty 'youth  is  that? 

Loii.  Who,  this  same  chicken  ! 
He  is  the  Si)n  of  a  great  nobleman. 
Anil  my  esi)ecial  friend.    His  father^s  gone 
Into  the  country  to  survey  his  lands, 
Anil  let  new  h*ases,  and  left  him  in  charge 
With  me  till  his  return. 

-^^Mi.  Now,  as  I  live, 
*Tis  a  well-favour*d  lad,  and  his  years  promise 
He  should  have  an  ability  to  do. 
And  wit  to  conci'al.    When  I  take  him  single, 
ril  try  his  disposition.  [sittiJe, 

Mo(.'.  This,  for  your  sake, 
I'll  undertake  and  execute. 

Luc.  For  my  sake  ! 
You  shall  not  draw  me  to  the  fellowsliip 
Of  such  a  sin. 

Moc.  I  know  'tis  ]>1  easing  to  thee. 
And  therefore  am  rcsolv'd. 

Luc.  I  may  prevent  you. 

Lor.  What,  are  you  re.solv'd  I 

Moc.  We  are  e'en  at  a  point,  sir. 

Lor,  What's  more  to  be  done,  let's  in  and  con- 
fcider.  [/'Jxfunf. 

Enter  AntkH'ARY  and  Petro. 

A  XT.  Well,  sirrah  !  but  that  I  have  brought  you 
up,  I  would  cashier  you  for  tlM'se  reproofs. 

Pet.  Good  sir.  consider,  'tis  no  benefit  to  me  : 
he  is  your  nephew  that  I  sjKiak  for,  and  'tis  charity 
to  relievi'  him. 

Ant.  He  is  a  youn::  knave,  and  that's  crime 
enough  ;  and  he  wen'  old  in  anything,  though 
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'twere  in  iniquity,  there  were  some  reverence  to  be 
had  of  him. 

Pet.  Why,  sir,  though  he  be  a  young  knave,  as 
you  term  him,  yet  he  is  your  kinsman,  and  in 
distress  too. 

Ant.  Why,  sir,  and  you  know  again,  that  'tis 
an  old  custom  (which  thing  I  will  no  way  trans- 
gress) for  a  rich  man  not  to  look  upon  any  as  his 
kinsman  in  distress. 

Pet.  'Tis  an  ill  custom,  sir,  and  'twere  good 
'twere  repealed. 

Ant.  1  have  something  else  to  look  after.  Have 
you  disposed  of  those  relics,  as  I  bad  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well,  thou  dost  not  know  the  estimation 
of  what  thou  hast  in  keeping.  The  whole  Indies, 
seeing  they  are  but  newly  discovered,  are  not  to 
be  V2uued  with  them  :  the  very  dust  that  cleaves 
to  one  of  those  monuments  is  more  worth  than  the 
ore  of  twenty  mines  ! 

Pet.  Yet,  by  your  favour,  sir,  of  what  use  can 
they  be  to  you  1 

Ant.  What  use  !  Did  not  the  Signiory  build 
a  state-chamber  for  antiquities  1  and  'tis  the  best 
thing  that  e'er  they  did  :  they  are  the  registers, 
the  chronicles,  of  the  age  they  were  made  in,  and 
speak  the  truth  of  history  better  than  a  hundred 
of  your  printed  commentaries. 

Pet.  Yet  few  are  of  your  belief. 

Ant.  There's  a  box  of  coins  within,  most  of 
them  brass,  yet  each  of  them  a  jewel,  miraculously 
preserved  in  spite  of  time  or  envy  ;  and  are  of  that 
rarity  and  excellence  that  saints  may  go  a  pil- 
grimage to  them,  and  not  be  ashamed. 

Pet.  Yet,  I  say  still,  what  good  can  they  do  to 
you,  more  than  to  look  on  1 

Ant.  What  good,  thou  brute  !  And  thou  wert 

VOL.  XIII.  2  F 


Pkt,  All  jm  gestkncn  ittt  m  mmdbed  wit& 
socb  raJititt,^  tlie  w^orld  cmoM  prodoce  tlie  Ukc^ 
MMifteked  frmi  ibe  of  time,  aziii  wotuieiiitllj 
^Iketid  bf  n  stodiom  anUqeafj,  eoioe  nmr  and 

AST.  Tboti  mfgt  Tight :  tlie  Umhm  of  Hippotitat 

Pi^.  Fintt,  ihoBe  twdve  {^iciafi^  that  you  tee 
th*?n\  art*  the  portraitures  of  the  Sibyl^  dimvn 
Hv*!  hiH»(lrtni  vears  since  by  TttiaQua  of  PadoA,  in 

i?xi:i41*^ijt  painttT  and  statuary. 
A  NX  \ory  well, 

Vm\  Then  hem  b  Venus  all  naked^  and  Cu| 
hy  her,  oa  a  iloli>hin  r  both  these  were  drawn ' 
A|H4loa  of  (Jrooco. 

Ant.  Fmceetl. 

pK:r,  Then  liere  is  Hercules  and  Antaeus ; 
that  VixWm  i%t  h^ngth  in  alabaster,  with  lier  helmet 
and  feiithcr«  J  and  that's  Jupiter,  with  an  e-agk  al 
hii  bai'k, 

A  sr,  Exaeoditig  well  I 

Vm%  Thun  there's  the  great  silver  box 
NtiftJ  kept  his  board  in. 
Ant,  Oood  agiun. 

Pier.  And  after  docking  it  with  preciotu 
did  eonstiH' rate  it  to  the  Capitol. 
Akt,  Thnt  9  nglit. 

pKT,  And  there  liuiigs  the  net  that  held 
rtiid  luK  iiiisfrtv^*.  while  the  whole  betich  of  hm 
iieitie*  stood  fijieetiitors  of  their  sport* 

Ant,  Admimble  good  I 
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Pet.  Then  here  is  Marias  to  the  middle,^  and 
there  Cleopatra  with  a  veil  over  her  face;  and 
next  to  her,  Marcus  Antonius,  the  Triumvir ;  then 
he  with  half  a  nose  is  Corvinus,  and  he  with  ne'er 
a  one  is  Galba. 

Ant.  Very  sufficient ! 

Pet.  Then  here  is  Vitellius,  and  there  Titus 
and  Vespasian  :  these  three  were  made  by  Jacobus 
Sansovinus  the  Florentine. 

Ant.  'Tis  enough. 

Pet.  Last  of  all,  this  is  the  urn  that  did  contain 
the  ashes  of  the  emperors. 

Ant.  And  each  of  these  worth  a  king's  ran- 
som  

Enter  DuKE  and  LEONARDO.  2 

Duke.  Save  you,  sir ! 

Ant.  You  are  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Duke.  I  come,  sir,  a  suitor  to  you.  I  hear  you 
are  possessed  of  many  various  and  excellent  anti- 
quities; and  though  1  am  a  stranger,  I  would 
entreat  your  gentleness  a  favour. 

Ant.  What  s  that,  sir  ] 

Duke.  Only  that  you  would  vouchsafe  me  to 
be  a  spectator  of  their  curiosity  and  worth,  which 
courtesy  shall  engage  me  yours  for  ever. 

Ant.  For  their  worth  I  will  not  promise :  *tis 
as  you  please  to  esteem  of  them. 

Leo.  No  doubt,  sir,  we  shall  ascribe  what  dig- 
nity belongs  to  them  and  to  you  their  preserver. 

Ant.  You  speak  nobly ;  and  thus  much  let  me 


1  "  Et  Curios  jam  dimidioB.  naRumque  minorera 

Corvinl,  et  Q.-ilbam  auiiciiliB  naHoqiie  carenlem  ?  " 

—Juvenal,  Sat.  VIII.  edit.  Aid.  \^Z5—Stcev€nn. 

'  Of  course  tbey  are  disguised,  as  appears  from  a  preoe<l- 
ing  Kcone,  although  it  is  not  mentioned  here. — Collier. 
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Ull  you,  to  yrmr  edifying  :  i\w  foolish  doating  on 
these  present  novelties  is  the  cause  why  so  manj 
rare  inventions  have  alrvaily  ])erished ;  and  (which 
is  pity )  antiquity  has  not  left  so  much  as  a  foot- 
step behin»i  iier,  more  than  of  her  vices. 

Leo.  Tis  the  more  pity,  sir. 

Ant.  Tlien,  what  raises  such  vanities  amongst 
us«  and  sets  fantastical  fancies  awork?  What's 
the  reason  that  so  many  fresh  tricks  and  new  in- 
ventions of  fashions  ami  diseases  come  daily  over 
sea,  and  land  upon  a  man  that  never  durst  adven- 
ture to  tai?te  salt  water,  but  only  the  neslect  of 
those  useful  instructions  which  antiquity  has  set 
down. 

Duke.  You  speak  oracles,  sir. 

Ant.  Look  farther,  and  tell  me  what  you  find 
better  or  more  honourable  than  age.  Is  not 
wisilom  entaileil  upon  it  ?  Take  the  preheminence 
of  it  in  everything — in  an  old  friend,  in  old  wine, 
in  an  ohl  petligree. 

Leo.  All  this  is  certain. 

Ant.  1  confess  to  you,  gentlemen,  I  must  rever- 
ence and  prefer  the  precedent  times  before  these, 
which  consumed  their  wits  in  experiments :  and 
'twas  a  virtuous  emulation  amongst  them,  that 
nothing  which  should  profit  posterity  should 
perish. 

Leo.  It  argued  a  good  fatherly  pro\'idence. 

Ant.  It  did  so.  There  was  Lysippus,  that 
spent  his  whole  life  in  the  lineaments  of  one  pic- 
ture, which  I  will  show  you  anon  :  then  was  there 
Eudoxus  the  philosopher,^  who  grew  old  in  the 


*  Of  CniduB.  He  fltmriahed  before  the  coming  of  Christ, 
about  3S8  yean*.  Petronius  Arbiter,  in  his  Satyricon,  writes  : 
£um  r/Mu/fm  in  cacuminf  exctUiuimi  m<mtit  consenuiue^  tU 
antrorum  aelique  motiu  deprthenderrk 
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top  of  a  mountain,  to  contemplate  astronomy; 
whose  manuscript  I  have  also  by  me. 

Duke.  Have  you  so,  sir  ? 

Ant.  I  have  that,  and  many  more ;  yet  see  the 
preposterous  desires  of  men  in  these  days,  that 
account  better  of  a  mass  of  gold  than  whatever 
Apelles  or  Phidias  have  invented  ! 

Duke.  That  is  their  ignorance. 

Ant.  Well,  gentlemen,  because  I  perceive  you 
are  ingenious,  I  would  entreat  you  to  walk  in, 
where  I  will  demonstrate  all,  and  proceed  in  ray 
admonition.  [Exeunt. 


Enter  AURELIO  and  LIONEL. 

Lie.  Tis  well,  sir :  I  am  glad  you  are  so  soon 
got  free  from  your  bondage. 

AuR.  Yes,  I  thank  my  stars,  I  am  now  my  own 
man  again ;  I  have  slept  out  my  drunken  fit  of 
love,  and  am  recovered.  You,  that  are  my  friends, 
rejoice  at  my  liberty. 

Lio.  Why,  was  it  painful  to  you? 

AuR.  More  tedious  than  a  siege.  I  wonder 
what  black  leaf  in  the  book  of  fate  has  decreed 
that  misery  upon  man — to  be  in  love ;  it  trans- 
forms him  to  a  worse  monster  than  eVr  Cal3rpso's 
cup  did :  [or]  a  country  gentleman  among  cour- 
tiers, or  their  wives  among  the  ladies.  A  clown 
among  citizens,  nay,  an  ass  among  apes,  is  not  half 
80  ridiculous  as  that  makes  us.  0  that  I  could 
but  come  by  it,  how  would  I  tear  it,  that  never 
such  a  witched  ^  passion  should  arise  in  any  human 
breast  again. 


^  [So  the  edits.,  and  perhaps  rightly,  notwithBtanding  the 
fact  that  the  wurd  does  Dot  occur  in  the  glossaries.  At 
first  sight,  it  would  appear  to  be  misprinted  for  mcked.] 
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Lio.  You  are  too  violent  in  your  hate :  you 
should  never  so  fall  out  with  a  friend  as  to  admit 
no  \io\)e  of  reconcilement 

Auk.  rU  first  be  at  peace  with  a  serpent.  Mark 
me,  if  thou  hast  care  of  thy  time,  thy  health*  thy 
fame,  or  thy  wits,  avoid  it 

Lio.  I  must  confess,  I  have  been  a  little  vain 
that  way,  yet  never  so  transported,  but  when  I 
saw  a  handsomer  in  place,  I  could  leave  the  former 
and  cleave  to  the  latter.  I  was  ever  constant  to 
beauty. 

AuR.  Hold  thee  there  still,  and  if  there  be  a 
necessity  at  any  time  that  thou  must  be  mad,  let 
it  be  a  short  fury,  and  away  :  let  not  this  paltry 
love  hang  too  long  upon  the  file  ;  be  not  deluded 
with  delays ;  for  if  these  she-creatures  have  once 
the  predominance,  there  shall  be  no  way  to  torture 
thee  but  they'll  find  it  out,  and  infiict  it  without 
mercy :  they'll  work  on  thy  disposition,  and  if 
thou  hast  any  good-nature,  they'll  be  sure  to  abuse 
thee  extremely. 

Lio.  Speak  you  this  in  earnest  ? 

AuR.  1  know  not  what  you  call  earnest,  but 
before  I'll  endure  that  life  again,  I'll  bind  myself 
to  a  carrier,  look  out  any  employment  whatever, 
spend  my  hours  in  seeing  motions  and  puppet- 
plays,  rook  at  bowling-alleys,  mould  tales,  and  vent 
them  at  ordinaries,  carry  begging  epistles,  walk 
upon  projects,  transcribe  fiddlers'  ditties. 

Lio.  0  monstrous ! 

AuR.  But  since  I  have  tasted  the  sweetness  of 
my  freedom,  thou  dost  not  know  what  quickness 
and  agility  is  infused  into  me.  1  feel  not  that 
weight  was  wont  to  clog  me,  wherever  I  went ;  I 
am  all  fire  and  spirit,  as  if  I  had  been  stripped  of 
my  mortality  !  1  hear  not  my  thoughts  whisper  to 
me,  as  they  were  wont — Such  a  man  is  your  rival  ; 


THE  ANTIViUAUY. 


455 


There's  an  affront,  call  him  to  an  account ;  Redeem 
your  mistress's  favour,  Present  her  with  such  a 
gift,  Wait  her  at  such  a  place — none  of  these 
vanities. 
Lio.  You  are  happy,  sir. 


Enter  DUKE,  Petro,  and  LEONARDO. 

Pet.  Come,  gentles,  follow  me,  I'll  bring  you  to 
them  :  look  you  where  they  are  ! 

Duke.  Signior  Lionel,  I  have  traced  much  ground 
to  inquire  for  you. 

Lio.  I  rest  engaged  to  you  for  your  last  night's 
love,  sir. 

Duke.  And  I  for  your  good  company.  Did 
you  ever  see  such  a  blind  ruinous  tippling- house 
as  we  made  shift  to  find  out  1 

Leo.  Ay,  and  the  people  were  as  wretched  in  it : 
what  a  mist  of  tobacco  flew  amongst  them  ! 

Lio.  And  what  a  deluge  of  rheum  ! 

Pet.  If  the  house  be  so  old  as  you  speak  of, 
'twere  good  you  brought  my  master  into  it,  and 
then  threw't  atop  of  him  ;  he  would  never  desire 
to  be  better  buried. 

Duke.  Well  said,  Petro. 

Lio.  Sir,  if  it  be  no  trouble  to  you,  I  would 
entreat  you  know  my  worthy  friend  here. 

Duke.  You  shall  make  me  ha2)py  in  any  worthy 
acquaintance. 

Pet.  Well,  Signior  Lionel,  you  are  beholden  to 
these  gentlemen  for  their  good  words  unto  your 
uncle  for  you :  they  spoke  in  your  behalf  as 
earnestly  as  e'er  did  lawyer  for  his  client. 

Lio.  And  what  was  the  issue  ? 

Pet.  He  is  hide-bound :  he  will  part  with 
nothing.    There  is  an  old  rivelled  purse  hangs  at 
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his  side,  has  not  be«ii  loosed  these  twenty  years, 
and,  I  think,  will  so  continue. 

Lio.  \Miy,  will  his  charity  stretch  to  nothing, 
Petro  t 

Pet.  Yes,  he  has  sent  you  something. 
Lio.  Whatis'tl 

Pet.  a  piece  of  antiquity,  sir  ;  'tis  English  coin  ; 
and  if  you  will  needs  know,  'tis  an  old  Harry 
groat.  ^ 

Lio.  Thank  him  heartily. 

Pet.  And  'tis  the  first,  he  says,  that  e'er  was 
made  of  them ;  and,  in  his  esteem,  is  worth  three 
double  ducats  newly  stamped. 

Lio.  His  folly  may  put  what  price  he  please 
upon  it,  but  to  me  'tis  no  more  than  the  value, 
Petro. 

Pet.  He  says,  moreover,  that  it  may  stand  you 
in  some  use  and  pleasure  hereafter,  when  you  grow 
ancient ;  for  it  is  worn  so  thin  with  often  handling, 
it  may  serve  you  for  a  spectacle. 

Lio.  Very  well. 

Duke.  'Twere  a  good  deed  to  conspire  against 
him  ;  he  has  a  humour  easy  to  be  wrought  on,  and 
if  you'll  undertake  him,  we'll  assist  you  in  the  per- 
formance. 

Lio.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen,  and  I  thank 
you. 

Duke.  Let  us  defer  it  no  longer  then,  but 
instantly  about  it. 

Lio.  a  match  !  Lead  on  ;  good  wit  and  fortune 
guide  us.  [Exeunt. 


*  The  groata  coined  in  the  reign  of  Henry  VIII.  are 
diBtinguished  by  different  names  ;  aa,  the  old  Harry  groat, 
the  gun  hole  groat,  the  first  and  second  gun-stone  groat,  &c. 
The  old  Harry  groat  is  that  which  has  the  head  of  the  king, 
with  a  long  face  and  long  hair.  See  Hewit's  ''Treatise  on 
Moins,  Coins,  &c.,"  1775,  p.  69. 
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ACT  III.,  SCENE  1. 
Enter  Bravo  and  BoY. 

Bravo.  Boy,  how  sits  my  rapier  % 

Boy.  Close,  sir,  like  a  friend  that  means  ^  to 
stick  to  you. 

Bravo.  He  that  will  purchase  honour  and  the 
name  of  Bravo  must,  by  consequence,  be  a  brave 
fellow — his  title  requires  it. 

Boy.  But  pray,  sir,  were  you  never  put  to  the 
worst  in  your  days  ] 

Bravo.  Who,  I  worsted?  No,  boy;  I  do 
manage  my  rapier  with  as  much  readiness  and 
facility  as  an  unicorn  does  his  antler. 

Boy.  Sure,  you  must  needs  be  very  strong  then. 

Bravo.  Not  so  neither ;  'tis  courage  in  me.  I 
do  it  by  a  sleight,  an  activity,  and  by  that  I  can 
control  any  man's  point  whatsoever. 

Boy.  Is  it  possible? 

Bravo.  I  tell  thee,  boy,  I  do  as  much  surpass 
Hercules  at  my  rapier  as  he  did  me  in  club-fight- 
ing.* [rU  have  you]  draw^  a  register  of  those 
men  that  have  been  forced  by  this  weak  instrument 
to  lay  down  their  lives.  1  think  it  has  cut  more 
lives  than  Atropos. 

Boy.  But  pray,  sir,  were  they  all  your  own 
exploits  1 

bRAVO.  Indeed,  boy,  thou  may'st  question  it ; 
for,  and  they  were  to  perform  again,  they  would 


^  [Old  copy,  mean/.] 

*  ThuB  Armado,  in  "  Love'e  Labour'*  Lost,'*  edit  1778, 
vol.  ii.  p.  394  :  "I  do  excel  Samson  in  my  rapier  as  much 
as  he  did  me  in  carrying  gates."—  SUevtnM, 

'  [Edits.,  Have  you  . .  .  dravm  ;  but  the  speaker  evidently 
does  not  intend  to  ask  the  boy  whether  Kt  has  drawn  the 
register.] 
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hardly  be  done.  Wliat  will  this  age  come  to  f 
>\liere  be  those  stirring  hiimoars  that  were  wont 
to  trouble  the  world  ?  Peace,  I  think,  will  over- 
spread them  all  like  a  gangrene,  and  men  will  die 
with  a  lethargy ;  there  s  no  malice  extant,  no 
jealousies,  no  employment  to  set  wickedness  awork ! 
*tis  never  a  dead  time  with  me  but  when  there's 
nolKxly  to  kill 

Boy.  That's  a  miserable  extremity  indeed,  sir. 

Bravo.  Leave  me,  boy,  to  my  meditations. 

[Exit  Boy. 

Entfr  MOCIMGO. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Nick  Machiavel,  there  will 
never  be  the  peer  of  thee  for  wholesome  policy 
and  good  counsel.  Thou  took'st  pains  to  chalk 
men  out  the  dark  paths  and  hidden  plots  of  murther 
and  deceit,  and  no  man  has  the  grace  to  follow 
thee  ;  the  age  is  unthankful,  thy  principles  are 
quite  forsaken  and  worn  out  of  memory. 

Moc.  There's  a  fellow  walks  melancholy,  and 
that's  commonly  a  passion  apt  to  entertain  any 
mischief ;  discontent  and  honesty  seldom  harbour 
together.  How  scur>'ily  he  looks,  like  one  of  the 
devil's  factors  !  I'll  tempt  him.   By  your  leave,  sir. 

Bravo.  Ha! 

M<x:.  No  hurt,  good  sir ;  be  not  so  furious,  I 
beseech  you. 

Bravo.  What  are  you  ? 

Moc.  I  am  bold  to  disturb  you,  and  would  fain 
communicate  a  business,  if  you  had  the  patience 
to  hear  me. 

Bravo.  Speak,  what  is't  ? 

Moc.  You  seem  a  man  upon  whom  fortune,  per- 
hfips,  has  not  cast  so  favourable  an  aspect  as  you 
deserve. 

Bravo.  Can  you  win  her  to  look  better  1 
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Moc.  Though  not  her,  yet,  perhaps,  a  servant 
of  hers,  that  shall  be  as  gracious  to  you  and  as 
profitable. 

Bravo.  What's  she  1 

Moc.  It  may  be  you  want  money :  there  is  a 
way  to  purchase  it,  if  you  have  the  heart 

Bravo.  The  heart !  Hast  thoa  the  heart  to 
speak,  nay  to  conceive,  what  I  dare  not  under- 


Moc.  A  fit  instrument  for  my  purpose  !  How 
luckily  has  fortune  brought  roe  to  him  !  {Aside,] 


or  so — no  more. 
Bravo.  Is  that  all? 
Moc.  Is  that  nothing  ? 

Bravo.  Some  queasy  stomach  might  turn,  per- 
haps, at  such  a  motion ;  but  I  am  more  resolved, 
better  hardened.  What  is  he  1  For  I  have  my 
several  rates,  salaries  for  blood  :  for  a  lord,  so 
much ;  for  a  knight,  so  much ;  a  gentleman,  so 
much ;  a  peasant,  so  much  ;  a  stranger,  so  much, 
and  a  native,  so  much. 

Moc.  Nay,  he  is  a  gentleman,  and  a  citizen  of 
Venice. 

Bravo.  Let  him  be  what  he  will,  and  we  can 
agree :  it  has  been  a  foolish  ambition  heretofore 
to  save  them,  and  men  were  rewarded  for  it  with 
garlands  ;  ^  but  I  had  rather  destroy  one  or  two  of 
them  :  they  multiply  too  fast. 

Moc.  Do  you  know  one  Signior  Aurelio,  then  1 
He  is  the  man  ;  he  wooed  my  mistress,  and  sought 
to  win  her  from  me. 


^  The  Romans  bestowed  an  oaken  wreath  on  him  who 
had  preserved  the  life  of  a  citizen.  The  mother  of  Coriolanus, 
in  Shakea(>eare,  boasts  that  he  **  returned,  his  brows  bound 
with  oak." — Steevent. 
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should  he  live  any  longer  for  1  111  have  no  man 
breathe  that  you  disgust. 

Luc.  Then  ought  you  to  go  and  hang  yourself. 

Moc.  Who,  I  hang  myself  I  for  what?  my  good 
service  and  respect  to  your  quiet  1  If  he  have  any 
mind  to  haunt  your  chamber  hereafter,  he  shall  do 
it  as  a  ghost,  without  any  substantial  shape,  1 
assure  you. 

Luc.  I  think  the  fool  is  in  earnest :  I  must  use 
policy,  and  not  play  away  a  man's  life  so.  [Aside,] 
Nay,  prythee,  sweetheart,  be  not  angry,  'twas  but 
to  try  thee  :  this  kiss  and  my  love.     [Kisses  htm.] 

Moc.  Why,  here's  some  amends  yet :  now  'tis 
as  it  should  be. 

Luc.  I  am  as  deep  and  eager  in  this  purpose 
As  you  are,  therefore  grant  me  leave  a  little 
To  talk  with  him  :  I  have  some  private  counsel 
To  give  him  for  the  better  execution. 

Moc.  May  I  not  hear  ? 

Luc.  No,  as  you  love  me,  go. 

Moc.  Her  humour  must  be  law :  we  that  are 
suitors 

Must  deal  with  women  as  with  towns  besieged, 
Offer  them  fair  conditions  till  you  get  them, 
And  then  we'll  tyrannise.    Yet  there's  a  doubt 
Is  not  resolv'd  on. 

Luc.  Good  sir,  begone. 

Moc.  I  vanish.    Were  I  best  trust  this  fellow 
with  my  mistress  ? 
Temptations  may  arise  :  'tis  all  one,  I  am 
A  right  Italian,  and  the  world  shall  see 
That  my  revenge  is  above  jealousy.  [Exit 

Bravo.  Now,  lady,  your  pleasure  1 

Luc.  I  would  not  allow  myself  any  conference 
with  you,  did  my  reason  persuade  me  that  you  were 
as  bad  as  you  seem  to  be.    Pray,  what  are  you  ? 

Bravo.  I  am,  sweet  creature,  a  kind  of  lawless 
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ju8ticer,^  or  usuq)ing  martialist  of  authority,  that 
will  kill  any  man  \nth  my  safety. 

Luc.  And  you  purpose  the  death  of  this  gentle- 
man? 

Bravo.  I  will  do  anything  for  hire. 
Luc.  Have  you  no  conscience ! 
Bravo.  Conscience  !  I  know  not  what  it  is. 
Why  should  any  man  live,  and  I  want  money  ? 
Luc.  Have  you  no  regard  then  of  innocence  t 
Bravo.  'Tis  crime  enough  he  has  a  life. 
Luc.  How  long  have  you  been  vers'd  in  this 
trade? 

Bravo.  Tis  my  vocation. 

Luc.  Leave  it ;  'tis  damnable  ; 
And  thou  the  worst  and  basest  of  all  villains  : 
It  had  been  better  for  the  womb  that  bare  thee, 
If  it  had  travaiPd  with  a  pestilence. 
What  seed  of  tigers  could  beget  thee  to 
Such  bold  and  rash  attempts  for  a  small  lucre, 
Which  will  be  straight  as  ill-spent  as  'twas  got, 
To  destroy  that  whose  essence  is  divine  ; 
Souls,  in  themselves  more  pure  than  are  the 
heavens, 

Or  thy  ill-boding  stars  ;  more  worth  than  all 
The  treasure  lock'd  up  in  the  heart  of  earth  ; 
And  yet  do  this  unmov'd  or  unprovoked. 

Bravo.  I  have  no  other  moans  nor  way  of  living. 

Luc.  Twere  hotter  j>erish  than  be  so  supported  ; 
There  are  a  thousand  courses  to  subsist  by. 

Bravo.  Ay,  but  a  free  and  daring  spirit  scorns 
To  stoof)  to  servile  ways,  but  will  choose  rather 
To  purchase  his  revenue  from  his  sword. 


^  This  expressitui  puts  one  in  mind  of  Bacon's  description 
of  Revenge,  when  he  says  tliat  it  is  **  wild  justice."  A  Bravo 
is  a  revenger  of  injuries,  and  may  therefore  very  fitly  be 
called  a  UuclcM  junticer, — CollUr. 
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Luc.  I  see  you  are  grown  obdurate  in  your 
crimes, 

Founded  to  vice,  lost  to  all  piety  ; 
Without  the  apprehension  of  what  wrong 
You  do  your  country  in  depriving  her 
Of  those  she  now  enjoys  as  useful  members, 
And  killing  their  posterity  who,  perhaps, 
Might  with  their  art  or  industry  advance  her. 
Bravo.  What  courteous  itch,  I  wonder,  has 
possessed 

Your  virtuous  ladyship  to  give  me  advice  1 
Best  keep  your  wits  until  you  get  a  husband, 
Who  may  perhaps  require  your  learned  counsel. 

Luc.  Tis  true,  such  as  do  act  thy  villanies. 
Hate  to  be  told  or  think  of  them  ;  but  hear 
me. 

Hast  thou  no  sense  nor  no  remorse  of  soul  ? 
No  thought  of  any  Deity  who,  though 
It  spare  thee  for  awhile,  will  send  at  last 
A  quick  return  of  vengeance  on  thy  head. 
And  dart  thee  down  like  Phaeton  ] 

Bravo.  Sweet  virgin. 
Faces  ^  about  to  some  other  discourse  : 
I  cannot  relish  this. 

Luc.  So  I  believe  ;  but  yet 
Compose  your  thoughts  for  speedy  penitence, 
Your  life  for  an  amendment,  or  I  vow 
To  lay  your  actions  open  to  the  senate. 

Bravo.  Did  not  your  sweetheart  tempt  me  to 
this  deed, 
And  will  you  now  betray  me  ? 

Luc.  He  ray  sweetheart ! 
I  hate  you  both  alike  :  that  very  word 
Is  enough  to  divorce  thee  from  my  pity 
Past  hope  of  reconcilement ;  for  what  mercy 


*  See  note  to  "The  Parson  8  Wedding," pott. 
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Ib  to  be  had  of  two  such  prodigies  t 
Will  you  recant  yet  ?  speak,  will  you  be  honest  t 
BiiAVo.  I  think  youll  force  me  to  become  your 
I)atient. 

Luc.  It  is  the  way  to  heal  thee  of  a  sore, 
Whose  cure  is  supernatural    What  art, 
What  mirror  is  sufficient  to  demonstrate 
The  foulness  of  thy  guilt,  whose  leprous  miml 
Is  but  one  stain  seas  cannot  cleanse  ?    Why,  mur- 
der, 

'Tis  of  all  vices  the  most  contrary 

To  every  virtue  and  humanity ; 

For  they  intend  the  pleasure  and  delight. 

But  this  the  <lissolution,  of  nature. 

Bkavo.  She  does  begin  to  move  me.  [Asi€jU.] 

Luc.  Think  of  thy  sin, 
It  is  the  heir-apparent  unto  hell 
And  has  so  many  and  so  ugly  shapes, 
His  father  Pluto  and  the  furies  hate 
To  look  on  their  own  birth  :  yet  thou  dar'st  act 
What  they  fear  to  suggest,  and  sell  thy  soul 
To  quick  perdition. 

Bravo.  This  has  wak'd  me  more 
Into  a  quicker  insight  of  my  evils, 
That  have  inipalVl  me  round  with  horrid  sha|)es. 
More  various  than  the  sev'ral  forms  of  dreams. 
That  wait  on  Morpheus  in  his  sleepy  den. 

Luc.  Then,  'tis  a  fearful  sin,  and  always  labours 
With  the  new  birth  of  damn'd  inventions 
An<l  horrid  practices  :  for  'tis  so  fearful, 
It  dares  not  walk  alone,  and  where  it  bides 
There  is  no  rest  nor  no  security, 
But  a  perpetual  tempest  of  despair. 

Bravo.  All  this  I  feel  by  sad  experience. 
Where  have  I  been,  where  have  I  liv^il  a  stranger, 
Exil'd  from  all  go(xl  thoughts )    Never  till  now 
l)i«l  any  l)eam  of  grace  or  good  shine  on  me. 
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Luc.   Besides,  'tis  so  abhorr'd  of  all  that's 
good 

Tbat,  when  this  monster  lifts  his  cursed  head 
Above  the  earth,  and  wraps  it  in  the  clouds, 
The  sun  flies  back,  as  loth  to  stain  his  rays 
With  such  a  foul  pollution ;  and  night, 
In  emulation  of  so  black  a  deed, 
Puts  on  her  darkest  robe  to  cover  it 
Bravo.  0,  do  not  grate  too  much  upon  ray 
suflf'rings ! 

You  have  won  upon  my  Conscience,  and  I  feel 
A  sting  within  me  tells  my  troubled  soul. 
That  I  have  trod  too  long  those  bloody  paths. 
That  lead  unto  destruction. 

Luc.  Then  be  sorry, 
And  with  repentance  purge  away  thy  sin. 

Bravo.  Will  all  my  days  and  hours  consumed 
in  prayers, 

My  eyes  dissolved  to  tears,  wash  off  such  crimes  1 

Luc.  If  they  be  serious  and  continued. 

Bravo.  You  are  a  virgin,  and  your  vows  are 
chaste ; 
Do  you  assist  me. 

Luc.  So  you'll  do  the  like 
For  me  in  what  I  shall  propose. 

Bravo.  I  will. 
And  joy  to  be  emplo/d  :  there  is  no  thought, 
Which  can  proceed  from  you,  but  which  is  vir- 
tuous ; 

And  'tis  a  comfort  and  a  kind  of  goodness 
To  mix  with  you  in  any  action. 

Luc.  Nay  more,  in  recompense  of  your  fair 
proffer. 

Because  you  say  you  are  destitute  of  means, 
I'll  see  that  want  supply'd. 

Bravo.  Divinest  lady, 
Command  my  service. 

VOL.  XIII.  2  o 
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Luc.  Walk  then  in  with  me. 
And  then  I  will  acquaint  you  with  the  project. 


Enter  DUKE,  LIONEL,  and  LEONARDO,  PeTRUCIO 


Duke.  I  see  him  coining :  let's  fall  into  admira- 
tion of  his  good  parts,  that  he  maj  over-hear  hia 
own  praise. 

Lio.  I  have,  methinks,  a  longing  desire  to  meet 
with  Signior  Petnicio. 

Pet.  1  hear  myself  named  amongst  them.  Tis 
no  point  of  civility  to  listen  what  opinion  the  world 
holds  of  me,  I  shall  conceive  it  by  their  discourse  : 
a  man  behind  his  back  shall  be  sure  to  have  nothing 
but  truth  spoke  of  him.  [i4«uitf.j 


Leo.  Pray,  sir,  when  saw  you  that  thrice  noble 

and  accomplished  gentleman  Petrucio  % 

Pet.  Thrice  noble  and  accomplished!  there's  a 
new  style  thrust  upon  me.  ^^AndeJ] 

Duke.  It  pleased  the  indulgency  of  my  fate  to 
bless  me  with  his  company  this  morning,  where  he 
himself  was  no  less  favourable  to  grace  me  with 
the  perusal  of  a  madrigal  or  an  essay  of  beauty, 
which  he  had  then  newly  compos'd. 

Lio.  Well,  gallants,  either  my  understanding 
misinforms  me,  or  he  is  one  of  the  most  rare  and 
noble-qualified  pieces  of  gentility,  that  ever  did 
enrich  our  climate. 

Leo.  Believe  it,  sir,  'twere  a  kind  of  profanation 
to  make  doubt  of  the  contrary. 

Pet.  How  happy  am  I  in  such  acquaintance ! 
A  man  shall  have  his  due,  when  your  meaner 
society  has  neither  judgment  to  discern  worth,  nor 
credit  to  commend  it. 

Duke.  Twas  my  happiness,  th'  other  day,  to  be 
in  the  presence  with  certain  ladies,  where  I  heard 
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*  him  the  most  extolled  and  approved  :  one  of  them 
was  not  ashamed  to  pronounce  it  openly,  that  she 
would  never  desire  more  of  heaven,  than  to  enjoy 
such  a  man  for  her  servant. 

Pet.  It  shall  be  my  next  employment  to  inquire 
out  for  that  lady.  [A  side.  ] 

Lio.  'Tis  a  miracle  to  me  how,  in  so  small  a 
competency  of  time,  he  should  arrive  to  such  an 
absolute  plenitude  of  perfection. 

Leo.  Iso  wonder  at  all ;  a  man  that  has  travelled, 
and  been  careful  of  his  time. 

Lio.  But,  by  your  favour,  sir,  *tis  not  every  man's 
happiness  to  make  so  good  use  on't. 

Duke.  I'll  resolve  you  something :  there  is  as 
great  a  mystery  in  the  acquisition  ot  knowledge,  as 
of  wealth.  Have  you  not  a  citizen  will  grow  rich 
in  a  moment,  and  why  not  he  ingenious  ?  Besides, 
who  knows  but  he  might  have  digged  for  it,  and 
so  found  out  some  concealed  treasure  of  under- 
standing. 

Pet.  Now,  as  I  am  truly  noble,  'tis  a  wrongful 
imputation  upon  me.  [Agtde.] 

Leo.  Well,  if  he  had  but  bounty  annexea  to  his 
other  sufficiencies,  he  were  unparalleled. 

Duke.  Nay,  there's  no  man  in  the  earth  more 
liberal :  take  it  upon  ray  word,  he  has  not  that 
thing  in  the  world  so  dear  or  precious  in  his  esteem, 
which  he  will  not  most  willingly  part  with  upon 
the  least  summons  of  his  friend. 

Pet.  Now  must  I  give  away  some  two  or  three 
hundred  pounds*  worth  of  toys,  to  maintain  this 
assertion.  [Aside,] 

Lio.  You  spoke  of  verses  e'en  now ;  if  you  have 
the  copy,  pray  vouchsafe  us  a  sight  of  them. 

Duke.  I  cannot  suddenly  resolve  you  :  yes,  here 
they  Are. 

Lio.  What's  this? 


iM  Awnqvmr. 


4 

i 


1/ 1  $k&mid  ptmse  ker  rirhtg  a  mi  ker  bmm^^ 

Amdidi  ktm  emfSf  ^rmoe  ihik  ker 

Bui  i  tkmtld  fail  tM  ike  e^premiim^ 
Lm.  Af  nufjt  nr»  tluA  soimds 

AiikoM^  I  e&im^  wni4  wkai,  /  cmccim^ 

Thai  mk(U  l/aii  t0  i^peo^  yom  m&uld 

Leo.  Wb this  has  eomi^  taste  m*t  -  liotr  alioiiU 
be  amre  to  this  admiraMe  inreation  f 

DtTKfi.  Are  you  so  preposterous  in  jour  opiiiioa, 
to  think  that  wit  and  elegaae}'  in  writiii^  are  cmlf 
coiiIii«d  la  stugers  and  hook-ironiis  f  TWere  a 
toledsm  toimagiiie  thmt  ayioung  bniTeiy,  wlie  liYes 
in  the  perpetual  €phef6  of  hnmaail^,  whei^  eri 
waittng-womaTi  speaks  perfect  Arcadia*^  mxiA 
latliea  li|>s  dbttl  vith  the  very  qiiiiit4^asetie« 
conceitf  e^bouM  be  so  harrea  of  appr^hensuMi, 
not  to  participate  of  their  virtue 

Lfia.  Xow  I  conjsider,  they  are  great  hdps  to  a 
mam 

DirKE.  But  when  he  has  trarelled,  and  delilMl^ 
the  Freacb  ^  and  the  Spanish ;  can  He  il-WmI  atsd 
expound  Astrma^^  and  digest  him  into  eotix|iUEiMsiil»; 
and  when  he  is  np,  acco&t  hU  mislTem  with  wtml 


1 


The  romatiofl  hj  Sir  Phillfi  Sjdof^. 


3o  dMidian,  A 


1 


«  1,^,  Ha'I  a  taste  of,  Ikliho^  Lai. 
351,  ^  Cunutittis  dtivbaste  ciboa.*' 

'  [A  Kri'iieb  romiuic^  by  Hooor^  d'Vrfb^  wbieh  hmm 
Ir^iialiitcct   into  Engliflb  in  lli20.    It  wa«  f€>rtn«#}r 
popular.   Amitl>er  tn».Qtl«iioi3  wai  made  in  1057^  g 
f oliow] 
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he  had  read  in  the  morning  ;  now,  if  such  a  one 
should  rack  up  his  imagination,  and  give  wings  to 
his  muse,  'tis  credible,  he  should  more  catch  your 
delicate  court-ear,  than  all  you  head-scratchers, 
thumb-biters,  lamp-wasters  of  them  all. 

Leo.  Well,  I  say  the  iniquity  of  fortune  appears 
in  nothing  more,  than  not  advancing  that  man  to 
some  extraordinary  honours. 

Lio.  But  I  never  thought  he  had  any  genius 
that  way. 

Duke.  What,  because  he  has  been  backward  to 
produce  his  good  qualities?  Believe  it,  poetry 
will  out ;  it  can  no  more  be  hid  than  fire  or  love. 

Pet.  I'll  break  them  oflf,  they  have  e'en  spoken 
enough  in  my  behalf  for  nothing,  o'  conscience. 

[Aside.] 

Save  you,  Cavalieros ! 

Duke.  My  much  honoured  Petnicio,  you  are 
welcome  ;  we  were  now  entered  into  a  discourse  of 
your  wortL  Whither  do  your  occasions  enforce 
you  so  fast  1 

Pet.  Gentlemen,  to  tell  you  true,  T  am  going 
upon  some  raptures.  a 

Leo.  Upon  raptures,  say  you. 

Pet.  Yes,  my  employment  is  tripartite :  I  have 
here  an  anagram  to  a  lady  I  made  of  her  name  this 
morning,  with  a  poesy  to  another,  that  must  be  in- 
serted into  a  ring ;  and  here's  a  paper  carries  a 
secret  word  too,  that  must  be  given,  and  worn  by 
a  knight  and  tilter ;  and  all  my  own  imaginations, 
as  I  hope  to  be  blessed. 

Lio.  Is't  possible  ]  how,  have  you  lately  drunk 
of  the  horsepond,^  or  stepped  on  the  forked  Par- 
nassus, that  you  start  out  so  sudden  a  poet  ? 


^  [Hippocrene.]  So  Peraius  :  FoDte  labra  prolui  Cabal- 
lino,  '* — Steevem. 


rBi4  i&it  tl» 
Lm.  Tk  m 

th«o  ilo  I        td  Im  kti'~ 

m  both  0i  topifiber,  md 

Lea.  Fitifnt^battod  i-watiiLi !  rinfiT 
Per,  I  AID  now  ilioitfr  m  ic^m  Osi  On 

mflti  hm  prouui^d  iliaU  be 

IltJEK.  Ydi,         aj  woni,  sir,  and  jmsscII 

with  it 

Prr*  Blioli  th<!  duke  takie  notice  of  oie  too  t  0 
bf?ar<?n«  I  liow  jou  Irsiispofi  me  witli  nhtm^t^ 

on't  I 

Duke.  Til  bnog  jm  to  hm^  beUere  me,  msd 
yoti  know  not  wh^  gfsce  he  may  do  rotu 

Pkt.  'Tu  a  h&ppiiieii  bejo^d  moruis  !  I  cu- 
not  tell,  it  may  be  my  good  fortune  to  mdvmmf 
yon  all. 
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Lio.  We  shall  be  glad  to  have  dependence  on 
you. 

Pet.  Gentles,  I  would  in  treat  you  a  courtesy. 

Duke.  What's  that,  signior? 

Pet.  That  you  would  be  all  pleas'd  to  grace  my 
lodging  to-morrow  at  a  banquet  :  there  will  be 
ladies  and  gallants ;  and  among  the  rest,  Pll  send 
to  invite  your  uncle  the  Antiquary ;  and  we'll  be 
very  merry,  I  assure  you. 

Leo.  Well,  sir,  your  bounty  commands  us  not 
to  fail  you. 

Pet.  Bounty !  there's  a  memorandum  for  me. 
[  Writes  in  his  notebook,]  In  the  meantime,  pray 
accept  these  few  favours  at  my  hands,^  as  assur- 
ances that  you  will  not  fail  me ;  till  when,  I  take 
my  leave.    *  [Exit. 

Lio.  Farewell,  sir.  Gro  thy  ways  ;  thou  hast  as 
dull  a  piece  of  scalp  as  ere  covered  the  brain  of 
any  traveller.  [Aside.] 

Duke.  For  love's  sake,  Lionel,  let's  haste  to  thy 
uncle,  before  the  coxcomb  prevent  us. 

Lio.  Why,  sir,  I  stay  for  you. 

Leo.  Has  Petro  prepar'd  him  for  your  entrance, 
and  is  your  disguise  fit  ? 

Lio.  I  have  all  in  readiness. 

Duke.  On  then,  and  when  you  are  warm  in  your 
discourse,  we'll  come  with  our  device  to  affright 
him  :  'twill  be  an  excellent  scene  of  affliction. 

Leo.  Be  sure  you  mark  your  cue,  sir,  and  do  not 
fail  to  approach. 

Duke.  Trust  to  my  care,  I  warrant  you. 

[Exeunt. 


^  [He  probably  distributes  among  them  some  of  his  MSS. 
verses.] 


Acit  A  goilfewiMBAn  vitlumt  spc^  willi  me, 

Sbb.  Tet,fir,  and  wiSX  bj  no  »Ms1ie  put  b«ek 

Airs.  I  sm  Da  Liw^er,  imv  no  lecrelarjr :  wlia^ 
bostocv  am  tbe  Ii^t^  bet^  I  womler  I 

Ber,  Sbe  is  Teiy  infMirteiftite  to  esnter. 

AuB.  I  WAS  once  io  tlie  hnniCMir  nerer  to  admit 
isjf  of  Ih^  to  eonid  near  me  agaim^  bat  siQee  slie 
ii  10  oigeTp  let  ber  appraek  I'll  try  m  j  streagtliy 
wbat  proof  ^  againil  ber  encfaaQtments  :  tf  ever 
UIj»ies  were  mo(re  profideat,  or  better  arm'd  to 
call  by  the  Sinens^  TO  perish ;  if  she  bare  tbe  art 
to  impose  upon  me^  let  her  beg  mj  vii  for  m 
anatomy^  and  dl&seet  it ! 

Now,  Lady  Humoor,  what  new  emotion  m  the 
blood  has  ttmi'd  tbe  tide  of  yom  fancy  to  como 
hither  f 

LcFa  These  words  are  bat  unkind  salutes  to  m 
gentlewoman. 

AUB,  They  are  too  good  for  you.  With  what 
face  dare  you  approach  hither,  knowing  how  in- 
finitely you  have  abused  me  %  You  waut  matter  to 
exercise  your  wits  on  ;  the  world too  wise  for  yon  ; 
and,  ere  you  ensnare  me  again,  you'U  have  good 
luck 

Lua  Pray,  iir,  do  not  reiterate  those  tblega 
which  might  better  be  forgotten,  - 1  confess  I  have 
done  illf  liecause  I  am  a  woman  and  yottng,  &nd 
'will  be  nobleness  in  you  not  to  remember  it, 

AUR.  ril  sooner  plough  up  [the]  shore  and  sow 
it,  and  live  in  expectation  of  a  crop,  before  I*U 


THE  ANTIQUARY. 


473 


think  the  least  good  from  any  of  your  sex,  while 
I  breathe  again. 

Luc.  I  hope,  sir,  that  time  and  experience  will 
rectify  your  judgment  to  a  better  opinion  of  us. 

AuR.  ril  trust  my  ship  to  a  storm,  my  substance 
to  a  broken  citizen,  ere  I'll  credit  any  of  you. 

Luc.  Good  sir,  be  intreated  :  I  come  a  penitent 
lover,  with  a  vow*d  recantation  to  all  former  prac- 
tices and  malicious  endeavours,  that  I  have  wrought 
against  you. 

AuR  How  can  I  think  better  of  you,  when  I 
consider  your  nature,  your  pride,  your  treachery, 
your  covetousness,  your  lust ;  and  how  you  com- 
mit perjury  easier  than  speak  t 

Luc.  Sure,  'tis  no  desert  in  us,  but  your  own 
misguided  thoughts  that  move  in  you  this  passion. 

AuR.  Indeed,  time  was  I  thought  you  pretty 
foolish  things  to  play  withal,  and  was  so  blinded 
as  to  imagine  that  your  hairs  were  golden  threads,^ 
that  your  eyes  darted  forth  beams,  that  laughter 
sat  smiling  on  your  lips,  and  the  coral  itself  looked 
pale  to  them  :  that  you  moved  like  a  goddess,  and 
diffused  your  pleasures  wide  as  the  air  :  then  could 
I  prevent  the  rising  sun  ^  to  wait  on  you,  ob- 


^  "  That  your  hain  were  golden  IhreadB,'*  is  the  true 
reading  ;  but  Mr  Reed  aUowed  it  to  stand,  **  that  your 
hearts  were  golden  threads/'  which  is  nonsense,  or  very  near 
it.  Shakespeare  has  the  same  expression  in  his  "  Rape  of 
Lucrece  ** — 

"  Her  Aair,  like  golden  tAreodt,  pUy'd  with  her  breath." 

—CoUter. 

*  i.e. J  Go  before.  So  in  the  119th  Psalm  :  "Mine  eyes 
prevent  the  night  watches." — SUevent. 

Again,  in  the  office  of  consecrating  Cramp  Rings  :  We 
beseech  thee,  0  Lord,  that  the  Spirit  which  proceeds  from 
thee  may  prevent  and  follow  in  our  desires,"  &c. — Reed, 

One  of  the  Collects  of  the  Church  Senrice  begins,  **  Prevent 
us,  0  Lord,  in  all  our  doings."— CWWer. 
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served  every  nod  you  cast  fortli,  had  the  patie 
to  hear  your  discourse,  and  a^l mired  you,  wlir!ii  y 
talketl  of  your  visits^  of  the  court,  of  eoujjcib;,  of 
tiobility,  and  of  your  ancestors, 

Luc,  Atul  were  uot  these  pleasing  tti  you  I 
AUR.  Nothing  but  a  heap  of  tortures  :  hat  since 
I  have  learned  the  Delphic  Oracle,  to  A-now  m^$e^/\ 
and  ponder  what  a  deal  of  mischief  you  work,  1  atn 
eon  tent  to  live  private  and  aolitary^  without  any 
peni^ive  thought  what  you  do,  or  what  &hall  becoOM 
of  you. 

Luc.  Sir,  if  you  calculate  all  oecastoiia,  I  h^rt 
not  merited  this  neglect  from  yoa. 

AuE,  Yes,  and  more.    Do  you  not  retiiemb^ 
what  tasks  you  were  wont  to  put  me  to.  Ami  ^sm 
penses  1  when  I  bestowed  on  yon  gowns  and  pettd 
coats,  and  yon  in  excbauge  gave  me  bracelets  anfl 
shoe-ties  1  how  you  fooled  me  sometLmcs,  and  «m 
me  to  pin  plaits  in  your  ruff,  two  hours  togetheia 
and  made  a  waiting  frippery  of  me  t  how  yoM 
racked  my  brain  to  compose  verses  for  yon — i 
thing  I  could  never  abide  ?    Nay,  in  my  conscience, 
and  I  had  not  took  courage,  you  had  brought  me 
to  spin,  arid  heat  me  with  your  slippers, 

Luc.  Well,  sir^  I  perceive  you  are  resolved  to 
hear  no  reason  •  but,  before  my  sorrowful  de- 
parture, know  she  that  you  slight  is  the  preserver 
of  your  life ;  therefore  I  dare  be  bold  to  call  yon 
ingrate,  and  in  that  I  have  spoke  all  that  can  be 
ill  in  man/ 

AuR,  Pray,  stay  ;  come  Imck  a  little* 

Luc,  Not  till  you  are  better- tempered*  W 
I  have  revealed  is  true  ;  and  though  you  prove  un- 
thankful  J  good  deeds  reward  themselves :  the  ©on- 


I  AUuding  to  the  tucietii  Aphoriam,  fngratm*  ditmit^ 
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science  of  tlie  fact  shall  pay  mj  virtue.  So  I  leave 
you.  [JExit. 

AUR.  That  I  should  owe  my  life  to  her  I  which 
way,  I  wonder  1  Something  depends  on  this,  I  must 
win  out :  well,  I  will  not  forswear  it,  but  the  toy 
may  take  me  in  the  head,  and  I  may  see  her.  [Exit, 

Enter  ANTIQUARY  and  PetRO. 

Ant.  Has  he  such  rare  things,  say  you  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  sir,  I  believe  you  have  not  seen  the 
like  of  them :  they  are  a  couple  of  old  manuscripts, 
found  in  a  walV  And  stored  up  with  the  founda- 
tion; it  may  be  they  are  the  writings  of  some 
prophetess. 

Ant.  What  moves  you  to  think  so,  Petro  ? 

Pet.  Because,  sir,  the  characters  are  so  imper- 
fect ;  for  time  has  eaten  out  the  letters,  and  the 
dust  makes  a  parenthesis  ^  betwixt  every  syllable. 

Ant.  a  shrewd,  convincing  argument !  this 
fellow  has  a  notable  reach  with  him.  Go,  bid  him 
enter.  A  hundred  to  one  some  fool  has  them  in 
possession  that  knows  not  their  value  :  it  may  be 
a  man  may  purchase  them  for  little  or  nothing  

Enter  LIONEL,  like  a  scholar,  with  two  books. 

Come  near,  friend,  let  me  see  what  you  have  there. 
Umph,  'tis,  as  I  said,  they  are  of  the  old  Roman 
binding.    What's  the  price  of  these  1 

^  [Possibly  the  author  had  in  bis  recollection  Wixnbel- 
don's  "  Godlie  Sermon,"  preached  at  Paul's  Cross  in  1888, 
and  "found out  hyd  in  a  wall      printed  in  1684.] 

'  This  is  borrowed  from  the  character  of  an  Antiquary, 
in  [Earle's]  **  Micro-Cosmograpbie,  or  a  Piece  of  the  World 
Discovered,"  12*^,  1628  :  Printed  books  he  contemnes  as  a 
novelty  of  this  latter  age  ;  but  a  manuscript  he  pores  on 
everlastingly,  especially  if  the  cover  be  all  moth-eaten,  and 
the  dutt  male  a  parerUheeis  between  every  tyllcUfU,*' 
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Lio.  I  would  be  loth,  sir,  to  sell  them  under  rate, 
only  to  merit  laughter  for  my  rashness  ;  therefore  I 
thought  good  to  bestow  them  on  you,  and  refer  myself 
to  your  wis<lom  and  free  nature  for  my  satisfaction. 

Ant.  You  say  well ;  then  am  I  bound  again  in 
conscience  to  deal  justly  with  you :  will  five  hnn- 
Jred  crowns  content  you  t 

Lio.  I'll  demand  no  more,  sir. 

Ant.  Petro,  see  them  delivered.  Now  I  need 
not  fear  to  tell  you  what  they  are :  this  is  a  book 
de  Ii*f publico,  'tis  Marcus  Tuliius  Cicero's  own  hand 
writing  ;  I  have  some  other  books  of  his  penning 
give  me  assurance  of  it.^ 

Pet.  And  what's  the  other,  sir ! 

Ant.  This  other  is  a  book  of  mathematics,  that 
was  long  lost  in  darkness,  and  afterwards  restored 
by  Ptolemy. 

Lio.  I  wonder,  sir,  unless  you  were  Time's  sec- 
retary, how  you  should  arrive  to  this  intelli- 
gence. 

Ant.  I  know  it  by  more  than  inspiration.  You 
had  them  out  of  a  wall,  you  say. 
Lio.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant.  Well,  then,  however  you  came  by  them, 
they  were  first  brought  to  Venice  by  Cardinal 
Grimani,-  a  patriarch,  and  were  digged  out  of  the 
ruins  of  Aquileia,  after  it  was  sacked  by  Attila 
king  of  the  Huns. 

Lio.  Tliis  to  me  is  wonderful. 

Ant.  Petro,  I  mean  to  retire,  and  give  myself 
wholly  to  contemj)lation  of  these  studies  :  and  be- 
cause nothing  shall  hinder  me,  I  mean  to  lease  out 


*  [The  antiquary  was  fortunate  in  the  poasessioD  of  what 
in  still  unknown  in  a  complete  state.  Fragmenta,  recovered 
from  a  palimpsest,  have  been  printed  by  Cardinal  Mai.] 

'  [01<i  copy,  (firmanus.] 
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my  lands  and  live  confined  :  inquire  me  out  a 
chapman  that  will  ta.ke  them  of  me. 

Lio.  If  you  please  to  let  them,  sir,  I  will  help 
you  to  a  tenant. 

Ant.  Will  you,  sir  ]  with  all  my  heart,  and  TU 
afford  him  the  better  bargain  for  your  sake. 

Pet.  He  may  pay  the  rent  with  counters,  and 
make  him  believe  they  are  antiquities. 

Ant.  What's  the  yearly  rent  of  them,  Petro  ? 
Pet.  They  have  been  racked,  sir,  to  three  thou- 
sand crowns ;  but  the  old  rent  was  never  above 
fifteen  hundred. 

Ant.  Go  to,  you  have  said  enough ;  Til  have 
no  more  than  the  old  rent.  Name  your  man,  and 
the  indentures  shall  be  drawn. 

Lio.  Before  I  propose  that,  sir,  I  thought  good  to 
acquaint  you  with  a  specialty  I  found  among  other 
writings  which,  having  a  seal  to  it  and  a  name 
subscribed,  does  most  properly  belong  to  you. 

Ant.  Let  me  see  it.  What's  here?  Signior 
Giovanni  Veterano  di  Monte  Nigro  !  He  was  my 
great  grandfather,  and  this  is  an  old  debt  of  his 
that  remains  yet  uncancelled.  You  could  never 
have  pleased  me  better  to  my  cost :  this  ought,  in 
conscience,  to  be  discharged,  and  Til  see  it  satisfied 
the  first  thing  I  do.    Come  along. 

Pet.  Will  you  afford  your  nephew  no  exhibition 
out  of  your  estate,  sir  1 

Ant.  Not  a  sol ;  not  a  gazet.^  I  have  articles 
to  propose  before  the  senate  shall  disinherit  him. 


what  are  they  ? 


*  A  gazcty  says  Coriat  (p.  28fi),  "  is  almost  a  penny  ; 
whereof  ten  doe  make  a  liver,  that  is,  nine  pence."  News- 
papers being  originally  sold  for  that  piece  of  money,  acquired 
their  present  name  of  Gazettes. — See  Junius  **  Etymol."  voce 
Qacette. 


Not  justly,  I  hope.  Pray, 


m 
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Ant*  On«  of  them  is,  he  Aent  me  letters  beycmd 
aeS|  dated  Siilo  Nfm/^ 

Lio.  That  wafi  a  great  ovemght. 

Ant.  Then  you  remember,  Petro,  he  took  up 
eommoditieB,  ue%v-fR«;hioned  stuffs,  whea  he  wns 
under  age,  too,  that  he  might  coaen  his  creditors. 

Pet.  Yes,  sir. 

Ant,  And  afterwards  found  out  a  new  way  to 
pay  them,  too. 

Lio.  He  served  them  but  in  their  kind,  sir : 
perhaps  they  meaut  to  have  cheated  him. 

Ant.  'Th  all  one ;  I'll  have  no  such  practicei. 
But  the  worst  of  all :  one  time»  when  1  found  liiiii 
drunks  and  ehid  him  fi:»r  his  vice,  he  had  no  way 
to  excuse  himself,  but  to  say*  he  would  become  m 
new  man. 

Llt>.  That  was  heiooualy  spoken,  indeed  ! 
AkT-  These  are  sufficient  a^'gravations  to  aelj 
one  that  shall  understand  my  humoitn 


Eitt^*  Duke  ami  Leonardo, 
Duke.  5^ve  you»  sir! 

Ant.  These  genth?men  shall  be  witnesses  m  the 
bonds*    You  are  very  wekome  ! 

DUKK.  I  hardly  believe  it,  when  yon  hear  our 
message* 

Ant.  Why,  I  beseech  yoti  I 

*  The  mntitier  tif  dftting  letters  from  nbrflnd,  I  efore  th* 
fclt^mtion  of  the  calendur,  according  to  the  r»forniAtian  of  it 
by  Poj>e  Uregnry  XI U.  In  "  TUe  Woman's  PHe^  ;  nr,  thm 
Tamer  Tiim'd,^^  by  Beamoout  aud  FUtelwir  [Dy<s©'^  J^^^j^ 
vii,  1943i  Maria  «Rya  to  Ptf trucb lo^  wbo  had  thr««teiif>d  to 
travel,  in  tirder  to  be  rid  ijf  lier — 


And  so  [  leave  JAU  ift  fmr  it  it  ft  nm*n^'- 


^Act*  iv,  tc.  5.] 
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Duke.  I  am  sorry  to  be  made  the  unkind  in- 
strument to  wrong  you ;  but  since  'tis  a  task  im- 
posed from  so  great  a  command,  I  hope  you  will 
the  easier  be  induced  to  dispense  with  me. 

Ant.  Come  nearer  to  your  aim :  I  understand 
you  not. 

Duke.  Then  thus,  sir:  the  duke  has  been 
informed  of  your  rarities ;  and  holding  them  an 
unfit  treasure  for  a  private  man  to  possess,  he 
hath  sent  his  mandamus  to  take  them  from  you. 
See,  here's  his  hand  for  the  delivery. 

Ant.  O,  0 ! 

Leo.  What  ails  you,  sir  1 

Ant.  I  am  struck  with  a  sudden  sickness :  some 
good  man  help  to  keep  my  soul  in,  that  is  rushing 
from  me,  and  will  by  no  means  be  entreated  to 
continue ! 

Lio.  Pray,  sir,  be  comforted. 

Ant.  Comfort!  no,  I  despise  it:  he  has  given 
me  daggers  to  my  heart ! 

Leo.  Show  yourself  a  man,  sir,  and  contemn 
the  worst  of  fortune. 

Ant.  Good  sir,  could  not  you  have  invented  a 
less  studied  way  of  torture  to  take  away  my 
life? 

Duke.  I  hope  'twill  not  work  so  deeply  with 
you. 

Ant.  Nay,  and  'twould  stop  there,  'twere  well ; 
but  'tis  a  punishment  will  follow  me  after  death, 
and  afflict  me  worse  than  a  fury. 

Leo.  I  much  pity  the  gentleman's  case. 

Ant.  Think  what  'tis  to  lose  a  son  when  you 
have  brought  him  up,  or,  after  a  seven  years' 
voyage,  to  see  your  ship  sink  in  the  harbour ! 

Duke,  'Twere  a  woeful  spectacle,  indeed  1 

Ant.  They  are  but  tickling  to  this :  I  have  been 
all  my  life  argathering  what  I  must  now  lose  in  a 
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mament  The  sacking  of  a  city  is  nothing  to  bo 
compared  with  it 

Lm  Ami  that's  laraontable. 

Ant*  'Twill  but  only  give  you  a  light  to  con- 
ceive of  my  misery* 

Lio.  Pray  J  sir,  btj  not  importunate  to  take  them 
this  time  ;  but  try  nitlier,  if  by  any  me^us  you  c^tn 
revoke  tlie  decree, 

Duke,  Twill  be  somewhat  dangerous  ;  but,  for 
your  sake,  Til  try* 

AnT.  Shall  J  hope  any  comfort?  Then,  upoa 
my  credit,  gentlemen,  ril  appoint  you  &11  mine 
heirs,  so  s<>on  as  I  am  dead, 

DuKEL  You  s|)eak  nobly. 

Ant,  Nay*  and  because  you  shall  not  long  gape 
after  it,  111  die  within  a  month,  and  get  you  dowa 
all  jtnnt  exenitgrs. 

Lio*  But  when  you  are  freed  from  the  terror  of 
his  imimsition,  will  you  not  recant? 

Ant*  Nay,  and  you  doubt  me,  walk  along,  and 
ril  confirm' t  upon  you  instantly.  [iT^reimi. 

ACT  IV.,  SCENE  1, 

EtUer  iEMILIA  and  Angelia,  dis^uiteii. 

Mm.  Why,  gentle  boy,  tliink  what  a  h^ppj 
biiaa 

Thou  shalt  enjoy,  before  thou  know*st  what  'tis  ! 

Akg.  'Twill  be  a  dear  experiment,  to  waste 
My  prime  and  flower  of  youtli,  and  suffer  all 
Tliose  liquid  sweats  to  he  extracted  from 
By  the  hot  in  flueuce  of  consuming  lust. 
Only  to  find  how  well  you  can  express 
What  skilful  arts  are  hid  in  wickedness! 

-^ML  Thou  dream'st,  fond  bay  :  those  swoota  of 
youth  and  beauty 
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Were  lent,  to  be  employed  upon  their  like ; 
And  when  they  both  do  meet,  and  are  extin- 
guished. 

From  their  mix'd  heat  a  rich  perfume  shall  rise, 
And  burn,  to  love  a  grateful  sacrifice. 

Ano.  But  ril  not  be  so  prodigal  to  lavish 
Such  gifts  away,  that  be  irrevocable 
And  yet  the  first  that  leave  us. 

-^Emi.  'Twill  be  ne'er  exacted. 
How  soon  you  have  bestow'd  them,  but  how  well. 
What  good  or  profit  can  a  hidden  treasure  ^ 
Do  more  than  feed  the  miser's  greedy  eye, 
When,  if  'twere  well  bestow'd,  it  might  enrich 
The  owner  and  the  user  of  it  ?  Such 
Is  youth  and  nature's  bounty,  that  receive 
A  gain  from  the  expense  ;  but,  were  there  none 
But  a  mere  damage,  yet  the  pleasure  of  it 
And  the  delight  would  recompense  the  loss. 

Ano.  Whate'er  the  pleasure  be  or  the  delight, 
I  am  too  young,  not  plum'd  for  such  a  flight. 

^ML  Too  young  ?  a  poor  excuse !  alas,  your 
will 

Is  weaker  than  your  power.    No  one  can  be 
Too  young  to  learn  good  acts ;  and,  for  my  part, 
I  am  not  taken  with  a  boisterous  sinew, 
A  brawny  limb  or  back  of  Hercules, 
But  with  a  soft  delicious  beauty ;  such 
As  people,  looking  on  his  doubtful  sex, 
Might  think  him  male  or  female. 

Ang.  I  cannot  blame 
These  just  Italians,  to  lock  up  their  wives, 
That  are  so  free  and  dissolute :  they  labour 
Not  with  their  country's  heat  more  than  their 
own. 

Will  you  be  satisfied  1    I  am  too  young. 


I  See  Miltou*8  "Comus,"  I.  739,  &c. 
VOL.  XIII.  2  H 
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MuL  Too  young !  I  like  you  the  better, 
is  a  pric« 

Due  to  the  early  cherry  :  the  first  apples 
Deserve  more  grace :  the  huddling  rose  i&  sat  hy  ; 
Btit,  sUile  md  tully-blowti,  ia  left  for  vui^^^ais 
To  rub  their  sweaty  fingers  on.    Too  yoiin^  ! 
As  we]!  you  may  affirm  the  tender  tree 
Too  young  to  graft  upon  ;  or  you  may  say. 
The  rising  sun  s  too  young  U.}  court  the  day, 
AxG.  But  there  are  bonds  Hymen  has  laid  u 
yout 

Keep  us  asunder 

Mux.  Those  are  only  toys, 
Shatlowg,  mere  apparitions  of  douht 
To  affright  chiklreu.    Do  but  jield  unto  me  J 
My  arms  shall  be  thy  sphere  to  wander  in^ 
Circled  about  with  jspellg  to  charm  these  fc^ans 
And  when  thou  aleep'st,  Cupid  shall  cniwii 
filutnl>ers  ^ 

With  thousand  shapes  of  lustful  dalliance  : 
Then  will  I  batlie  thee  in  ambrosia, 
And  frtjui  my  lips  distil  such  neotar  on  thee^ 
filial  1  make  thy  flesh  immortal 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

ioa  Hriw  now,  mfe,  is  this  your  exereiae 
\\'ift;,  tlid  1  say  I    Stain  of  niy  blood  and  issue^ 
The  greiit  autipatliy  unto  niy  uature> 
Courtmg  your  paramour !    Dtiath  to  my  honour^ 
Whsit  iiave  I  seen  and  heard  ?    Curse  of  my  fatoT 
Would  I  had  first  been  deaf,  or  thou  struck  tluml 


1  So  in    King  Huniy  IV.,  Part  I."— 

"  And  un  Iblita  tyeJid*  mmn  tb*  god  of  BkefiL** 

uiie  in  *^  Venii^  utid  A  don  tit 
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Before  this  Gorgon,  this  damo'd  vision, 
Had  numb'd  my  faculties. 

^Mi.  What  have  you  seen 
Or  heard  more  than  a  dialogue  I  read 
This  morning  in  a  book  ? 

Lor.  Would  thou  and  that  book 
Were  both  burnt  for  heretics !  You  genial  powers, 
Why  did  you  send  this  serpent  to  my  bosom, 
To  pierce  me  through  with  greater  cruelty 
Than  Cleopatra  felt  from  stings  of  adders? 
Hence  from  my  sight,  thou  venom  to  my  eyes  ! 
Would  I  could  look  thee  dead,  or  with  a  frown 
Dissect  thee  into  atoms,  and  then  hurl  them 
About  the  world  to  cast  infection. 
And  blister  all  they  light  on ! 

-^Mi.  You  are  mad. 
And  rave  without  a  cause. 

Lor.  0  heavens  I  she  means 
To  justify  her  sin  !    Can'st  thou  redeem 
Thy  lost  fame  and  my  wrongs  ] 

/Fmi,  No,  sir,  I'll  leave  you ; 
You  are  too  passionate. 

Ang.  Pray,  sir,  be  satisfied ;  we  meant  no  hurt. 

Lor.  What  charm  held  back  my  hand,  I  did 
not  let 

Her  foul  blood  out,  then  throw't  into  the  air. 
Whence  it  might  mount  up  to  the  higher  region, 
And  there  convert  into  some  fearful  meteor. 
To  threaten  all  her  kindred  1    Stay,  sweet  child. 
For  thou  art  virtuous  :  yet  go,  however ; 
Thou  putt'st  me  in  remembrance  of  some  ill. 
Diana  blush'd  Actaeon  to  a  stag  :         [Exit,  Ang. 
What  shall  lust  do  ?    Chastity  made  horns  ! 
I  shall  be  grafted  with  a  horrid  pair ; 
And  between  every  branch  a  written  scroll 
Shall  speak  my  shame,  that  foot-boys  shall  dis- 
cern it, 
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And  sailors  read  it,  as  they  pass  along  ! 

If  I  bear  this,  I  have  no  soul  nor  spleen. 

I  must  invent  some  mischief.    Smallest  cares 

Are  talkative,  whilst  great  ones  silent  are.^  [Ejeif, 

Enter  iEMlIXA. 

JEmi.  What  have  I  done,  that  with  a  clue  of 
lust 

Have  wrought  myself  in  such  a  labyrinth. 
Whence  I  shall  ne'er  get  freet    There  is  no 
wrong 

Like  to  the  breach  of  wedlock :  those  iiguries 
Are  writ  in  marble,  time  shall  ne'er  rase  out. 
The  hearts  of  such,  if  they  be  once  divided, 
Will  ne'er  grow  one  again  :  sooner  you  may 
Call  the  spent  day,  or  bid  the  stream  return. 
That  long  since  slid  beside  yoiu    I  am  lost ; 
Quite  forfeited  to  shame,  which  till  I  felt, 
I  ne'er  foresaw ;  so  was  the  less  prepared. 
But  yet,  they  say,  a  woman's  wit  is  sudden. 
And  quick  at  an  excuse.    I  was  too  foolish. 
Had  he  confounded  heaven  and  earth  with  oaths, 
I  might  have  sworn  him  down,  or  wept  so  truly, 
That  he  should  sooner  question  his  own  eyes. 
Than  my  false  tears:  this  had  been  worth  the 
acting : 

Or  else  I  might  have  stood  to  the  defence  on't. 
Been  angry,  and  took  a  courage  from  my  crimes ; 
But  I  was  tame  and  ignorant ! 

Enter  LIONEL. 
Lie.  Save  you,  lady  ! 


'  So  Seneca— 

"  Cnnp  levefl  loquuntur :  ingentefl  stupent." 
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^Mi.  O  signior  Liouel,  you  have  undone  me. 
Lio.  Who,  I!   Which  way  t 
^Mi.  The  boy  you  brought  my  husband. 
Lio.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 
^Mi.  He  is  a  witch,  a  thief, 
That  has  stoi'n  all  my  honours.     His  smooth 
visiage 

Seem'd  like  a  sea  becalm'd  or  a  safe  harbour, 
Where  love  might  ride  securely,  but  was  found 
A  dangerous  quick-sand,  wherein  are  perish'd 
My  hopes  and  fortunes,  by  no  art  or  engine 
To  be  weighed  up  again. 
Lio.  Instruct  me  how  ? 

^Mi.  Teach  me  the  way  then,  that  I  may  relate 
My  own  ill  story  with  as  great  a  boldness 
As  I  did  first  conceive,  and  after  act  it. 
What  wicked  error  led  my  wandering  thoughts 
To  gaze  on  his  false  beauty,  that  has  prov'd 
The  fatal  minute  of  my  mind's  first  ruin  ] 
Shall  I  be  brief  1 

Lio.  What  else  I 

^Mi.  How  can  I  speak. 
Or  plead  with  hope,  that  have  so  bad  a  cause  ! 

Lio.  You  torture  me  too  much  :  the  fear  of  evil 
Is  worse  than  the  event 

.^Emi.  Then,  though  my  heart 
Abhor  the  memory,  I'll  tell  it  out. — 
The  boy  I  mentioned  (whatever  power 
Did  lay  on  me  so  sad  a  punishment) 
I  did  behold  him  with  a  lustful  eye. 
And,  which  is  the  perfection  of  sin. 
Did  woo  him  to  my  will. 

Lio.  Well,  what  of  that  1 
You  are  not  the  first  offender  in  that  kind. 

^Mi.  My  suit  no  sooner  ended,  but  came  in 
My  jealous  husband. 

Lio.  That  was  something  indeed ! 
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^4iML  Who  ovt*r heard  us  alh 
Lio.  A  shrewd  miecUauce  1 

JEyiX,  Judge  with  what  countaDance  he  dt«l  be- 
hold me, 

Or  I  view  hiiHj  that  had  so  great  a  guilt 
Hang  on  my  brow.    My  looks  and  hot  desire 
Both  fell  together  ;  whilst  he^  big  with  an^r. 
And  sworn  high  with  revenge,  haatea  from  my 
pretence, 

Only  to  Btudy  how  to  inflict  some  tortore. 
Which  1  atay  to  expeot :  and  here  you  see 
The  suffering  object  of  hi^s  cruelty* 

Lio.  Methiitks  it  were  an  easy  thing  for  one 
That  were  ingenious,  to  retort  all 
On  his  own  heati,  and  make  him  ask  for^giveaeaa, 

Mui  That  would  he  a  scene  indeed  ! 

Lio.  I  have  been  fortunate 
In  such  turns  in  my  days. 

JEm.  Could  you  do  this, 
I^d  swear  you  bail  more  wit  than  Mercury, 
Or  his  son  Autolyciis  ^  that  was  able 
To  change  black  into  white. 

Lia  Do  not  despair; 
I  have  a  genius  was  ne*or  false  to  me  ; 
If  be  should  fail  me  now  in  these  extremes, 
I  wouhl  not  only  wonder,  hut  renounce  him 
He  tells  me,  something  may  be  done.    Bo  rul'd. 
And  if  I  plot  not  so,  to  make  all  bitp 
Then  you  shall  take  the  mortgage  of  my  wit. 

Mmi.  However,  sir,  you  speak  comfortably, 

1  FftmouR  for  all  tU«  art*  of  fraud  and  thi^f  wy — 
"  ifcm  (Utt  Ant^f cl  tarn  mnuii*** 

8«e  Mr  StoeTe&t'a  note  i>n     Hie  Wmt«r*fl  Talp," 
fee  3. 
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Enter  AURELIO  above;  DuKE  and  LEONARDO  [pass] 
over  tlie  stage. 

AUR.  Good  morrow,  gentlemen.  What,  you 
are  for  the  feast,  I  perceive. 

Duke.  Master  Aurelio,  good  morrow  to  you. 
Whose  chamber's  that,  I  pray  ? 

AUR.  My  own,  sir,  now ;  I  thank  ill  fortune  and 
a  good  wife. 

Duke.  What !  are  you  married,  and  your  friends 
not  pre-acquainted  ]  This  will  be  construed 
amongst  them. 

AUR.  A  stolen  wedding,  sir!  I  was  glad  to 
apprehend  any  occasion,  when  I  found  her  inclin- 
ing. We'll  celebrate  the  solemnities  hereafter, 
when  there  shall  be  nothing  wanting  to  make  our 
Hymen  happy  and  flourishing. 

Leo.  In  good  time,  sir.  Who  is  your  spouse,  I 
pray] 

AuR.  Marry,  sir,  a  creature  for  whose  sake  I 
have  endured  many  a  heat  and  cold,  before  I  could 
vanquish  her.  She  has  proved  one  of  Hercules* 
labours  to  me ;  but  time,  that  prefers  all  things, 
made  my  long  toil  and  affection  both  successful : 
and,  in  brief,  'tis  mistress  Lucretia,  as  very  a  hag- 
gard as  ever  was  brought  to  fist. 

Duke.  Indeed  I  I  liave  often  heard  you  much 
complain  of  her  coyness  and  disdain  ;  what  auspi- 
cious charm  lias  now  reconciled  you  together  ? 

AuR.  There  is,  sir,  a  critical  minute  in  every 
man's  wooing,  when  liis  mistress  may  be  won  \ 
which  if  he  carelessly  neglect  to  prosecute,  he  may 
wait  long  enough  before  he  gain  the  like  oppor- 
tunity. 
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Leij.  It  Ei4fi;iu»t        you  hiive  lighUtd  ap*m 
We  vti&h  you  much  joy  in  your  fair  choice. 

Aua  Thaok  you,  gentlemen  ;  and  I  to  either 
of  you  no  worse  fortune.  But  that  my  wife  is  not 
yet  risen,  I  wotild  in  treat  you  take  the  pains  come 
up  and  viBit  her^ 

DvKE.  No»  sir,  that  would  be  uncivil ;  well  wait 
gome  fitter  occasion  to  gratulate  yonr  rites.  Good- 
morrow  to  you.  [Mxeaint, 

AlTR,  Your  servant*  Nay,  lie  you  stUl,  aiHl 
dare  not  so  much  as  proflFer  to  mutter  ;  ftir  if  you 
do,  I  vanish.  Now,  if  you  will  revolt,  you  mny. 
1  have  laid  a  stain  upon  your  lionoor,  which  jo 
shall  w&gh  off  as  well  as  you  can« 


Enier  LUCRKTU. 

Luc.  Was  this  done  like  a  gentleman,  or  i 
like  a  true  lover,  to  bring  my  name  in  qii 
and  make  me  no  less  than  your  whore  \ 
ever  married  to  you  ?  Speak. 

AuR.       ;  but  you  may,  when  you  pleaaa 
Luc.  Wliy  were  you  then  so  impudent  to  prt>- 
claim  such  a  falsehwd,  aud  say  I  was  your  wif< 
and  that  you  had  lain  with  me,  when  *twas  no^iid 
matter? 

AuR.  Because  I  meant  to  make  you  so,  and  n<i 
man  else  should  do  it 

Luc,  *Slight^  this  is  a  device  to  over-reach  a 
woman  with  !  He  has  madded  me,  and  I  would 
give  a  hundred  crowns  I  could  scold  out  my  anger. 

AuR.  Corae^  there's  no  injury  done  to  you  but 
what  lies  in  my  power  to  make  whole  again. 

Luc.  Your  power  to  make  whole  i  Til  have  no 
man  command  me  so  far.    What  can  any  Im 
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jury  judge  of  my  honesty,  upon  such  proofs  as 
these,  when  they  shall  see  a  gentleman  making 
himself  ready  ^  so  early,  and  saluting  them  out  of 
the  chamher,  whither  (like  a  false  man)  thou  hast 
stolen  in  by  the  bribery  of  my  servant]  Is  this 
no  scandal  ? 

AuR.  'Twas  done  on  purpose,  and  I  am  glad  my 
inventions  thrive  so  ;  therefore  do  not  stand  talk- 
ing, but  resolve. 

Luc.  What  should  I  resolve  1 

AuR.  To  marry  me  for  the  safeguard  of  your 
credit,  and  that  suddenly  ;  for  I  have  made  a  vow 
that,  unless  you  will  do  it  without  delay,  TU  not 
have  you  at  all. 

Luc.  Some  politician  counsel  me  !  There's  no 
such  torment  to  a  woman,  though  she  affect  a  thing 
ever  so  earnestly,  yet  to  be  forced  to  it. 

AUR.  What,  are  you  agreed  1 

Luc.  Well,  you  are  a  tyrant,  lead  on:  what 
must  be,  must  be ;  but  if  there  were  any  other  way 
in  the  earth  to  save  my  reputation,  l*d  never  have 
thee. 

AuR.  Then  I  must  do  you  a  courtesy  against 
your  will.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Petrucio  and  CoOK. 

Pet.  Come,  honest  cook,  let  me  see  how  thy 
imagination  has  wrought,  as  well  as  thy  fingers, 
and  what  curiosity  thou  hast  shown  in  the  prepa- 
ration of  this  banquet ;  for  gluttoning  delights  to 
be  ingenious. 

Cook.  1  have  provided  you  a  feast,  sir,  of  twelve 
dishes,  whereof  each  of  them  is  an  emblem  of  one 
of  the  twelve  signs  in  the  Zodiac. 


^  [DretBiog  himself.] 


Prr.  Well  said  I  Who  will  iiaw  deny  tliAt 
ci>okery  is  a  mystery  i 

Cook.  Look  you,  sir,  there  is  the  list  of  thmk 

Pet.  Aries,  Taimis,  Gemini  ;  good  t  for  Arim^s^ 
dmh  of  lamb-stones  aod  sweci^breadft  ;  for  T&itliii, 
a  drloin  of  beef ;  for  Gemini,  a  braea  of  phcaamitB ; 
for  Cancer,  a  buttered  crab ;  for  Librft,  a  bttlaacie — 
in  one  scale  a  custard,  in  the  oiber  a  tari — that's 
a  dish  for  an  alderman  ;  for  Virgo^  a  ^reen  ealad ; 
for  Scorpio^  a  grand  on€  ;  for  Sagittanua,  a  pasty 
of  veniBot] ;  for  Afiuariusi  a  goose  ;  for  Piacea^  two 
mullets.       that  all  t 

Cook*  Reail  ouj  sir. 

Pet.  And  in  the  njiddleof  ihe  table,  to  havei 
artificial  hen,  mailo  of  puff  pa^te,  with  her  win*! 
displayed,  sitting  upon  eggs  compoaeil  of  the 
materials  ;  where  in  each  of  them  shall  be  end 
a  fat  Dt*^Iitingale,  well  seasoned  with  ^>epper  and 
amber-grease.^   80  then  will  1  add  one  invent  ion 


^  AinbeT^T«iifl«  mm  former Ij  an  ingredietit  uaad  in 


U  S4I— 


*  I  El  pt^rr  bafU,  or  tfom  tbc  iptt,  or  bgird. 


On  Ihu  p^maige  Dr  Newton  obflf^rree,  ibat 
or  grey  fttuWr,  ii  ««te«ined  the  b«st,  mxid  umd  in  pcrfv 
i&nd  cordial  A.'*  A  curio  uii  ladj  Gommuiiicated  the  fiAlomht^ 
tvtnarkd  upon  this  pamge  td  Mr  Peek,  which  wn  will  httm 
traDserlbe  :  Oretf  amher  \m  lh«  imber  our  »Qliior  hmm 
mpe^  of,  ABd  raeltB  like  buiUr.  It  waa  foraivrtj  ^  tnsiti 
iii^n^t«»t  in  erery  Citncert  for  a  banquet — viz.,  to  fume  th« 
inent  with,  and  that  whether  boOed.  rooAted,  or  b^ked; 
laid  often  on  the  tA>p  of  a  baked  pudding  ;  which  iMi  I  hmwt 
eat  of  at  an  old  eourtier^«  t&ble.  And  I  remember,  in  i>iir 
old  chroQtcle  tbero  U  much  oomplaintof  the  uobilitira  being 
mojle  flick,  at  Cardui;vl  Woli$«y>  bimqueta^  with  rich  eoeuUd 
cate«  and  diflhea  moat  eofltfjr  drawod  with  amhergris^  1 
reccilUei  !  once  aaw  a  little  book  writ  hf  a  ggnttcwnm%u  ^ 
Queen  Elisivbeth'B  Court,  wh«re  imbergria  U  m«uiiotied  u 
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more  of  my  own  ;  for  I  will  have  all  these  descend 
from  the  top  of  my  roof  in  a  throne,  as  you  see 
Cupid  or  Mercury  in  a  play. 
Cook.  That  will  be  rare  indeed,  sir  !  [Exit, 

Enter  DuKE  and  LEONARDO. 

Pet.  See,  the  guests  are  come  ;  go,  and  make  all 
ready.    Gentles,  you  are  welcome. 

Duke.  Is  the  Antiquary  arrived,  or  no?  can 
you  tell,  sir  1 

Pet.  Not  yet,  but  I  expect  him  each  minute— 

Enter  ANTIQUARY. 

See,  your  word  has  charmed  him  hither  already  ! 

Duke.  Signior,  you  are  happily  encountered,  and 
the  rather,  because  I  have  good  news  to  tell  you :  the 
Duke  has  been  so  gracious  as  to  release  his  demand 
for  your  antiquities. 

Ant.  Has  he  ]  You  have  filled  me  all  over  with 
spirit,  with  which  I  will  mix  sixteen  glasses  of  wine 
to  his  health,  the  first  thing  I  do.  Would  I  knew 
his  highness,  or  had  a  just  occasion  to  present  my 
loyalty  at  his  feet ! 

Duke.  For  that,  take  no  thought ;  it  shall  be  my 
care  to  bring  you  and  Signior  Petrucio  here  both 


the  haut-gout  of  that  age."  So  far  this  ourious  lady  ;  and 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  in  the  ^*  Custom  of  the  Country," 
act  iii.  sc.  2 — 

'•Be  sure 

The  wines  be  Insty,  high,  and  ftill  of  ipirit, 
And  amber' d  aU." 

It  appears  also  to  have  been  esteemed  a  restorative,  being 
mentioned,  with  other  things  used  for  that  purpose,  in 
Marston*8  **  Fawne,"  act  ii.  sc.  1 .  See  also  Surflet's  Trans- 
lation of  Laurentius's  Discourse  of  Old  Age,  fto.,**  1599, 
p.  194. 
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before  him.  I  have  ahready  acquainted  him  with 
both  your  worths,  and  for  aught  I  can  gather  by 
his  speech,  he  intends  to  do  you  some  extraordinary 
honours :  it  may  be,  he  will  make  one  a  senator, 
because  of  his  age :  and  on  the  other,  bestow  his 
daughter  or  niece  in  marriage.  There's  some  such 
thing  hatching,  I  assure  you. 

Pet.  Very  likely,  I  imagined  as  much  :  that 
last  shall  be  my  lot ;  I  knew  some  such  destiny 
would  befall  me.  [A  tide.]  Shall  we  be  jovial  upon 
this  news,  and  thrust  all  sadness  out  of  doors  t 

Leo.  For  our  parts,  Vitellius  was  never  so 
vohiptuous  :  all  our  discourse  shall  run  wit  to  the 
last. 

Duke.  Out  mirth  shall  be  the  quintessence  of 
pleasure, 

And  our  delight  flow  with  that  harmony, 

Th'  ambitious  spheres  shall  to  the  centre  shrink. 

To  hear  our  music ;  such  ravishing  accents, 

As  are  from  poets  in  their  fury  hurPd, 

When  their  outra^ous  raptures  fill  the  world. 

Pet.  There  spoke  my  genius  ! 

Ant.  Now  you  talk  of  music,  have  you  e'er  a 
one  that  can  play  us  an  old  lesson,  or  sing  us  an 
old  song  1 

Pet.  An  old  lesson  !  yes,  he  shall  play  The 
Beginning  of  tJie  WorUl ;  ^  and  for  a  song,  he  shall 
sing  one  that  was  made  to  the  moving  of  the  orbs, 
when  they  were  first  set  in  tune. 

Ant.  Such  a  one  would  I  hear. 

Pet.  Walk  in  then,  and  it  shall  not  be  long, 
before  I  satisfy  your  desires.  [Exeunt, 


»  [Or  Sellengere  Bound,  See  Chappell's  ** Popular  Munc/ 
pp.  69,  70.] 
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Enter  Petro  and  JULIA,  toith  tioo  bottles, 

Julia.  Come,  master  Petro,  welcome  heartily ; 
while  they  are  drinking  within,  we'll  be  as  merry 
as  the  maids  :  I  stole  these  bottles  from  under  the 
cupboard,  on  purpose  against  your  coming. 

JPet.  Courteous  mistress  Julia,  how  shall  I 
deserve  this  favour  from  you  1 

Julia.  There  is  a  way,  master  Petro,  if  you 
could  find  it;  but  the  tenderness  of  your  youth 
keeps  you  in  ignorance :  'tis  a  great  fault,  I  must 
tell  you. 

Pet.  I  shall  strive  to  amend  it,  if  you  please  to 
instruct  me,  lady. 

Julia.  Alas,  do  not  you  know  what  maids  love 
all  this  while  ?  You  must  come  oftener  amongst 
us ;  want  of  company  keeps  the  spring  of  your 
blood  backward. 

Pet.  It  does  so ;  but  you  shall  see,  when  we  are 
private,  I  shall  begin  to  practise  with  you  better. 

Enter  Baccha. 

Bag.  Master  Petro,  this  was  kindly  done  of  you. 

Pet.  What's  my  master  a-doing,  can  you  tell  1 

Bag.  Why,  they  are  as  jovial  as  twenty  beggars, 
drink  their  whole  cups,  six  glasses  at  a  health : 
your  master's  almost  tipped  already. 

Pet.  So  much  the  better,  his  business  is  the 
sooner  dispatched. 

Julia.  Well  let  us  not  stand  idle,  but  verify 
the  proverb.  Like  master,  like  man;  and  it  shall  go 
hard,  Master  Petro,  but  we  will  put  you  in  the 
same  cue. 

Pet.  Let  me  have  fair  play,  put  nothing  in  my 
cup,  and  do  your  worst. 

Bag.  Unless  the  cup  have  that  virtue  to  retain 
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the  print  of  a  kiss  or  the  glance  of  an  eye,  to 
enamour  yon  :  nothing  else,  I  assure  you. 

Pet.  For  that  I  shall  be  more  thirsty  of  than  of 
the  liquor. 

JuuA.  Then  lets  make  no  more  words,  but 
about  it  presently.  Come,  Master  Petro,  will  yoo 
walk  in  ? 

Pet.  I  attend  you. 

Bac.  It  shall  go  hard,  but  Til  drink  him  asleep, 
and  then  work  some  knayery  upon  him.  [Extuni. 

Enter  DuKE,  LEONARDO,  and  tJu  ANTIQUARY  drunk. 

Ant.  I'll  drink  with  all  Xerxes'  army  now ;  a 
whole  river  at  a  draught. 

Duke.  By'r  lady,  sir,  that  requires  a  large 
swallow. 

Ant.  Tig  all  one  to  our  noble  duke's  health : 
I  can  drink  no  less,  not  a  drop  less ;  and  you  his 
servants  will  pledge  me,  I  am  sura 

Leo.  Yes,  sir,  if  you  could  show  us  a  way,  when 
we  had  done,  how  to  build  water-mills  in  our 
bellies. 

Ant.  Do  you  what  you  will ;  for  my  part,  I 
will  begin  it  again  an<l  again,  till  Bacchus  himself 
shall  stand  amiized  at  me. 

Leo.  But  shouI<l  this  quantity  of  drink  come  up, 
'twere  enough  to  breed  a  deluge,  and  drown  a 
whole  countrj'. 

Ant.  No  matter,  they  can  ne'er  die  better  than 
to  be  drowned  in  the  duke's  health. 

DUKJi:.  Well,  bir,  Til  acquaint  him  how  much  he 
is  beholden  to  you. 

Ant.  Will  you  believe  me,  gentlemen,  upon  my 
credit  ? 

Leo.  Yes,  sir,  anything. 

Ant.  Do  you  see  thes*^  breeches  then  ? 
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Leo.  Ay,  what  of  them  ? 
Ant.  These  were  Pompey's  breeches,  I  assure 
you. 

Duke.  Is't  possible  ? 

Ant.  He  had  his  denomination  from  them  :  he 
'was  called  Pompey  the  Great,  from  wearing  these 
great  breeches. 

Leo.  I  never  heard  so  much  before.  * 

Ant.  And  this  was  Julius  Caesar's  hat,  when  he 
was  killed  in  the  Capitol ;  and  I  am  as  great  as 
either  of  them  at  this  present. 

Leo.  Like  enough  so. 

Ant.  And  in  my  conceit  I  am  as  honourable. 
Duke.  If  you  are  not,  you  deserve  to  be. 
Ant.  Where's  Signor  Petrucio  1 

EnUr  Petrucio  and  Gasparo. 

Pet.  Nay,  good  father,  do  not  trouble  me  now  ; 
'tis  enough  now,  that  I  have  promised  you  to  go 
to  the  duke  with  me;  in  the  meantime,  let  me 
work  out  matters ;  do  not  clog  me  in  the  way  of 
my  preferment.  When  I  am  a  nobleman,  I  will 
do  by  you,  as  Jupiter  did  by  the  other  deities  ; 
that  is,  I  will  let  down  my  chair  of  honour,  and 
pull  you  up  after  me.^ 

Gas.  Well,  you  shall  rule  me,  son.  [Exit, 

Duke.  Signor,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Pet.  I  have  been  forcing  my  brain  to  the  com- 
position of  a  few  verses,  in  the  behalf  of  your  enter- 
tainment, and  I  never  knew  them  flow  so  dully 
from  me  before :  an  exorcist  would  have  conjured 
you  up  half-a-dozen  spirits  in  the  space. 

*  See  Homer's  "  Iliad,"  viii : — 
— Steevaii. 
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Leo.  Indeed,  I  heard  yoo  make  a  fearful  noise, 
as  if  von  had  been  in  travail  with  some  strange 
monster. 

Pet.  Bat  I  have  brought  them  oat  at  last, 
I  thank  Minenra,  and  without  the  help  of  a  mid- 
wife. 

Ant.  Reach  me  a  chair :  I'U  sit  down,  and  read 
them  for  you. 

Lea  You  read  them  ! 

AnT.  Yes,  but  rU  put  on  my  optics  first.  Look 
you,  these  were  Hannibal's  spectacles. 

Duke.  Why,  did  Hannibal  wear  spectacles  ? 

Akt.  Yes;  after  he  grew  dim  with  dust  in 
following  the  camp,  he  wore  spectacles.  Reach 
me  the  paper. 

Leo.  No;  an  author  must  recite  his  own 
works. 

AxT.  Then  Til  sit  and  sleep. 
Leo.  Read  on,  signior. 

Pet.  They  were  made  to  show  how  welcome 

you  are  to  me. 

Duke.  Read  them  out 
Pet.  As  weleonu  as  the  gentry^ s  to  the  town. 
After  a  long  and  hard  vacation  : 
As  wdcome  as  a  toss'd  ship's  to  a  harbour. 
Health  to  the  sick,  or  a  caxt  suit  to  a  barber  : 
Or  as  a  good  new  play  is  to  the  timesy 
When  they  have  long  surfeited  with  base  rhymes  : 
A  s  welcome  as  the  spring  is  to  the  year, 
So  are  my  friends  to  me,  when  I  have  good  cheer. 
[While  he  reads  the  ANTIQUARY  falls  asleep. 
Duke  Ay,  marry,  sir,  we  are  doubly  beholden 
to  you.    What,  is  Siguier  Veterano  fallen  asleep, 
and  at  the  recitation  of  such  verses?    A  most 
inhuman  disgrace,  and  not  to  be  digested ! 

Pet.  Has  he  wronged  me  so  discourteously  f 
I'll  1m^  revenged,  by  Phopbus. 
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Leo.  But  which  way  can  you  parallel  so  foul 
an  injury  ? 

Pet.  I'll  go  in,  and  make  some  verses  against 
him. 

Duke.  That  you  shall  not;  'tis  not  requital 
sufficient :  I  have  a  better  trick  than  so.  Come, 
bear  him  in,  and  you  shall  see  what  I  will  invent 
for  you.    This  was  a  wrong  and  a  half  lExeutit, 


Mm.  Now,  Master  Lionel,  as  you  have  been 
fortunate  in  the  forecasting  of  this  business,  so 
pray  be  studious  in  the  executing,  that  we  may 
Doth  come  off  with  honour. 

Lio.  Observe  but  my  directions,  and  say 
nothing. 

JEmi,  The  whole  adventure  of  my  credit  de- 
pends upon  your  care  and  evidence. 


but  as  peremptory,  as  [your]  ^  cause  is  good. 

Mm,  Nay,  if  I  but  once  apprehend  a  just  occa- 
sion to  usurp  over  him,  let  me  alone  to  talk  and 
look  scurvily.    Step  aside,  I  hear  him  coming. 


Lor.  My  wife  1  some  angel  guard  me  !  The 
looks  of  Medusa  were  not  so  ominous.  I'll  haste 
from  the  infection  of  her  sight,  as  from  the  appear- 
ance of  a  basilisk. 

Mm.  Nay,  sir,  you  may  tarry ;  and  if  virtue 
has  not  quite  forsook  you,  or  that  your  ears  be  not 
altogether  obdurate  to  good  counsel,  consider 
what  I  say,  and  be  ashamed  of  the  injuries  you 
have  wrought  against  me. 


Enter  ^MiLiA  and  Lionel. 


Eiiier  LoRENZo. 


*  [Mr  Collier's  addition.] 
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Lor.  What  nnheanl-of  evasion  has  the  sabtletr 
of  woman's  nature  suggested  to  her  thoughts,  to 
oome  off  now  f 

^ML  Well,  sir,  however  you  cany  it,  'tis  I 
have  reason  to  complain  ;  but  the  mildness  of  mj 
dis|H)8ition  and  enjoined  obedience  will  not  permit 
me,  though  indeed  your  wantonness  and  ill-carriage 
have  sufficiently  provoked  me. 

I»R.  Provoke<i  you  I  I  provoked  you  ?  As  if 
any  fault  in  a  husband  t^hould  warrant  the  like  in 
his  wife  I  No  :  'twas  thy  lust  and  mightiness  of 
desire,  that  is  so  strong  within  thee.  Had'st  thou 
no  comi>any,  no  masculine  object  to  look  upon,  yet 
thy  own  fancy  were  able  to  create  a  creature,  with 
whom  thou  might'st  commit,  though  not  an  actual, 
yet  a  mental  wicke<lness. 

iEML  What  recomj^ense  can  you  make  me  for 
those  slanderousconceits.wlien  they  shall  be  proved 
false  to  you  1 

Lor.  Hear  me,  thou  base  woman !  thou  that 
art  the  aV»stract  of  all  ever  yet  was  bad ;  with 
whom  mischief  is  so  incoqK>rate,  that  you  are  both 
one  piece  together  ;  and  but  that  you  go  still  hand 
in  hand,  the  devil  were  not  sufficient  to  encounter 
with  ;  for  thou  art  indeetl  able  to  instruct  him  ! 
Do  not  imagine  with  this  frontless  impudence  to 
stand  daring  of  me  :  I  can  l>e  angr}%  and  as  quick 
in  the  execution  of  it,  I  can. 

^^MI.  Be  as  angry  as  you  please  ;  truth  and 
honesty  will  l)e  confident,  in  despite  of  you  :  those 
are  virtues  that  will  look  justice  itself  in  the 
face. 

Lor.  Ay,  but  where  are  they  1  Not  a-near  you ; 
thou  would'st  blast  them  to  behold  thee  :  scarce,  I 
think,  in  the  world,  especially  such  worlds  as  you 
women  are. 

^Mi.  Hum !  to  see,  what  an  easy  matter  it  is 
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to  let  a  jealous,  peevish  husband  go  on,  and  rebuke 
him  at  pleasure ! 

Lor.  So  lewd  and  stubborn  ! — mads  me.   Speak  . 
briefly,  what  objection  can  you  allege  against  me 
or  for  yourself. 

-^Emi.  None,  alas,  against  you!  You  are  vir- 
tuous ;  but  you  think  you  can  act  the  Jupiter,  to 
blind  me  with  your  escapes  and  concealed  trulls  : 
yet  I  am  not  so  simple,  but  I  can  play  the  Juno, 
and  find  out  your  exploits. 

Lor.  What  exploits  ?   What  concealed  trulls  ? 

^Mi.  Why,  the  supposed  boy  you  seem  to  be 
jealous  of,  'tis  your  own  leman,^  your  own  dear 
morsel :  I  have  searched  out  the  mystery.  Hus- 
bands must  do  ill,  and  wives  must  bear  the 
reproach  !    A  fine  inversion  ! 

Lor.  I  am  more  in  a  maze,  more  involved  in  a 
labyrinth,  than  before. 

^Ml.  You  were  best  plead  innocence  too,  'tis 
your  safest  refuge :  but  I  did  not  think  a  man  of 
your  age  and  beard  had  been  so  lascivious  to  keep 
a  disguised  callet^  under  my  nose;  a  base  cocka- 


^  Leman  is  the  old  word  for  a  lover  of  either  sex ;  and  in 
a  note  to  '*  The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor,"  act  iv.  sc.  2,  Mr 
Steevens  derives  it  from  lUf^  which  is  Dutch  for  beloved. 
In  this  opinion  he  only  follows  Junius,  while  others  con- 
sider it  to  have  its  origin  in  Vaimant. 

*'  Judge  Apios,  prickt  forth  wiUi  filthy  desire, 
Thy  person  a»  Lemmon  doth  greatly  require." 

'-'Apiiis  and  Virginia,  1576,  sign.  D  3. 

In  **The  Contention  between  Liberalitie  and  Prodi- 
galitie,"  1602,  it  is  made  the  subject  of  a  pun  : 

"  He  shall  have  a  Lemmon.  to  rooysten  his  mouth  : 
A  Lymon^  I  meane,  no  Lemman.  1  trow ; 
Take  hede,  my  faire  maidet,  yoa  take  me  not  so." 

—Sign.  C  i.-'-CoUitr. 
«  [Drab.) 


trir^e^  in  page's  appfirol  to  wait  upon  you,  and  ml* 
ine  of  my  due  benevolence  I  There's  no  law  uor 
tqmty  to  warrant  thm. 

Ldk.  Why*  do  I  any  such  thing  ? 

JEiUU  Fray,  what  else  ia  the  boy,  but  your  own 
hf^miapbrodite  ?  a  female  siren  in  a  mal*^  outsirlp  ! 
Alas !  htttl  I  inteu<led  what  you  suspect  and  iicrnse 
me  for,  I  bad  been  more  warj%  more  privata  in  the 
carriage,  I  assure  you. 

Lor.  Wiy,  is  that  boy  otherwise  ibjin  he:  ap- 
pears to  be  I 

Enter  LtOKEU 

Mmi  Tis  a  thing  will  be  quickly  searthM  out. 
Your  secret  bawdry  and  the  murder  of  tny  gix>d 
name  will  not  long  lie  hid,  I  warrant  you. 

Lio.  Now  is  my  cue  to  second  her,  [Am^ir. 

Lor.  Signior  Lionel,  moAt  welcome.    I  would 


'  Thh  w»fl  one  of  th^  nomet  bj  wbich  women  tit  ill-fAitie 
were  usually  diBtmgybhed. 

So  in  B^n  JonBon's  *  *  Krury  Mkq  owt  of  hm  tfumotir  : 

His  chi>f  eix<!rcitteA  nre  takiog  the  ^hiff,  equiriitig  n.  toeha- 
(t*rf*et  and  making  pr;vy  aenrcbefi  for  impart&rB.*^ 

In  **Cyiithift'a  Rev  el  i,"  net  ii.  pc.  4  :  **  —  Marry,  tti  his 
rtH'latrtce^  or  pnnqtietiQ,  hiilf  a  dr^aen  taffata  g^iwn*,  or  ftnttiti 
kirtlv'iiT  in  ^  poi'i^  oi"  two  of  tnontfat ;  wlij,  ih^y  Are  rioibiitg-'* 

And  iR  h\m  **Hii«t*»t*r,  act  iii,  «j,  4:  "—I  wmild  ttdn  ccnn* 
with  my  fark&iricf^  oDe  day,  and  «ee  a  play,  if  I  knew  ittb«^ 
ill  ere  w«ro  ft  gonKi  bawdy  one.*' 

Again  in  Maiwinger'a.  *'  City  Madam***  act  ii  no.  1  ; 

**  .      fld1«ri  placing  all  Dtfchl 

Th(^  »li4kin|f  «if  t^e  «heeL^.  whfqti  t  liaT«  4iO«frd 
Aecain  and  again  wUli  My  exx^rirt  '* 

And  in  Dekker^a  **Be!man  of  London,"  iism*  B.  t  «^Sht« 
foedes  uppun  gold  ma  tbeeatredge  doth  upon  irun,  aiid  driitk^ 
■liver  fut«r  downe  her  crui«-iiku  thmftl^  Llian  an  A'li^wi 
^)rjh9lru%  iloth  HiphocoMi,*' 

Sc*e  »l8onn  esttrftCt  from  the  **  fSnira  Horn  B<H>)t/*  l«lMi, 
iu  i5bak©«p«aret  p*  SS*  wlit.  177S. 
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entreat  your  advice  here  to  the  clearing  of  a 
doubt. 

Lio.  What's  that,  sir  ] 

Lor.  Tis  concerning  the  boy  you  placed  with 
me. 

Lio.  Ay,  what  of  him  ? 

Lor.  Whether  it  were  an  enchantment  or  no, 
or  an  illusion  of  the  sight,  or  if  I  could  persuade 
myself  it  was  a  dream,  'twere  better;  but  my 
imagination  so  persuaded  me,  that  I  heard  my 
wife  and  him  interchanging  amorous  discourse 
together.  To  what  an  extremity  of  passion  the 
frailty  of  man's  nature  might  induce  me  to  ! 

Lio.  Very  good. 

Lor.  Not  very  good,  neither ;  but,  after  the 
expense  of  so  much  anger  and  distraction,  my  wife 
comes  upon  me  again,  and  affirms  that  he  is  no 
boy,  but  a  disguised  mistress  of  my  own,  and  upon 
this  swells  against  me,  as  if  she  had  lain  all  night 
in  the  leaven. 

JEm,  Have  not  I  reason  1 

Lor.  Pray,  sir,  will  you  inform  us  of  the  verity 
of  his  sex. 

Lio.  Then  take  it  upon  my  word,  *tis  a  woman. 

JEm.  Now,  sir,  what  have  you  to  answer  ? 

Lor.  I  am  not  yet  thoroughly  satisfied  ;  but  if 
it  be  a  woman,  I  must  confess  my  error. 

^Mi.  What  satisfaction's  that,  after  so  great  a 
wrong,  and  the  taking  away  of  my  good  name  ? 
You  forget  my  deserts,  and  how  I  brought  you  ^ 
dowry  of  ten  talents :  besides,  I  find  no  such  super- 
fluity of  courage  in  you  to  do  this^  neither. 

Lor.  Well,  were  he  a  boy  or  no,  'tis  more  than 
I  can  affirm ;  yet  this  I'll  swear,  I  entertained  him 
for  no  mistress,  and,  I  hope,  you  for  no  servant ; 
therefore,  good  wife,  be  pacified. 

^Mi.  No,  sir,  I'll  call  my  kindred  and  my 
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frknds  logetliar^  then  pr^ni  a  joint  eoniplaiijit  of 
you  to  ^  senate,  and  if  ihej  right  me  not,  rU 
protest  there's  no  ju^ce  in  their  court  or  govern* 
ipeiit, 

LoE,  If  she  hare  this  plea  against  me,  I  must 
make  mj  peace]  shell  undo  me  dse.  lAgide^} 
Bweei  wife,  lU  ask  thee  forgiyeness  npon  mj 
knees,  If  thou  wilt  have  me  :  I  rejoice  more  that 
thou  art  cleart  than  I  was  angry  for  the  €U[>|)08ed 
oflTence*  Be  but  patient,  and  the  liberty  thou 
enjoyedst  before  shall  l*e  thought  thraldom  here- 
aiier.    Sweet  sir,  wiJl  you  mediate  I 

Lio,  Come^  sweet  lady,  upon  my  request  yon 
ghall  be  made  friends  ;  *twa6  but  a  mistake  ;  con> 
ceivo  it  sOf  and  he  shall  study  to  redeem  it. 

^Ml.  Well,  sir,  upon  this  gentlenian's  intreaty, 
you  Lave  your  pardon.  You  know  the  propen- 
sity of  my  disposition,  and  Uiat  makes  you  so  bold 
with  mt% 

Lor.  Prayj  Master  Lionel,  will  you  acquaint  my 
wife  with  the  purpose  of  this  concealment ;  for  I 
am  utterly  ignorant^  atid  she  has  not  the  patience 
to  bear  me. 

Lio,  It  requires  more  privacy  than  8o»  neither 
is  it  yet  ripe  for  projection  ;  but  because  the  eom^ 
munity  of  couns*d  h  the  only  pledge  of  friendshipp 
walk  in,  and  I'll  acquaint  you. 

Lor*  Honest,  sweet  w  ife,  I  thank  thee  with  all 
my  heart,  [EjceutU, 

Enitr  Duke,  Leonardo,  ami  Petrucio,  hrinf^in^ 
in  the  kmiqVkKY^  inn foot^tmL 

DuK£.  Sot  set  him  down  softly  i  then  let  us  slip 
aside,  and  overbed  him. 

Ant.  ^\^Jere  am  I  ?  What  metamorphosis  aai 
I  crept  into  1    A  fooFs  coat )  what's  the  emb 
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of  this,  trow?  Who  has  thus  trausformed  mo,  I 
wonder  ?  I  was  awake,  am  I  not  asleep  still  1 
Why,  Petro,  you  rogue :  sure,  I  have  drank  of 
Circe's  cup,  and  that  has  tum'd  me  to  this  shape 
of  a  fool :  and  I  had  drank  a  little  longer,  I  had 
been  changed  into  an  ass.  W^hy,  Petro,  I  say,  I 
will  not  rest  calling,  till  thou  comest  

Hjiter  Petro  in  tooman^s  doilies. 

Heyday,  what  more  transmigrations  of  forms  !  I 
think  Pythagoras  has  been  amongst  us.  How 
came  you  thus  accoutred,  sirrah  ? 

Pet.  Why,  sir,  the  wenches  made  me  drunk, 
and  dressed  me,  as  you  see. 

Ant.  a  merry  world  the  while  !  My  boy  and 
I  make  one  hermaphrodite,  and  now,  next  Mid- 
summer-ale,^  I  may  serve  for  a  fool,  and  he  for  a 
Maid-Marian. 


'  Kustic  meetings  of  festivity,  at  particular  seasons,  were 
formerly  called  ale» ;  as  Church-ale,  Whitaun-ale,  Bride-ale, 
Midsummer- ale,  &c.  Carew,  in  his  **  Survey  of  Cornwall,"  - 
edition  1769,  p.  68,  gives  the  following  account  of  the 
Church-ale  ;  with  which,  it  is  most  likely,  .the  others 
agreed  : — *'  For  the  church-ale,  two  young  men  of  the  parish 
are  yerely  chosen  by  their  last  foregoers,  to  be  wardens ; 
who,  dividing  the  task,  moke  collection  among  the  parishion- 
ers, of  whatsoever  provision  it  pleaseth  them  voluntarily  to 
bestow.  This  they  imploy  in  brewing,  baking,  and  other 
acates,  against  Whitsontide  ;  upon  which  holydayes  the 
neighbours  meet  at  the  church-house,  and  there  merily 
feede  on  their  owne  victuals,  contributing  some  petty  por- 
tion to  the  stock ;  which  by  many  smalls,  groweth  to  a 
meetly  greatnes ;  for  there  is  entertayned  a  kinde  of  emula- 
tion betweene  these  wardens,  who  by  his  graciousnes  in 
gathering,  aud  good  husbandry  in  expending,  can  best  ad- 
vance the  churches  profit.  Besides,  the  neighbour  parisheB 
at  those  times  lovingly  visit  one  another,  and  this  way 
frankely  spend  their  money  together.    The  of ternooues  are 
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Ent€r  TJVKK  and  LfiONJLKXio. 

Duke.  Who  is  this!    Sigiujr  Veteroiio  ? 
Ant.  The  same,  sir :  I  was  not  so  when  you  led 
tiie.    Dt>  ymi  know  who  has  thus  abuaed  me  t 

Duke.  Not  I,  sir. 

Ant.  You  prom  bed  to  do  me  a  courtesy, 

DuKLE.  Anything  lies  in  my  jxiwer. 

Ant,  Then,  pray,  will  you  bring  me  immedt&tely 
to  the  duke  1 

DuEB.  Not  as  you  are,  I  hope. 

Ant.  Yes,  as  I  am :  he  shall  see  how  I  &m 
wronged  amongst  them.  I  know  he  loves  me,  and 
will  right  me.  Pray,  sir,  forbear  persuasion  to  the 
contrary,  and  lead  ou.  IMMnmi, 

ACT  V,  SCENE  L 
Enffv  Lonmzo,  Mocinigo,  Mmiua, 

and  LUCRETIA. 

Lor.  Now,  Sign  or  Mocinigo,  what  haste  re- 
^  quirea  your  presence  1 

Moo.  Marry,  sir,  this.  Yoe  brought  me  oim 
into  a  paradise  of  pleasure  and  expectation  of  miteli 
i:omfurt ;  my  request  therefore  is,  that  you  would 
no  longer  defer  what  then  yott  so  liberally  pro- 
mised. 


cotiAumed  in  auch  ex^robeti  w  aide  And  fang  folke  (tiAiriag 
lejaure)  doe  a<^uatomably  out  ibo  time  with&lL'*^^— 

In  the  fluljaequGDt  pagen,  CHr«w  etiteri  into  a  defence  of 
ibffte  meetings,  wbiEih  in  hia  tiint^  hod  become  product iT#  of 
riot  and  di^onJer,  and  were  amoii^  th&  subjt^cU  of  oamplAiiii 
by  the  tnure  rigid  iiuriiaiif).  For  mi  acctiuui  of  Mu^i 
Marian,  ave  Mr  Tnlicit'a  Diiteertntinii  ni  tb^  end  of  thm 
"  Firat  Part  of  iJetiry  I W  [But  m  botli  subjects  c'>pi*jiiiiljf 
illuitmted  in  "  PopulM"  AutiquHiw  of  Orent  EritAm/i  Im, 
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Lor.  How  do  you  mean  1 

Moc.  Why,  sir,  in  joining  that  beauteous  lady, 
your  daughter,  and  myself  in  the  firm  bonds  of 
matrimony  ;  for  I  am  somewhat  impatient  of  de- 
lay in  this  kind,  and  indeed  the  height  of  my  blood 
requires  it. 

Luc.  Are  you  so  hot  ?  I  shall  give  you  a  card 
to  cool  you  ^  presently.  [AHdeA 

Lor.  Tis  an  honest  and  a  virtuous  demand,  ana 
on  all  sides  an  action  of  great  consequence  ;  and, 
for  my  part,  there's  not  a  thing  in  the  world  I 
could  wish  sooner  accomplished. 

Moc.  Thank  you,  sir. 

Lor.  There's  another  branch  of  policy,  besides 
the  coupling  of  you  together,  which  springs  from 
the  fruitfulness  of  my  brain,  that  I  as  much  labour 
to  bring  to  perfection  as  the  other. 

Moc.  What's  that,  sir  t 

Lor.  a  device  upon  the  same  occasion,  but  with 
a  different  respect ;  'tis  to  be  imposed  upon  Pet- 
rucio.  I  hate  to  differ  so  much  from  the  nature  of 
an  Italian,  as  not  to  be  revengeful ;  and  the  occa- 
sion at  this  time  was,  he  scorned  the  love  of  her,  • 
that  you  now  so  studiously  affect ;  but  I'll  fit  him 
in  his  kind. 


*  A  coding  card  ia  frequently  mentioned  in  our  ancient 
authors  ;  but  the  precise  sense  in  which  it  is  used  is  diffi- 
cult to  be  ascertained.  In  some  places  it  seems  to  signify 
admonition  or  advice;  in  others,  censure  or  reproof.  In 
Lyly's  **  Eupbues/'  p.  39,  *^  Euphues,  to  the  intent  he 
might  bridle  the  overlashing  afifectioiis  of  Philautus,  con- 
veied  into  his  studie  a  certeine  pamphlet,  which  he  tearmed 
A  cooling  card  for  Philautus  ;  yet  generally  to  bee  applyed 
to  all  lovers.** 

So  in  the  **  First  Part  of  Henry  VI.,*'  act  y.  sc.  4 — 
'*  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  Uiere  lies  a  eooling  card.'* 
And  in  the    Wounds  of  Civil  War,*'  1594— 

*'  I'll  have  a  present  eooling  card  for  you." 
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Moc.  Did  he  SO  ?  He  deserves  to  have  both 
his  eyes  struck  as  blind  as  Cupid's,  his  master, 
that  should  have  taught  him  better  manners.  But 
how  will  you  do  it  I 

LfOR  There's  one  Lionel,  an  ingenious  witty  gen- 
tleman. 

.^£mi.  Ay,  that  he  is,  as  ever  breathed,  husband, 
upon  my  knowledge. 

Lor.  Well,  he  is  so,  and  we  two  have  cast  to 
requite  it  upon  him.  The  plot,  as  he  informs  me, 
is  already  in  agitation,  and  afterwards,  sans  delay, 
rU  liestow  her  upon  you. 

Luc.  But  you  may  be  deceived.  [Asu/e.] 

Moc.  Still  you  engage  me  more  and  more  your 
debtor. 

LoK.  If  I  can  bring  both  these  to  success,  as 
they  are  happily  intended,  I  may  sit  down,  and, 
Didth  the  poet,  cry,  Jamque  opui  exe^i, 

Moc.  Would  I  could  say  so  too ;  I  wish  as  much, 
but  'tis  you  must  confirm  it,  fair  mistress :  one 
bare  word  of  your  consent,  and  'tis  done.  The 
sweetness  of  your  looks  encourage  me,  that  you 
will  join  pity  with  your  beauty  ;  there  shall  be 
nothing  wanting  in  me  to  demerit  it ;  and  then,  I 
hope,  although  I  am  base. 

Rise  in  respect  of  you  divine  and  pure. 
Dutiful  service  may  your  love  procure. 

Lor.  How  now,  Signor!  What,  love  and 
poetry,  have  they  two  found  you  out  ?  Nay,  then 
you  must  conquer.  Consider  this,  daughter ;  show 
thy  obedience  to  Phoebus  and  god  Cupid :  make  an 
humble  professor  of  thyself ;  'twill  be  the  more  ac- 
ceptable, and  advance  thy  deserts. 

^Ml.  Do,  chicken,  speak  the  word,  and  make 
him  happy  in  a  minute. 

Lor.  Well  said,  wife  ;  solicit  in  his  behalf;  'tis 
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well  done  ;  I  am  loth  to  importune  her  too  much, 
for  fear  of  a  repulse. 

-^Ml.  Marry,  come  up,  sir  ;  you  are  still  usurp- 
ing in  my  company.  Is  this  according  to  the 
articles  proposed  between  us,  that  I  should  bear 
rule  and  you  obey  with  silence  ?  I  had  thought 
to  have  endeavoured  for  persuasion,  but  because 
you  exhort  me  to  it.  Til  desist  from  what  I 
intended  :  Til  do  nothing  but  of  my  own  ac- 
cord, I. 

Lor.  Mum  1  wife,  I  have  done.  This  we,  that 
are  married,  must  be  subject  to. 

Moo.  You  give  an  ill  example.  Mistress  Emilia ; 
you  give  an  ill  example  

^Mi.  What  old  fellow  is  this  that  talks  so? 
Do  you  know  him,  daughter  ] 

Moc.  Have  you  so  soon  forgot  me,  lady  1 

^Ml.  Where  has  he  had  his  breeding,  I  wonder? 
He  is  the  offspring  of  some  peasant,  sure  !  Can  he 
show  any  pedigree  ? 

Lor.  Let  her  alone,  there's  no  dealing  with  her. 
Come,  daughter,  let  me  hear  your  answer  to  this 
gentleman. 

Luc.  Truly,  sir,  I  have  endeavoured  all  means 
possible,  and  in  a  manner  enforced  myself  to  love 
him  

Lor.  Well  said,  girl. 

Luc.  But  could  never  effect  it. 

Lor.  How  ! 

Luc.  I  have  examined  whatever  might  commend 
a  gentleman,  both  for  his  exterior  and  inward 
abilities  ;  yet,  amongst  all  that  may  speak  him 
worthy,  I  could  never  discern  one  good  part  or 
quality  to  invite  affection. 

Lor.  This  is  it  I  feared.  Now  should  I  break 
out  into  rage ;  but  my  wife  and  a  foolish  nature 
withhold  my  passion. 
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Moa  1  am  undone,  unapiriuttl^  my  Uoi^^s  vain, 
arnl  my  labours  nullities ! 

LoH.  ^Vhere  Ikj  your  large  vaunts  now,  Signorf 
Wljat  etrange  tricki^  anti  tle^ices  you  had  to  win  a 
woman  1 

Moa  Such  assurance  1  conceived  of  myself  ■  but 
when  they  alFect  wilful  stubbornness,  lock  up  their 
ears,  mid  will  hearken  to  no  manner  of  pei^uaMon, 
wliat  shall  a  man  do  J 

LuK,  You  hear  what  tasces  are  laid  upon  yott» 
daughter  :  these  are  stains  to  your  other  Tirttim 

Luc,  Pray,  sir  J  hear  my  defence,  WTiat  svni-^ 
pttthy  can  there  be  betvrot-n  our  two  ages  ors^^is 
ment  in  our  condition^i  I  But  you'll  object,  he  has 
means.  *Tis  confessed  ;  but  what  as.^umnce  ha* 
he  lo  keep  it  I  Will  it  continue  longer  than  tiie 
law  permits  him  posBession,  which  will  comia  like 
a  tiirrent,  and  sweep  away  all !  He  has  nmile  a 
forfeiture  of  his  whole  estate. 

LoH.  What,  are  you  become  a  stati&t^s  daughter' 
or  a  proplietesa  ?  WTience  have  you  this  intelli^ 
gence  I 

Moa  I  hope  she  will  not  betray  me.  lAuJe,] 
Luc.  If  murder  can  exact  it,   'tis  absoluti^lv 
lost. 

LoJi,  How,  murder ! 

Lua  Yes^  he  conspired  the  otlier  day  with  a 
bravo,  a  cut  throat,  to  take  away  the  life  of  a  noble 
innocent  gentleman,  which  is  since  discovered  by 
miracle  :  the  same  that  came  with  music  to  tnv 
window\ 

Mov.  All's  out ;  I'm  ruined  in  htir  confession ! 
That  man  that  trusts  woman  with  a  privacv*  and 
hopes  for  silence,  he  may     w^ell  expeet  it  at  the 


1  Se«  Kota  U  thb  piny,  p.  481. 
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fall  of  a  bridge !  ^  A  secret  with  them  is  like  a 
viper  ;  'twill  make  way,  though  it  eat  through  the 
bowels  of  them.  [Aside.] 

Lor.  Take  heed  how  you  traduce  a  person  of 
his  rank  and  eminency  :  a  scar  in  a  mean  man 
becomes  a  wound  in  a  greater. 

Luc.  There  he  is,  question  him  ;  and  if  he  deny 
it,  get  him  examined. 

Lor.  Why,  signor,  is  this  true] 

^Ml.  His  silence  betrays  him  :  'tis  so. 

Moc.  Tis  so,  that  all  women  thirst  man's  over- 
throw ;  that's  a  principle  as  demonstrative  as 
truth  :  'tis  the  only  end  they  were  made  for ;  and 
when  they  have  once  insinuated  themselves  into 
our  counsels,  and  gained  the  power  of  our  life,  the 
fire  is  more  merciful  3  it  bums  within  them  till  it 
get  forth. 

Lor.  1  commend  her  for  the  discovery :  'twas 
not  fit  her  weak  thoughts  should  be  clogged  with 
so  foul  a  matter.  It  had  been  to  her  like  forced 
meat  to  a  surfeited  stomach,  that  would  have  bred 
nothing  but  crudities  in  her  conscience. 

Moc.  0  my  cursed  fate  !  shame  and  punish- 
ment attend  me  !  they  are  the  fruits  of  lust.  Sir, 
all  that  I  did  was  for  her  ease  and  liberty. 

Luc.  Nay,  sir,  he  was  so  impudent  to  be  an 
accessory.  Who  knows  but  ho  might  as  privately 
have  plotted  to  have  sent  me  after  him  ;  for  how 
should  I  have  been  secure  of  my  life  when  he  made 
no  scruple  to  kill  another  upon  so  small  an  induce- 
ment 1 

-^Ml.  Thou  sayest  right,  daughter ;  thou  shalt 


^  I.e.,  at  the  fall  of  water  through  a  bridge.  The  idea 
seems  to  be  taken  from  the  noisy  situation  of  the  hoiiHes 
formerly  standing  on  Lond<m  Bridge. — Streven*. 
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utterly  disclaim  him.  The  cast  of  his  eye  shows 
he  was  ever  a  knave. 

Moc.  How  the  scabs  descant  upon  me  ! 

Lor.  What  was  the  motive  to  this  foul  attempt  I 

Luc.  Why,  sir,  because  he  was  an  affectionate 
lover  of  mine,  and  for  no  other  reason  in  the  earth. 

^Ml.  O  mandrake,  was  that  all  f  He  thought, 
belike,  he  should  not  have  enough.  Thou  covetous 
engrosser  of  venery.  Why,  one  wife  is  able  to 
content  two  husbands. 

Moc.  Sir,  I  am  at  your  mercy :  bid  them  not 
insult  upon  me.  I  beseech  you,  let  me  go  as  I 
came. 

Lor.  Stay  there;  I  know  not  how  I  shall  be 
censured  for  your  escape.  I  may  be  thought  a 
party  in  the  business. 

Luc.  Besides,  I  hear  since  that  the  mercenary 
varlet  that  did  it,  though  he  be  otherwise  most 
desperate  and  hardened  in  such  exploits,  yet  out 
of  the  aj)prehension  of  so  unjust  an  act,  and  moved 
in  conscience  for  so  foul  a  guilt, is  grown  distracted, 
raves  out  of  measure,  confesses  the  deed,  accuses 
himself  and  the  procurer,  curses  both,  and  will  by 
no  means  be  quieted. 

Lor.  Where  is  that  fellow  1 

Luc.  Sir,  if  you  please  to  accompany  me,  I  will 
bring  you  to  him,  where  your  own  eye  and  ear  shall 
witness  the  certainty  ;  and  then,  I  hope,  you  will 
repent  that  ever  you  sought  to  tie  me  to  such  a 
monster  as  this,  who  preferred  the  heat  of  his 
desires  before  all  laws  of  nature  or  humanity. 

Lor.  Yes,  that  I  will,  and  gratulate  the  subtlety 
of  thy  wit,  and  goodness  of  fate,  that  protected 
thee  from  him. 

^Ml.  Away  with  him,  husband  :  and  be  sure  to 
beg  his  lands  betimes,  before  your  court-vultures 
scent  his  carcase. 
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Lor.  Well  said,  wife ;  I  should  never  have 
thought  on  this  now,  and  thou  had'st  not  put  me 
in  mind  of  it :  women,  I  see,  have  the  only  mascu- 
line poUcy,  and  are  the  best  solicitors  and  politicians 
of  a  state.  But  I'll  first  go  and  see  him  my  daughter 
tells  me  of,  that,  when  I  am  truly  informed  of  all, 
I  may  the  better  proceed  in  my  accusation  against 
them.    Come  along,  sir. 

Moc.  Well,  if  you  are  so  violent,  I'm  as  resolute : 
'tis  but  a  hanging  matter,  and  do  your  worst. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Bravo  and  BoY. 

Bravo.  What  news,  boy  1 

Boy.  Sir,  Mistress  Lucretia  commends  her  to 
you,  and  desires,  as  ever  her  persuasions  wrought 
upon  you,  or  as  you  affect  her  good,  and  would  add 
credit  and  belief  to  what  she  has  reported,  that  you 
would  now  strain  your  utmost  to  the  expression  of 
what  she  and  you  consulted  of. 

Bravo.  I  apprehend  her  :  where  is  she  ? 

Boy.  Hard  by,  sir  :  her  father,  and  the  old  for- 
nicator Mocinigo,  and  I  think  her  mother,  are  all 
coming  to  be  spectators  of  your  strange  behaviour. 

[Exit. 

Bravo.  Go,  wait  them  in,  let  me  alone  to  per- 
sonate an  ecstasy  ;  ^  I  am  near  mad  already,  and  I 
do  not  fool  myself  quite  into't,  1  care  not.  Fll 
withdraw,  till  they  come.  [Exit. 


1  So  in  **  Hamlet,"  act  iiL  bc.  4— 

• '  This  Is  the  very  coinage  of  your  brain ; 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy 
Is  yery  cunning  in.** 

Mr  Steevens  observes  that  in  this  place,  and  many  others, 
eettasp  means  a  temporary  alienation  of  mind,  a  fit. 
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Enter  LoEENZO,  Mocikicjo,  i^MlUA,  LucRCTtA, 

unrt  Bow 

Lor.  Is  this  the  place  ? 

Luo.  Yes,  sir.  Where's  your  master,  hay  ^  how 
does  he  1 

Boy.  0  sweet  mistress,  quite  rlisti?mj>ered  ;  hb 
brains  turn  round  like  the  needle  of  a  dial,  six 
men's  strt^ngth  is  not  able  to  hold  him  ;  lit*  wats 
bouud  with  I  know  not  how  many  cords  this  tiio ru- 
ing^ and  broke  them  all.    Sec,  where  he  entt^rs  ? 

Enitr  Bravo. 

Bravo.  Why,  if  I  kill'd  him,  whal  it  that  tu 

thee  I 

Was  I  not  hir'd  unto  it  1  *twks  not  I, 

But  the  base  gold  that  slew  Sir  Polydore  :  ^ 

Then  damn  the  miiney. 

Lull.  He  begins  to  preach. 

Mm.  Will  he  do  us  no  mischief,  think  you  I 

Boy.  0  no,  he's  the  best  for  that  in  his  fiu  th/vt 
e  er  you  knew  :  he  hurts  nobixly. 

Moc.  But  I  am  %'ilely  afraid  of  him. 

Boy.  If  you  are  a  vileperson^  or  have  done  nny 
great  wicked  ii  ess,  you  were  best  look  to  yourself; 
for  those  lie  ktiows  by  instinct,  and  assaults  them 
with  as  much  violence  as  may  be. 

Moo.  Then  am  I  penslied.  Good  sir,  1  hnd 
rather  answer  tlie  law  than  be  temped  witJi  hia 
looks. 


*  AUuditig  Ut  the  fate  of  Pnlydwruffl,  «  iotJ  of  KlngPriiin]. 
S«e  Virgil*  "j^Siidd/  book  Ui.  L  4\) — 
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Lor.  Nay,  you  shall  tarry,  and  take  part  with  us, 
by  your  favour. 

^Mi.  How  his  eyes  sparkle  ! 
Bravo.  Look,  where  the  ghost  appears,  his 
wounds  fresh-bleeding ! 
He  frowns,  and  threatens  me ;  [O,]  could  the  sub- 
stance 

Do  nothing,  and  will  shadows  revenge  1 

Lor.  Tis  strange. 
This  was  a  fearful  murder. 

Bravo.  Do  not  stare  so, 
I  can  look  big  too ;  all  I  did  unto  thee 
Twas  by  another^s  instigation  : 
There  be  some  that  are  as  deep  in  as  myself ; 
Go  and  fright  them  too. 

Moc.  Beshrew  him  for  his  counsel !  [Aside. 

Lor.  What  a  just  judgment's  here  I   'Tis  an  old 
saying, 

Murder  will  out ;  and  'fore  it  shall  lie  hid, 
The  authors  will  accuse  themselves. 

Bravo.  Now  he  vanishes  ; 
Dost  thou  steal  from  me,  fearful  spirit  ?  See 
The  print  of  his  footsteps  1 

Moc.  That  ever  my  lust  should  be  the  parent  to 
so  foul  a  sin  !  [Aside,] 

Bravo.  He  told  me  that  his  horrid  tragedy 
Was  acted  over  every  night  in  hell. 
Where  sad  Erinnys,  with  her  venom'd  face, 
Sits  ^  a  spectatrix,  black  with  the  curls  of  snakes, 


^  In  the  first  edit,  this  line  is  thus — 

**  Black  with  the  coiIb  of  snakes,  sits  a  spectatrix." 

It  may  be  doubted  whether  Mr  Reed  had  sufficient 
warrant  for  altering  the  old  reading  :  at  all  eventti  tpeC' 
tairix,  the  word  of  the  time,  might  have  stood ;  perhaps, 
in  the  two  next  lines  their  should  be  changed  to  her. — 
CoUier. 
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That  lift  their  apeckled  heiids  above  their  ahoul- 

ders, 

Aud,  thirsting  forth  their  stings,  hias  at  their 

entrance  ; 
And  that  serves  for  an  applause, 

Moc,  How  can  you  have  the  heart  to  look  upon 
him  ?  pray  let  me  go, 
I  feel  a  loo&eneBs  in  my  belly* 

Lob,  NaVj  you  shall  hear  all  out  first 

Mw*  I  confess  it, 
What  would  you  have  more  of  me  1 

Bravo.  Then  fierce  Enyo  holds  a  torch,  Mepmi 
Another;  111  doivn  and  play  my  part  amongst  theillf 
For  I  can  do't  to  th'  life. 

Lor,  Kather  to  the  dcAth, 

Bravo.  Ill  trace  th^  infernal  theatre,  and  view 
Those  squalid  actora,  and  the  tragic  pomp 
Of  hell  and  night 

Hoc.  How  ghastly  his  worda  sound  I  pmyt  Ism^ 
him  off  from  me. 

Lor.   The  guilt  of  conscience  makes  yon  fear- 
ful, Sign  or  J 

Bravo.  When  I  come  there.  111  chain  up  Cer- 
berus, 

Nay,  ril  muzzle  him  ;  Til  pull  down  .i^lacus 
And  Minoa  by  the  beard ;  then  with  my  foot 
rU  tumble  Kh  ad  am  an  thus  from  his  chair, 
And  for  the  Furies  I'll  not  suffer  them  { 
ril  be  myself  a  Fury, 

MoC*  To  vex  me,  I  warrant  you- 
Bravo*  Next  wiU  I  post  unto  the  DestinieBi 
Shiver  their  wheel  aud  distaff  'gainst  the  wall. 
And  spoil  their  housemPiy ;    111  take  their 
spindle, 

Where  hang  the  threads  of  human  life  like  beams 
Drawn  from  the  sun,  and  mix  them  altogether — 
Kings  with  beggars. 
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Moc.  Good  sir,  he  comes  towards  me  ! 
Bravo.  That  I  could  see  that  old  fox  Mocinigo, 
The  villain  that  did  tempt  me  to  this  deed  ! 
Moc.  He  names  me  too ;  pray,  sir,  stand  be- 
tween us  : 

Ladies,  do  you  speak  to  him ;  I  have  not  the 
faith. 

./Emi.  What  would  you  do  with  him,  if  you  had 
him) 

Bravo.  I'd  serve  him  worse  than  Hercules  did 
Lychas,^ 

When  he  presented  him  the  poison'd  shirt, 
Which  when  he  had  put  on,  and  felt  the  smart, 
He  snatch'd  him  by  the  heels  into  the  air, 
Swung  him  some  once  or  twice  about  his  head. 
Then  shot  him  like  a  stone  out  of  an  engine. 
Three  furlongs  length  into  the  Euboic  sea. 

Lor.  What  a  huge  progress  is  that  for  an  old 
lover  to  be  carried ! 

Bravo.  What's  he  that  seeks  to  hide  himself? 
Come  forth, 


^  So  in  Shakespeare's    Antony  and  Cleopatra  " — 
"  Let  me  lodge  Lichoi  on  the  horn  o'  th'  moon." 
— SteeveM. 

Again,  Ovid'a  "Metam.,"  Hb.  9.  1.  215— 

"Tremlt  lUe  paTetqae 
Pallidas  ;  et  timide  rerba  excusantia  dicit 
Dicentem,  genibasiqae  raanas  adhibere  parantem 
Oorripit  Alcides ;  et  terqae  quaterque  rotatnm 
Mittit  in  Euboicas  tormento  fortiuB  andas, 
Ille  per  aerias  pendens  indumit  aoraB." 

Of  which  the  following  ia  Qay's  translation — 

"  The  youth  all  pale  with  shiy'ring  fear  was  stang, 
And  rain  excuses  &lter'd  on  his  tongue : 
Alcides  saatch'd  him,  as  with  suppliant  fece 
He  stroye  to  clasp  his  knees,  and  beg  for  grace  ; 
He  toss'd  him  o'er  his  head  with  airy  course. 
And  hurl'd  with  more  than  with  an  engine's  force  : 
Far  o'er  the  Eubcean  main  aloof  he  flies, 
And  tuurdens  by  degrees  amid  the  skies." 
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Thou  mortal,  thou  art  a  traitor  or  a  murderer  ? 
O,  is  it  you  1 
Moc,    AVhat  will  become  of  ms  ?   Pi^y*  help 
me  I 

J  shall  he  torn  in  pieces  else. 

Bhavo.  You  and  1  must  w&Uc  together  ;  oom« 
into  the  middle  ;  yet  further 

£ni€r  AURMJO  a$  an  Offlcfr^  and  tm  Servemit. 

AUR.  Where  be  these  fellova  here  that  murder 
men  1  Berjeauts,  apprehend  them^  and  convey  them 
straight  before  the  duke. 

Bravo.  Who  are  you  t 

Adr.  We  are  the  duke's  officers 

Bravo.  The  duke's  ofltcers  must  be  obeyed ^  talcft 
heed  of  displeasing  them  :  how  majestically  thisf 
look  ! 

Lor.  You  see,  wife,  the  charm  of  authority :  jmd 
a  man  be  ne'er  &o  wild,  it  tamea  him  presently. 

A^Mi.  Ay,  husband,  I  know  what  will  tanhe  a 
man  besides  authority. 

AUH.  Come  J  g(?ntles^  Binee  yoo  are  all  together, 
1  must  entreat  your  company  along  with  to 
witness  what  you  know  in  this  behalf. 

Lor.  Sir,  you  have  prevented  ua ;  for  we  in  tend 
to  have  brought  liim  ourselves  before  his  highiiem 

AtrtL  Then  I  hope  your  r^olution  will  make  ii 
the  easier  to  yon*  What,  sir,  will  yon  go  nill^ 
ingly  1 

BRAVa  Without  all  contradiction  ;  lead  oil 

Enter  Lionel    th^  Dr£i ;  Duk^  PEmucua, 
OASrAEO,  Akuelu  m  a  womtam, 

BuKR.  Come,  Signor, 
Tills  is  the  mofning  must  ahlne  Is^ghl  tipoii  yon. 
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Wherein  preferment,  that  has  slept  obscure, 
And  all  this  while  linger'd  behind  your  wishes, 
Shall  overtake  you  in  her  greatest  glories  : 
Ambition  shall  be  weak,  to  think  the  honours 
Shall  crown  your  worth. 

Pet.  Father,  you  hear  all  this  ? 

Gas.  1  do  with  joy,  son,  and  am  ravish'd  at  it ; 
Therefore  I  have  resigned  m'  estate  unto  thee, 
(Only  reserving  some  few  crowns  to  live  on) 
Because  I'd  have  thee  to  maintain  thy  port. 

Pet.  You  did  as  you  ought. 

Gas.  'Tis  enough  for  me, 
To  be  the  parent  of  so  bless'd  an  issue. 

Pet.  Nay,  if  you  are  so  apprehensive,  I  am 
satisfied. 

Lio.  Is  this  the  gentleman  you  so  commended  f 
Duke.  It  is  the  same,  my  liege,  whose  royal 
virtues. 

Fitting  a  prince's  court,  are  the  large  field 
For  fame  to  triumph  in. 

Lio.  So  you  informed  me  :  his  face  and  carriage 
do  import  no  less. 

Duke.  Report  abroad  speaks  him  as  liberally ; 
And  in  my  thoughts  Fortune  deserves  but  ill, 
That  she  detained  thus  long  her  favours  from  him. 

Lio.  That  will  I  make  amends  for. 

Gas.  Happy  hour. 
And  happy  me  to  see  it !    Now  I  perceive 
He  has  more  wit  than  myself. 

Pet.  What  must  I  do  1 

Duke.  What  must  you  do?  go  straight  and  kneel 
before  him. 
And  thank  his  highness  for  his  love. 

Pet.  I  can't  speak, 
I  am  so  overcome  with  sudden  gladness ; 
Yet  ril  endeavour  it.  [ffe  kneels.]  Most  mighty 
sovereign, 
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ThiB  low  I  bow  in  hnmbie  vermnee^ 
To  kLs  die  b«s  of  jovr  regal  (iirQaeL 

Lr«:*.  Rise  opt 

Pol  Toot  men'*  aaraalL 

IjDi>.  W*  admiu  yoa 
Ozr  nearest  6ikToiime  in  plaee  ml  comnoL 

Dm       t<x  joa  are  inaie  for  e^«.  [jIjii^il] 

Pet.  Ill       3«Hiie  •>tfiee 
To  zramlase  zhj  pains. 

Lio.  Wbac  WM  she  eaoaev 
Tbas  Toa  presented  him.  no  nxner  to  ib  ? 
We  mt^riit  hare  bred  him  op  in  our  ai^in^ 
Aiki  he  hare  Learnt  xh^  faahxns  of  o«r  eoort^ 
Which  misht  ha^e  Rmder  d  him  more  ac&TVL 

Dtkx  l)i3abc  noc 
His  ingennitT  will  300a  instmet  him. 

Lzo.  Then,  to  confirm  him  deeper  in  oar  friemd- 

We  here  aasbsn  onr  sster  for  his  wifisL 
Whai :  is  he^bashfdl  I 

Pet.  Speaks  jonr  grace  in  earnest  I 

Lio.  WhXu  eLse  {    FU  hare  it  sol 

Dtke.  Whj  do  Toa  not  stepand  take  het  f 

Pet.  Jsi  not  a  kind  ot  treason  f 

Duel  y»x  if  he  bid  roa. 

Pet.  DiTinest  Luij.  are  Toa  so  content  I 

AXG.   Waa^  mj  brother  commands^  I  misst 
obej. 

Lia  Join  hands  tc^ether  :  be  wise :  and  use 
Tour  *i:giiiuies  wizk  a  dae  rererenee. 
Tiberius  Ctssar  jord  not  in  the  birth 
Of  gn*a:  Sejanos'  fortunes  with  that  aeaL 
As  I  siiall  CO  hare  rais  d  too — thoogh  I  hope 
A  dilferen:  fare  atten«is  too. 

Di  ke.  G^>  to  the  church. 
Perform  jour  ri:es  there,  and  return  again, 
A3  fast  as  j^m  can. 
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Gas.  I  could  e'en  expire  with  contemplation  of 

his  happiness. 
Lio.  What  old  man's  that  1 
Pet.  This  is  my  father,  sir. 
Lio.  Your  own  father  ? 
Gas.  So  please  your  grace. 
Lio.  Give  him  a  pair 
Of  velvet  breeches  from  our  grandsire's  wardrobe. 
Gas.  Thrice  noble  duke.    Come,  son,  let's  to 

the  church. 
[Exeunt  Petrucio,  Gasparo,  and  Angelia. 

Enter  ANTIQUARY  and  Petro. 

Lio.  How  now!  what  new-come  pageant  have 
we  here  ? 

Duke.  This  is  the  famous  antiquary  I  told  your 
grace  of,  a  man  worthy  your  grace ;  the  Janus  of 


worthy  your  bounteous  favour  ancf  kind  notice ; 
that  will  as  soon  forget  himself  in  the  remembrance 
of  your  highness,  as  any  subject  you  have. 
Lio.  How  comes  he  so  accoutred  1 
Duke.  No  miracle  at  all,  sir ;  for,  as  you  have 
many  fools  in  the  habit  of  a  wise  man,  so  have  you 
sometimes  a  wise  man  in  the  habit  of  a  fool. 

Ant.  Sir,  I  have  been  so  grossly  abused,  as  no 
story,  record,  or  chronicle  can  parallel  the  like,  and 
I  come  here  for  redress :  I  hear  your  highness  loves 
me,  and  indeed  you  are  partly  interested  in  the 
cause,  for  I,  having  took  somewhat  a  large  potion 
for  your  grace's  health,  fell  asleep,  when  in  the 
interim  they  apparelled  me  as  you  see,  made  a  fool 
or  an  asinigo  ^  of  me ;  and  for  my  boy  here,  they 


^  A  cant  term  for  a  foolish  fellow  or  idiot.  See  Mr  Steevens's 
note  on  **  TroiluB  and  Cressida,"  act  ii  sc.  1 . 
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cogge^l  him  out  of  his  proper  aliap^  into  the  hubit 
of  an  Amazon,  to  wait  upon  me, 
Lio.  But  who  did  this  t 

Ant,  Nay  I  sdr,  that  1  cannot  tell ;  but  I  desire  it 
may  be  found  out 

DiTKE.  Well,  signer,  if  you  knew  all^  yon  h^Tii 
no  cause  to  be  angry. 

AHT-  How  so  T 

Duke.  Why,  that  same  coat  you  wear  did  for- 
merly belong  unto  Pantolabojs  the  Roman  jester, 
and  buffoon  to  Augustus  CiBsar. 

Am,  And  I  thought  so,  VA  ne'er  put  it  off, 
while  I  breath' d, 

Lio.  Stand  by  ;  well  inquire  further  anon. 

J^niier  AuEELio,  Lorenzo,  Mocinigo,  Bravo, 
Emilia,  Lccretia,  Offieer^, 

Now  who  are  you  ? 

Auk.  Yonr  highness'ji  officers. 
We  have  brought  two  murderera  here  to  he  oen- 
sured. 

Who  by  their  own  confeseion  are  found  guilty. 
And  need  no  further  trial 

Lio.  Which  be  the  parties  1 

AUR.  Tliese,  and  please  you. 

LiO.  Well,  what  do  you  answer t 
What  can  you  plead  to  stop  the  course  of  juatloef 

Moo*  For  my  part,  though  1  had  no  oooficieiiefi 
to  act  it, 

1  hiive  not  the  heart  to  deny  it ;  and  therefore 

expect 

Your  sentence  ;  for  mercy,  I  hope  none  nor  favoar. 

Lio.  What  saj^s  th'  accuser  ? 

Luc.  Please  your  princely  wisdom, 
He  slew  a  man  was  destined  for  my  husband  ; 
Yet,  since  ano.ther'fs  death  cannot  recall  him. 
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Were  the  law  satisfied,  aad  he  adjudg'd 

To  have  his  goods  confiscate,  for  my  own  part, 

I  could  rest  well  content. 

Moc.  With  all  my  heart ; 
I  yield  possession  to  whomsoever 


Or  blank  :  I'll  seal  to  it. 

Luc.  See,  there's  a  writing  ! 

Moc.  And  there's  my  hand  to  it : 
I  care  not  what  the  conditions  be. 

Lio.  Tis  well :  whom  will  yon  choose  in  place 
of  the  other  ? 

Luc.  Then,  sir,  to  keep  his  memory  alive, 
I'll  seek  no  further  than  this  officer. 

Lor.  How!  choose  a  common  serjeant  for  her 
husband ! 

Mml  a  base  commendadore !    I'll  ne'er  en- 
dure it. 

AUR.  No,  lady,  a  gentleman  I  assure  you,  and 


Lio.  Nay,  that  you  cannot,  now  you  have  con- 
firm'd  it. 

Moc.  Am  I  then  cheated  1    I'll  go  home  and 


To  avoid  shame,  not  live  in  infamy. 

Lio.  What  says  the  villain  bravo  for  himself  1 
Bravo.  The  bravo,  sir,  is  honest,  and  his  father. 
AuR.  My  father!  bless  me,  how  comes  this 
about  ? 

Bravo.  That  virtuous  maid,  whom  I  must 
always  honour, 
Acquainted  me  with  that  old  lecher's  drift : 
I,  to  prevent  the  ruin  of  my  son, 
Conceal'd  from  all,  proflfer'd  my  service  to  him 
In  this  disguise. 

Lio.  'Twas  a  wise  and  pious  deed. 


Reach  a  paper 
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Enter  Petrucio,  Angelia,  and  Gasparo. 

Pet.  Room  for  the  duke's  kindred. 
Lio.  What,  you  are  married,  I  perceive. 
Pet.  I  am,  royal  brother. 
Lio.  Then,  for  your  better  learning  in  our 
service, 

Take  these  instructions,    ^ever  hereafter 
Contemn  a  man  that  has  more  wit  than  yourself. 
Or  foolishly  conceive  no  lady's  merit 
Or  beauty  worthy  your  affection. 
Pet.  How's  this  ? 

Lio.  Truth,  my  most  honoured  brother,  you 
are  gulFd ; 
So  is  my  reverend  uncle  the  Antiquary; 
So  are  you  all    For  he  that  you  conceiv'd 
The  duke,  is  your  friend  and  Lionel ; 
Look  you  else. 

Pet.  Tis  so. 

Gas.  'Tis  too  apparent  true. 
Lio.  What,  all  drunk  !   Speak,  uncle. 
Ant.  Thou  art  my  nephew, 
And  thou  hast  wit;  'tis  fit  thou  should'st  have 
land  too. 

Tell  me  no  more,  how  thou  hast  cheated  me, 
I  do  perceive  it,  and  forgive  thee  for 't ; 
Thou  shalt  have  all  I  have,  and  I'll  be  wiser. 

Lio.  I  thank  you,  sir.    Brother  Petrucio, 
This  to  your  comfort ;  that  is  my  sister. 
Whom  formerly  you  did  abuse  in  love. 
And  you  may  be  glad  your  lot  is  no  worse. 

Pet.  I  am  contented  ;  I'll  give  a  good  wit 
Leave  to  abuse  me  at  any  time. 

Lor.  When  he  cannot  help  it 

Gas.  This 'tis 
To  be  so  politic  and  ambitious,  son. 

Pet.  Nay,  father,  do  not  you  aggravate  it  too. 
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Lor.  Well,  signor, 
You  must  pardon  me,  if  I  bid  joy  to  you  ; 
My  daughter  was  not  good  enough  for  you. 

Pet.  You  are  tyrannous. 

Enter  LEONARDO. 

Leo.  Save  you,  gallants. 

Lio.  You  are  very  welcome. 

Leo.  I  come  in  quest  of  our  noble  duke, 
Who  from  his  court  has  stoPn  out  privately, 
And  'tis  reported  he  is  here. 

Lio.  No  indeed,  sir. 
He  is  not  here.    'Slight,  we  shall  be  questioned 
For  counterfeiting  his  person. 

Duke.  Be  not  dismay'd, 
I  am  the  duke. 

Leo.  My  lord ! 

Duke.  The  very  same,  sir. 
That  for  my  recreation  have  descended, 
And  no  impeach,  I  hope,  to  royalty 
To  sit  spectator  of  your  mirth.    And  thus  much 
You  shaJl  gain  by  my  presence  :  what  is  pass'd, 
I'll  see  it  ratified  as  firm,  as  if 
Myself  and  senate  had  concluded  it. 
And  when  a  prince  allows  his  subjects  sport, 
He  that  pines  at  it,  let  him  perish  for 't. 
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